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CHAPTER I. 

BEX BEVEBDON. 

Soins yean ago. some time about the year of our Lord eighteen hundred and twenty* 
four, there was living on his own estate of Blackleigh Thorpe Grantee, in the county of 
Sussex, a gentleman of the name of Reverdon. His own estate it most decidedly was, 
for he had paid for it with his own money ; but it had not descended to him ft'om a long 
line of unblemished ancestry. Indeed, I am glad that it is not part of my task here to 
trace the Beverdon pedigree for you, for though doublless Benjamin Reverdon had had 
some sort of a father, who had possessed himself of a similar commodity, yet I am afhiid 
I should find it troublesome work to disinter their names, callings, and occupations from 
the records of the past, since they did not care themselves to leave any for the satisfac- 
tion of their descendants. It is sufficient for my stoiy that the Mr. Reverdon I write of 
was a gentleman — a gentleman to speak to, and a gentleman to look at, though he 
possessed no beauty. 

With a figure rather under than over the middle height, and now carrying its fifty 
years with an assumption of corpulence, a large, good-humored countenance, with regu- 
lar, but insignificant features and scanty light hair, which had a decided tendency to 
red, his only redeeming grace was a pair of bright blue eyes, which were very mirthfUl 
occasionally, and occasionally very grave, but at all times looked thoroughly good and 
benevolent and true. 

So appeared Mr. Benjamin Reverdon in the eyes of the natives of the hamlet of Black- 
leigh Thoxpe, when he bought (to their great annoyance) " The Grange " estate, which 
had belonged to old Admiral Knyvett, and been in the possession of the Knyvetts for 
centuries past, ttom the hands of his reckless nephew and heir, who was obliged to sell 
his birthright to keep himself out of the Queen's Bench. For Blackleigh Thorpe Grange 
to pass into the possession of a stranger was crime sufficient for the knowledge of the 
Blackleigh Thorpeians ; but when it came to be known that the stranger was a bachelor, 
their indignation knew no bounds. A bachelor to preside at " The Grange," whose* 
hospitalities far and wide had always been the eddying current which had alone pre- 
vented the stream of Blackleigh Thorpe society from becoming stagnant 1 Of the wealth 
of the new-comer they had no cause to complain. Some estimate of it migl. t be made 
from the splendid stud he brought with him to occupy " The Grange" stables, — from 
the retinue of servants, the costly fhrniture, the improvements on the estate which 
immediately followed his entrance upon his possession. And their estimate was not at 
ihult. Mr. Reverdon was enormously rich. He had been a West Indian planter, and 
his coffee and sugar had not Mled. From a young boy he had had his dwelling in that 
land where yellow fever and chronic dysentery hide themselves in foggy airs, which 
feel refreshingly cool to the brow, and amongst rank vegetation, which looks refresh- 
ingly green to the eye, but over each of which the hot sun streams and draws out poison 
fbr those who are tempted to linger in such scenes. 

It had been home to him, the only home he could remember, and England, his native 
land, was the stranger country. His plantations chiefly lay in Martinique and St. Do- 
mingo, — fair enough to look upon, both of them, — - and there he had lived and escaped 
all perils of death, and reached his half century with a tolerable allowance of health, and 
a more than tolerable allowance of money. He had formed no ties, no connection there, 
and his parents had been long since dead; so he threw up business in his own person, 
and confiding the care of his nupicrous plantations and mills to a trusty overseer, turned 
his thoughts and his steps towards England. It was all new to him, but a rich man 
does not long want friends ; there were plenty found willing and eager to assist the 
wealthy planter in his choice of a residence ; and it was not long after it had been decided 
by Jack Knyvett's legal advisers that " The Grange " must positively go to the hamm er, 
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that Mr. Rereidon struck the rlg^t nail on the bead, and aecnred it to Umsettl But 
there wan no wife to do the honors of '<The Grange." The master of the house was 
qnite as alive to the eril of the vacant appointment as his circle of acquaintance was. 
Ue liad come home with the ftdl intention of manjing — hot he had staved first in Loa« 
don, and in the height of the season, and somehow it liad dianged lils wishes in that 
direction. He liad seen so much beanty there, so manj pretty, innocent-looking girls, so 
many handsome, stately women, that ordinary mortals looked more than onl£ary after 
them. For to his eyes — which for so many years had only encountered married speci- 
mens of the sex, most of them pulled down by siclmess or the climate — these beauties 
of the Bow, which to us are such fiimiliar, e very-day sights, appeared almost like crea- 
tures from another sphere, and he was simple enough — poor dear man! — to imagine 
that they were far beyond his reach. He was simple enough — not having lived in the 
pale of London society, and had the privilege of occasionally peeping behind the 
scenes — to consider his fifty years on the one hand, and his general appearance on the 
other, as obstacles to his obtaining the hand of some fair, fresh young creature of 
eighteen. in matrimony. He was sadly behind the world. The Belgravian correspond- 
ence had not been published then, you know, or he would have taken his fifteen thou- 
sand a year Joyftally inone hand, and with the other pointed out wliich of the honris he 
desired to make his own. But he was so utterly ignorant and uninformed on these vital 
points, that he actually left town, to settle at " The Gransre '* without so much as tiying 
to get an introduction to any one of them. If a thought of their various charms crossed 
his mind he would put it away with a sigh, to the remembrance of his own years and 
his unpolished exterior. 

'* I ought to have come home twenty years ago,** he would say to himself, ** and then 
there might have been some chance for me. As it is, the sooner I go into the country 
the better." 

• But here he found that single-handed his attempts at hospitality fkiled. Mr. Beyer* 
don might make himself as agreeable as he chose; he might give the mo^ perfect 
dinners, subscribe munificently to the Sussex fiDx-hounds, become a patron or evciy 
charity suggested to him, lay the contents of his hot-hooses and conservatories at the 
feet of every lady within a radius often miles, still, as long as " The Grange*' was with- 
out a mistress, its doors were a closed^ mystery to the fairer portion of the community, 
and the fairer portion ^grumbled. All — perhaps excepting a few mammas who had 
daughters to dispose of, and who hoped the evil might be remedied at some future 
day — doing their best, meanwhile, to further it. 

I don't think the Countess of Littletin grumbled at the vacancy being yet unfilled, 
when she invited Mr. Beverdon to dinner, day after day, when she could so ill afibrd % 
and trotted out her daughters — Lady Maria, Lady Charlotte, and Lady Maiy Ilopea- 
way — for his approval. The Littletin estates joined " The Grange" — there was only 
the park between them, and every square inch of that park was mortgaged, as all the 
world knew ; for the Earl and Countess, not originally blest with too much money, had 
found their family growing up and their fortune going down at one and the same time, 
making a very neck-and-neck aflhir of the proceeding. With five sons out in the world, 
but not out as regarded their parents' pockets, and three unmarried daughters, who 
did not possess any decided advantages of beauty, it is not to be wondered at if poor 
Lady Littletin did occasionally sigh as she glanced up " The Grauge" carriage-drive, 
and caught some glimpse of the luxury and comfort which everything belonging to that 
establishment denoted. For it had come to this with the Earl and Countess of Little- 
tin, that hospitality was almost a forgotten word between them, because the revenues 
of Barren Court barely served to pay their weekly bills, and left no suxplus for enter- 
taining strangers. But her ladyship argued, and Justly, that it does sometimes pay to 
lay a small fish as bait for a larger one, and on that principle she acted, — and suc- 
ceeded. For though Mr. Beverdon had been rather put otC the scent of matrimony by 
the sight of those (as he thought) unobtainable beauties which he had seen in London, 
he was not blind to the fact that the only thing he wanted was a wife ; he was not 
blind either to the fact that the mixture of a little blue blood would do no harm to his 
own — and the blood of the Hopeaways was unmistakably blue. So he put that other 
thought away f^om him resolutely, like a brave man as he was, and waited to see what 
the present had for him. Here were three scions of aristocracy, not unrelated to Boy- 
alty itself, if not exactly offered to him, at least silently paraded for his inspection and 
approval. So he took courage and made his choice. Here he showed that he was not 
devoid of taste, for he selected the best looking of the three, Lady Charlotte ; and, after 
a due and decent amount of courtship, asked her hand in marriage, which oflbr was 
immediately accepted on the part of the Earl and Countess. Now the tide of popularity 
turned in favor of Mr. Benjamin Beverdon. If the Earl and Countess of Littletin could 
give him their daughter, what ought the Blackleigh Thorpeians not to do in the shape 
of Icow-tooing before the newly-married pair? And, accordingly, Xiady Charlotte and 
Mr. Beverdon were the reigning idols of the surrounding county for some months after 
their nuptialfl. 
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AU tills time I have scarcely mentioned the bride. If lier heart was In her marriage 
I cannot teU you ; succeeding events seemed to say, Ko. There had been talk of another 
stdtor some time before that, — a younger, handsomer man, with the same disadvantage 
of being a commoner, and the extra disadvantage of possessing very little money. The 
lectures of the Countess of Llttletln to her daughter on that occasion had been beauti- 
tal to listen to. To hear her speak you would have Imagined her some noble creature, 
Who would not have hesitated to sacrifice every personal feeling for the better uphold- 
ing of the exalted station the occupied — and all that constituted her own happiness, 
• for the good of the name she bore. A Hopeaway to marry a commoner I to forget her 
rank I to bring a blemish into the fkmlly pedigree — a blemish for which she would be 
disgraced to generations unborn I The Countess' bursts of enthuslasj;ic Indignation 
were sublime ; poor Lady Charlotte listened and obeyed, and the handsome young com- 
moner, with thick, muddy blood in his veins, was sent away to make a fortune If he 
could, and to forget his misfortune as he might. But people said that Lady Charlotte 
had looked thinner since that time and talked less. She was not a talkative person at 
any time. But she was always arlstocratlc-looklng. At the time she married Mr. Rev- 
erdon she was eight and twenty; a tall, slight, angular woman, with dark eyes and 
hair, and a high nose, a pale complexion, and a reserved, haughty disposition. She did 
not enter her new home with many ideas of being happy there. I do not think they 
either of t<hem expected that. The marriage had been a very satisfactory bargain ; the 
settlements on the part of the bridegroom magnificent ; the trousseau, the only posses- 
sion brought by the bride, pronounced perfect. Lady Charlotte Hopeaway had got a 
husband, and Mr. Beverdon had got a mistress for Blacklelgh Thorpe Grange — voila 
tout; and what could you want more? 

A couple of years went by — years, I expect, very empty of eiyoyment to either party, 
though the renewed hospitalities of '*The Grange " had given entire satisfaction to the 
surrounding county families ; and then a new actor came upon the stage, — a gentleman 
long looked for and much coveted by Mr. Beverdon, — no less a personage than my hero 
himself, his son and heir. It is a general supposition that when married people do not 
care much for one another, the birth of a baby has a good cfibct in uniting the parents' 
hearts iiore closely together. It ought to do so, but I do not believe it does. I have 
oftener seen the child of such parents become a bone of contention between them, and 
the cause of greater estrangement than otherwise. It was so with the son of Lady 
Charlotte and Mr. BeverdoJ^. The father received the Infant wUh such unmitigated 
delight that the mother avoided all rhapsodies on the subject. Mr. Beverdon, as years 
went on, made such a point of spoiling him in his indulgent love, that Lady Charlotte 
adopted the opposite plan of opposing the child's most Innocent desires. He had been 
baptized by the high-sounding names of Beglnald Hopeaway Beverdon, after hi| august 
grandfather, and amongst his sponsors he could boast of two with handlesTO their 
names; but because Lady Charlotte liked to mouth the long names, as if they were the 
best part of tne child, and the only part which belonged to herself, her husband took 
delight in curtailing them to simple ''Bex,'* and as ''Bex" my hero was always known. 
At this period of his life, that Is to say when he was about seven years old, he was a 
very nice-looking little boy, tall for his age and very fair, with his lather's bright blue 
eyes and his father's red hair, considerably deepened by a mixture of the darker shade 
of his mother's. But he was a freckled child, — as fair skin and red hair will freckle, — 
and his mother said he was very plain, and all the more so because he was like his father, 
and used to grow quite angry when strangers praised his personal appearance and said 
he gave promise of great beauty. 

As if a son of Benjamin Beverdon could ever be handsome, even with all the advan- 
tage which a dash of Llttletln blood could give him 1 So she thought, if she did not say. 
In the mean while the father and son were all in all to one another. Whether Mr. Bever- 
don had any presentiment at this time that he should not be spared to see his son grow 
up — whether any symptoms of the disease which killed him had shown themselves 
beforehand and warned him of the probable issue, I know not, but he could not bear to 
part with Bex in order that he might go to school, and had a tutor at home for him 
instead. Then when lesson-time was over, and Lady Charlotte had gone out driving in 
stately misery by herself, or was sitting in her drawing-room in starched silence, brood- 
ing over Heaven knows what, Mr. Beverdon would take his way to the open country 
on horseback, his little son on a pony by his side, or he would walk in the woods or 
surrounding fields, with Bex's hand fost clinging to his own. 

The last few years had aged Mr. Beverdon very much ; he said it was the English 
climate ; I believe it was Lady Charlotte, and Bex was the only thing that had kept him 
alive till then. But even Bex failed at last. When he was nearly eight years old, his 
father died; not suddenly, but by a lingering Illness which crept about him, little by 
little, till the flame of life was quite exhausted and flickered out. I do not know what 
was its exact nature. The doctors called it a general breaking-up of the system, brought 
on prematurely by a long residence in the West Indies ; but my own opinion Iliave told 
you before. 
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Whatever it was, it liad the power to kill him ; and one soft snimner's evening when 
the air was still alive with insect life, and heavy with the exhaled peiTbme of rLled 
flowers, with his arms aronnd Bex, his cheek pressed close to the fair yonng l^ce of his 
child, the soul of Benjamin Beverdon passed quietly to its account. 

Peace to his ashes ! we shall not look upon a better man in these pages again. Not 
even the fact of her husband dying could rouse Lady Charlotte from her apathy; she 
did what was required of her, but she did no more. Her mourning was as deep as if 
she had lost her life's happiness with him, and the Blackleigh Thorpeians said that " dear 
Lady Charlotte looked the very picture of what a widow odght to be ; " but I do not find 
that she loved the dead man's son any the better that he was left solely dependent upon 
her for love. Indeed she became more indifferent to him than less. He stood between 
her — this commone.-'s son — and a great deal of wealth. Mr. Beverdon had been a 
business man all his life. His will was properly drawn up and witnessed. Proper 
guardians were appointed to see after his son's interests, for Mr. Beverdon had not lived 
in England for ten years without making influential jfMends, and the bulk of the property 
was to descend to Bex. I have said before what this property was. The will bequeathed 
the estate of << The Orange," with an income of ten thousand a year, to the son, whilst 
the remaining five thousand made a handsome residue for the widow, and was left to 
her unconditionally, and for her sole use and benefit. Nothing therefore could be more 
satisfactory, as f)eur as money was concerned. Every one thought the widow would con- 
tinue to reside on the estate, superintending the education of her son, and looking after 
his interests at the same time, but every one was mistaken. When she mentioned to 
Mr. Miller, one of Bex's guardians, her intention of sending him to school at once, and 
that gentleman commenced a remonstrance. Lady Charlotte soon stopped him, — 

" When I have decided upon a thing, my dear sir, I am accustomed to see it barried 
out. Beginald is, I am sorry to say, not a boy who could advantageously be brought 
up at home under a mother's eye ; he has much in him that I should wish to see uproot- 
ed. He has been a great deal spoiled by the late Mr. Beverdon. I am quite determined 
that a public school is the best place for him." 

She gained her way, and I have no doubt it was the best thing for him after all. If 
his father had lived he would have made a milksop of the boy; had his mother kept 
him under her sway, she would have broken his spirit with unkindness and want of 
sympathy. As it was, Eton did neither one nor the other, but turned him out a man 
and a gentleman. 

In the mean while Lady Charlotte Beverdon let " The Grange," with the consent of 
her son's guardians, and almost immediately went abroad, where she remained for more 
than a year. When the period for Bex's first holidays arrived, his guardians, Mr. Miller 
and Colfncl Clementon, received a communication from Lady Charlotte, requesting 
them to allow him to spend the vacation at either of their houses, or failing that, to 
place him with some family who would look after him — circumstances, she affirmed, 
detaining her abroad. Circumstances indeed continued to detain her there, until rumors 
reached England, that, in some way or other, she had managed to come to terms with 
her old suitor, Mr. Huntley, who had long filled the place of aUache to the British Em- 
bassy in Paris, and was about to return home as his wife. And rumor for once spoke 
the truth. Mr. Huntley, either from a re-iUumination of his ancient flame or a more 
modem peep into her ladyship's money-bags, had really consented to withdraw his 
valuable ser\'ices from the dlsposal*of Government, and to live, for the remainder of his 
life, upon five thousand a year. Consequently a very short time, comparatively speak- 
ing, after poor Mr. Beverdon's death saw the Huntleys settled in a beautiftd house at 
Wimbledon, where they enjoyed the pleasures of both town and country at almost one 
and the same time. 

When Lady Charlotte Huntley was again settled in England, it was at leas: thought 
that she would take the trouble of having her son, Bex Beverdon, home for his occa- 
sional holidays, but this she careftilly eluded. At first her nerves would not bear the 
noise and commotion which usually attended that young gentleman's presence ; then, 
as one child after another appeared to swell the Huntley quiver, various excuses 
appeared with them to cut poor Bex out of his summer and winter ftm ; and, finally, 
when she seemed to have completed her family, the example of her eldest son was really 
such as she most dreaded for his brother and sisters. Six of them there were in all, — 
first a son and then five daughters In succession, — and notwithstanding all their moth- 
er's Injunctions to them not to copy their brother Bex in this, that, or the other, the 
wild, joyous, warm-hearted eldest scion of the house managed to usurp a large portion 
of the afibction of the younger members of his family, even during the few and hurried 
visits that he was permitted to make to the establishment at Wimbledon. 

But Bex was very happy during these boyish days, notwithstanding he was almost 
exiled from his mother's house. His holidays were spent alternately at the residences 
of Mr. M^ler and Colonel Clementon, with both of whom he was a great favorite. In- 
deed I doubt if at this time there was any one, except his own mother, with whom he 
was not a favorite, for as a boy he was perfect, and gave promise of beco;ning every* 
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thing that Is brayest, and most generous, and best In manhood. Colonel Clementon 
was a bachelor living in London ; and perhaps the rlsits Rex made to him eveiy Christ- 
inas vacation were those least calculated to do him good. In snch a menage, he neces* 
sorily saw, heard, and was mixed up with, much that he had best not seen or heard at 
that tender age. For the Colonel was a thorough man of the world, and could not 
always keep the lamb's- wool clothing which he strove hard to wear in the presence of 
his young charge, decently over his wolfish old shoulders. We must give him the credit, 
however, of having done his best towards it. If Bex learned more in Spanish Place, 
Portman Square, at this period, than he ought to have done, it was chiefly from contact 
with the Colonel's firiends, rather than the Colonel himself— men about town of hi« 
own stamp who were charmed with the boyish frankness and warm-hearted enthusiasm 
of young Bex Beverdon, and put their decided veto against anything like his exclusion 
from their bachelor dinners or his being ordered to bed at the proper time for his youth 
and innocence. But Mr. Miller's fttmily was where he ought to have been placed for 
both summer and winter. The boy ex^oyed his visits there flir more than he did to 
Spanish Place, notwithstanding that childish curiosity, and that innate desire which is 
bom with all of us to know more than is right we should know, made his days in the 
latter place one long series of fialse excitement. But Mr. Miller's house in Hove, Sussex 
— Hove, which used to be so charmingly rural, retired, and peaceful in those days, but 
which now is built over with modem terraces and squares and crescents, after Brigh- 
ton's own ftshion, until it is a part of London-by-the-sea itself; could there be a more 
delightflil place for a boy home for the holidays to spend his time in? And could there 
be a more delightftd fomUy than Mr. Miller's to do the honors to a school-boy? with 
the fresh, good-humored, motherly mistress of the establishment, who did not miud how 
much dirt was made, and always understood exactly how the lads had been detained 
beyond the dinner-hour, or the ringing of the tea-bell ; with all the young MUlers for 
companions, eight of them in number, and two Eton men themselves, with whom Bex 
had cricketed and boated, and played hockey, until they had become as brothers to him. 
Bex used to think in those days, and Justly, that in all England there were few houses 
to compare in comfort to Osborne House, Hove, and few people to compare in kindness 
with his guardian's fomUy. For they had come to look upon Bex as almost one of 
themselves. Lady Charlotte's evident indifference to him made the warm-hearted Mis. 
Miller only open her arms the more to receive the orphaned boy to her motherly em- 
brace. But Mr. Miller and Colonel Clementon alike felt their charge to be a very 
onerous one. A youth, heir to ten thousand a year, and an estate like ** The Grange,** 
is a diiflcult bark to steer safely through the waves of this troublesome world, beneath 
•which lie so many dangerous shoals and such uncertain anchorage. Bex's allowance, 
made to him in those Eton days, was more than ample : it was noble. His guardians 
felt that, with such prospects, it ought to be so, and that with the probability of having 
80 large an income to direct and manage, the boy would do well to leam early the 
value of money. But Bex was not in this instance an apt puplL Mr. Miller might talk 
about extravagance and keeping accounts ; Colonel Clementon might warn against debt 
and embarrassments ; but neither one nor the other could prevent Bex Beverdon from 
throwing his money about like a king, and getting a name at Eton for being the most 
generous, liberal, careless, and ^'Jolliest" fellow going. In his little world there he 
reigned paramount. There were better scholars, doubtless, xspon the books during 
those years, better boys, more careftd, more diligent and steady, perhaps more gentle- 
manly ; but I defy the annals not only of Eton, but of any other public school in the 
United Kingdom to produce then or at anytime a braver, more generous-hearted, or more 
honest lad than this same Bex Beverdon at fifteen years old. His love for mischief, for 
daring scrapes, his manly character, and his ample ftmds, made him the popular idol in 
his school, as he was afterwards in his College. But with all this promise of fhture 
good, there was a recklessness— a "devil-may-care" feeling (if you will allow me the 
term) —which would have made a mother (had Bex possessed a mother who watched 
over his interests) tremble when she thought of his years to come. He was rich, care- 
less, and removed fh>m the influence of home aJBRsctions •— sorry passports with which to 
go through this world. He could scarcely hove commenced his Journey noder nu»6< 
mifiiTorable drcumstances. 



CHAPTER !!• 

A FALL IK THE ICABKST. 

VoR some years previous to this time doubts and fbars (warnings of that great earth* 
qoake which eventually shook the money market to its very centre, and was the ruin of 
so many British families) had already possessed the minds of those who owned Weal 
2 
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Indian property, and made them tremble for its safety. Indeed, I may go Ihrthor than * 
this, and say that shocks had already been felt in many parts of the West India Islands, 
and heavy losses been incurred ; but all did not suffer at the same time, and those whose L 

property still yielded its annual profits, were sanguine in believing that the evil could f 

not spread, — and the fluctuating nature of the disease seemed at first to carry out thdr I 

assertions. Amongst those who did not believe in coming ruin were the guardians of f 

young Rex Reverdon. Mr. Reverdon, in choosing Colonel Clementon and Mr. Miller to 
be the trustees for his son's money, had been actuated, perhaps, more by the IViendship 
they displayed for himself than by his personal knowledge of their aptitude for busi- 
ness. < But at that time there was no reason to suspect that any great interference 
would be needed on their parts. Mr. Reverdon had hoped that as soon as Rex was of 
an age to understand business, he would visit his property periodically himself, and see 
after his own Interests. In the mean while it was under the charge of, as he believed, a 
most trustworthy man; and all that the guardians of his son would have to do would 
be to receive the yearly revenues, and see that they were properly placed out to inter- 
est, or expended for Rex's use. Colonel Clementon, Indeed, on his being offfered the 
trust, had urged upon Mr. Reverdon his unfitness for such an office. " I never could 
keep my own accounts right, Reverdon," he had said on that occasion, " so I don't 
know how I am to manage Rex's. Why, I'm not quite certain I could say my multipli- 
cation-table now." 

Mr. Reverdon had laughed at the old gentleman's warning as a Joke, and passed It off 
as such. 

" If you will give Rex the benefit of your experience, my dear Colonel, and knowl- 
edge of the world, that is all I ask of you," was his reply. " I hope his fortune will 
not prove troublesome to any one." 

And the Colonel did give Rex a very good benefit of his knowledge of the world, as 
you have already seen ; and Rex was a very apt pupil, as you will see. And that was 
really all that the Colonel had done ; he had taken his friend completely at his word, 
and was a sleeping partner in the business, whilst Mr. Miller did all the work. This 
last gentleman had certainly had his fears. Once he had rushed up to town very unex- 
pectedly to consult Colonel Clementon, upsetting that old gentleman's equilibrium for 
several days after, by his sudden appearance and confhsed stories of the funds falling, 
and a prospect of total ruin for their ward. But the rumor examined proved to be 
exaggeration, and then the Colonel persuaded Mr. Miller to take no hasty steps in the 
matter. 

" St. Domingo and Martinique are safe enough," he said. "If there had been any- 
thing wrong, the overseer Matthews would have written you word, it would be folly to • 
attempt to sell now with the ftmds so low. Remember what Reverdon said with his 
last breath, * Whatever you do, don't sell out the boy's property without mature delib- 
eration.' Reverdon was a man who knew what he was about ; he was acquainted with 
the nature of West Indian property better than we are, and felt how the money must 
suffer by transfer. Depend upon it, the best thing you can do. Miller, is to go by his 
advice." 

"Perhaps so," answered Mr. Miller; "but Reverdon couldn't have foreseen this. 
The land is going down every day. Barbadoes and Guadaloupe are not worth a shilling 
in the pound. What wjll become of Rex's fortune in that case ? " 

"Rex's fortune is not in Barbadoes or Guadaloupe,'-' was the Colonel's answer; " his 
islands are safe enough. I should go entirely by Matthews's advice. Miller I you'll 
make a mess of it if you interfere." 

And so Mr. Miller, sorely against his will, had acted upon his brother trustee's coun- 
sel. The selling out then would have been attended with enormous loss. Perhaps he 
would be scarcely Justified in doing it with another person's money. Perhaps he had 
better wait ; yet he waited vHth an anxious heart. 

Lady Charlotte Huntley, whose Jointure was also in West Indian property, had sold 
out her money almost immediately upon her second marriage. It had decreased, of 
course, in consequence, but it was safe. Mr. Miller sometimes thought of its safety 
with a sigh of envy. I do not know who advised her to the step. Perhaps her father, 
the noble Earl, who had known the want of money long enough to make him veiy 
sharp wherever it was concerned ; perhaps her husband, Mr. Huntley, who*, having 
given up his appointment as aUachSy might not have considered her ladyship's charms 
sufficiently valuable to balance an uncertain revenue. Anyway, her's was safe and 
Rex's was not. But Rex was too young at this time to know much about It, or to 
care if he knew. 

Prom Eton he went to Oxford, at his ovm desire. He was not to be brought up to 
any profession, also at his own desire. 

" Profession, only another word for slavery," as he said in the pride of his yonth and 
strength, and certain prospect of freedom from any such necessity. " But as for edu- 
cation, Mr. Miller," he had added, " that's quite another thing ; one can't have too mndl 
of that, and I don't call a man a man who hasn't passed through College.** 
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And 80 Rex, at eighteen, went to obtain his certificate of manhood at Christ Chnrch 
College. Here he became as great a favorite as at Eton. What young fellow would 
not, who had plenty of money to please himself and others, and when pleased, an Inex- 
haustible stock of good humor? If the education he coveted consisted in boating, 
cricketing, shooting, and hunting, certainly licx did not appear as if he thought one 
could have too much of it. If he was not the best oarsman, bowler, and shot there, it 
was not for want of practice on his part. In these branches of his studies he was inde- 
fatigable. But I do not know whether I can say as much for the others. He certainly 
did not take a first — on the conclusion of his term at Oxford; nor a second, nor a third, 
that I am aware of. Yon could not have looked in his face, and suspected him of any 
such thing. Frank, open, and joyous as it was, with a very fair amount of brains shown 
in his fine forehead and intclligeut gaze, there was, yet too much restless mirth in his 
eyes, and want of application about his open month, to make any one set him down as 
a man who was fond of his books. 

He stayed at Oxford for nearly three years ; at that time, having attained his majori- 
1y, and entered upon Ills fortune, he came up to London to "let out," as he himself 
expressed it. And now is the most favorable opportunity for me to describe him to 
you, since he has altered little from that to the present time. 

Ilex lleverdon, at onc-and-twenty, had ftilfilled the prophecies of beauty which had 
given his mother such ofibnce in his childhood. His hair was dark auburn, — and with 
it he possessed, at this early age, small moustaches and whiskers of a very fair hue, — 
which, In after years, ripened into a golden beard, shaded with brown, which was a 
glory to him. Blue eyes, with a wicked expression in them, a IVank English nose of no 
particular denomination, and a set of large, white teeth, well displayed Arom beneath a 
short curled upper lip. Lots of decision — indeed, I may as well say ol once, lots of 
obstinacy — about his mouth and chin; and a large, well-knit, muscular figure, standing 
about six foot one, which looked as if it would not require much old in defending itself 
or others against assault and battery. 

Such was Rex Rcverdon In personal appearance when he came of age. In character, 
he was hot-headed, passionate, and obstinate; but honorable, generous, and good- 
humored withal, — that Is to say, when he had nothing to make him otherwise. Do 
you think you should have liked him? I am aware, since he had but one face, that he 
cannot please you all ; but where he foils to do so, put the blame to my description of 
him ; for he was really very lovable and very good to look upon. What Mr. Rex call- 
ed "letting out" was fhrnlshlng a house with reckless splendor in town, whilst he 
kept ap a similar establishment In the country for his occasional relaxation (as he called 
it). Not the poor old Grange, — that was too far behind the world for glorious Rex. 
What I bury himself down in Sussex? "N;o, Mr. MUler,"he had said; "let the old 
place again, or sell it, or let It stand empty.-* My < box ' must be near Oxford." So his 
"box," which proved a very good-sized receptacle indeed, and could have nearly ac- 
commodated the whole of the men Arom Christ Church College at once, was fitted up 
for his use and benefit where ho chose it to be, and " The Grange" knew him no more. 
He had plenty of money, why shouldn't he do what he chose with his own? Ten 
thousand a year is a large Income for a young bachelor's use, and prodigal as the gen- 
erality of them can be, it is not easily spent. 

Lady Charlotte Huntley viewed her son's establishments, and heard of his studs and 
entertainments, with the greatest envy. It had rankled in her breast, ever since her 
first husband's death, that the boy had not been left more depiifident upon herself. It 
was this feeling which had made her resign all care of his education or himself during 
his boyhood, as if she would say that not having all, she would have none. Now that 
his property had passed into his own hands, and she compared his wealth with the pros- 
pects of her other children, she almost hated him for his good fortune, and barely re- 
ceived him with civility when he paid his visits to the house at Wimbledon. They 
were seldom paid, too, and would have been stUl seldomer but for the existence of his 
half-brother, Gabriel Huntley, between whom and Rex Reverdou there had always ex- 
isted (notwithstanding the ten years' difference in their ages) a great attachment. 

Gabriel almost worshipped Rex as his type of all that was most perfect In man, and 
Gabriel was the only creature for whom Rex had ever experienced any feeling ap- 
proaching to love. And the more the brothers appeared to. care for one another, the 
more was Lady Charlotte Huntley jealous of their mutual afibction, and desirous of pre- 
venting their meeting. 

I must not tell you too much of Rex's life at this poribd. X am afraid those establish- 
ments of ills would not have borne looking into at all tlmt^^ ' - He was very young, and 
the Colonel and his Mends had given him a greatmany^e&soqs,-- though j perhaps, un- 
intentionally, — and he was rich, and surrounded by temptations. What wonder if he 
thought the world was made for him, and everything in' it? • The old Colonel himself 
had ventured to remonstrate with his Ught-hearted ward as to whether he was not 
*< letting out " a little too n^uch, but he was assailed with so many return shafts for his 
pains — BO mapy old stories that he did not know the boy had ever heard, or, having 
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heard, remembered — that he was fairly beaten off the field, and compelled to confess 
that he was not the one to play Mentor. Mr. Miller had broached the subject with less 
timidity, though equal kindness ; but one glance at Kex's face had warned him that he 
had best leave the matter alone. 

The look which accompanied his answer was as black as thunder : << I am my own 
master, Mr. Miller," he had said; *' I am obliged to no one who questions my actions." 
But his Mend keeping silence, the cloud had passed as rapidly as it came, and Ugx'b 
hand stole into his. "Forgive my heat, Miller, were the frank words; "I'm a sad, 
naughty boy, I know, but I can't stand lecturing." And so the question had been passed 
over. 

You may suppose that Mr. Miller had not permitted Bex to reach this age, and to 
enter upon his property, without having communicated to him some of the suspicions 
which had occurred to himself on the advisability of taking some measures to secure at 
least part of his fortune by transferring it to English consols. But Bex was utterly 
ignorant of business, and the fear appeared to him unfounded. He did not like the idea 
of parting with any of his income — he did not find it at all too much; there were cer- 
tain drains upon him from those two establishments which seemed never-ceasing^ and 
would have swallowed up twenty thousand a year, instead of ten, if he had had it. And 
like most young men who are very ignorant about business matters, he imagined he 
knew a great deal, and talked about the value of land, and -the depreciation of property, 
and the rise and fall of the money-market, as if he had lived half his life in the West 
Indies and the other half on Change. Mr. Miller had spoken more than once, but in 
vain. When Bex entered upon his property, it was sal'e enough. The advice of the 
overseer left in charge was all against transfer. There was a panic in the market at 
present, but it.would all blow over; no difficulty had been experienced as yet in pro- * 
curing labor, &c. And Bex determined to go by the overseer's advice. 

" I have done what I thought my duty, Bex," said Mr. Miller to him one day, while 
speaking on the subject ; " but perhaps it is as well you should follow your own wishes. 
If it should prove after all that my fears are groundless, you might have blamed me for 
the decrease in your fortune." 

And so foolish Bex went on in his spendthrift course, throwing away his money right 
and left, and not always on the most deserving objects, and living even beyond the 
handsome income which his poor father had amassed for him after so many years' toil. 
And then dawned eighteen hundred and forty-eight, in which year Bex Beverdon com- 
pleted his twenty-second birthday, and lost his fortune. For it was at that time that 
St. Domingo and Martinique, who had held out hitherto, though occasionally threatened 
with dissolution, laid down their arms, as that moneyed earthquake reached even them, 
and overwhelmed them with the shock. The first intelligence was conmiunicated by 
letter to Bex himself firom the overseer Matthews. There had been insurrections 
amongst the plantation workers ; whole crops had been burnt down, labor was unpro- 
curable. The money was beginning to fail in coming in. At the first intimation that 
he received of the loss, Bex rushed to his Mend Mr. Miller, eager for his advice when 
it was too late to make it of any use. His friend's counsel was, " Sell out at once ; " 
but on inquiry that was found to be impossible, or next to useless. Martinique and St. 
Domingo were not worth (what Mr. Miller had said years before of other islands) a 
shilling in the pound. 

" Bex, there is only one thing to be done," said Mr. Miller. " Yon must go over 
there and see after your property yourself. No time is to be lost. I will go with you 
if you wish it. We ought to have done so before." 

" Is it really necessary, do you think? " inquired Bex, with an air of indifference. 

" Lord bless my soul I " exclaimed Mr. MUler. " Why, you talk as if losing ten thou- 
sand a year was an every-day occurrence. Necessary! of course it is, if you wish to 
have anything to live upon. We must start by the next steamer." 

" Oh, certainly," rejoined Bex. ** I shall enjoy the trip." 

He could not realize that he should suffer severely by this depreciation of property. 
He thought of land in the Indies as we think of land in England ~ as sterling possession. 
He was certainly not a man of business. Little more than a fortnight afterwards he 
found himself standing upon this land he thought so much of in company with Mr. 
Miller. This latter gentleman had been in very low spirits all the passage over; he 
could not help wondering if poor Benjamin Beverdon could still be aware of what took 
place in this world, and was blaming him for breach of trust in not doing what he had 
felt all along would be the safest thing to do, instead of suffering himself to be led 
wrong by others less practical than he was. But the chief one concerned in the mis- 
fortune was as lively as was his wont the whole time, and did not seem in the least to 
care for the impending blow. 

On their arrival at St. Domingo, where the principal property lay, they found matters 
worse than even Mr. Miller had anticipated. It seemed that this was but the crisis of 
what had been coming on slowly for years, and that in consequence of there having 
been no one too see after the interests of the owner of the plantations, the overseer had 
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knowingly kept them in Ignorance of wbat he mnst have foreseen, sooner than lose his 
filtnatlon. He had proved as trustworthy as many another whom we trust and swear 
by, and had simply ruined the master In whose service he had made his own fortune. 
I will not weary ypu here by details. A very rapid glance into accounts and survey of 
tiie various plantations, added to the advice of men on the spot who had been friends 
with Mr. Keverdon, and were eager to assist his son, convinced not only Mr. Miller, 
but the careless owner himself, that, although it was not utter ruin, It was no longer 
ten thousand a year. A rough calculation brought Mr. Miller to the conclusion that 
fifteen hundred might perhaps be saved 6ut of the wreck of the property, which the sale 
of " The Grange,'' since Bex would not live th^re, might swell to two thousand — rath* 
er a *' come down ** for a man who has been worth five times that sum; but the news, 
though It damped Bex's spirits for a few days, did not carry Its Influence much farther. 
He was too light-hearted for that ; he rose firom beneath trouble like a cork In water, 
and lu a week's time was ready to make the best of it. 

"After all, you know," he observed to Mr. Miller, "two thousand a year is a very 
good income for a fellow like me. I never mean to many. If I can only keep a horse 
under me and my head above water, I shall want nothing mare. It's awfUl bad luck, 
but It can't be helped. I bet I'm as happy with two thousand as with ten." 

" Of course you will be if you take It In that spirit, my dear boy," answered Mr. 
Miller, " and I'm only too delighted to hear you talk so. I think you are very wise, too, 
to determine now to sell out your property. Let what you have be safe. The rascality 
of that man Matthews Is beyond belief. I'm aflrald you would be hardly willing to 
make constant trips over here to see after your overseer, and therefore the best thing 
you can do is to have done with West Indian property forever. -Your two thousand a 
year Is sufficient to give you every luxury ; a far larger income than most people pos> 
Bess, if you can only forget yon ever possessed a larger one." 

This conversation took place on board the " Glendower" steam-packet as they wer» 
returning to Eneland after their Arultless voyage. It was late in the year, and the 
stormy state of the weather at sea was a great contrast to the smiling scenes they had 
Just left behind them in the West India Islands. Bex and Mr. Miller were both good 
sailors, and cared nothing for a puff of wind. It was veiy cold, and a strong breeze 
was blowing; but wrapped in great-coats and carriage-rugs, their travelling caps well 
secured over their foces, and their cigars between their lips, they placed the tiny deck 
of the " Glendower," or reclined in the luxurious chairs they had provided for them- 
selves, with as much comfort as if they were at home. As they walked and talked. 
Hex's attention was directed several times to the shabby fl^re of a man huddled up 
against the gangway, who seemed veiy Inadequately clothed, and shivering with the 
cold. He was a little, seedy-looldng man, with an assumption of the military about 
him, as was borne out by a thin moustache, and a well-worn military cloak. If one 
might have Judged Arom his boots, the suit beneath the military cloak would scarcely 
have borne inspection. Bex was a warm-hearted young fellow ; he could not bear to 
feel his own, more than sufficient, clothing about him, and to see his woollen rug, tha 
thickness of two blankets, lying unused upon the skylight whilst a fellow-creature 
shivered. He wished to offer it to the stranger more than once, but hesitated Arom 
shyness ; but at last, as he caught for the fiftieth time a glance of the little flshy-grcen 
eyes weeping tram the cold, and marked the tremble in the wretched little legs, ho 
stopped almost involuntarily, sajring, — 

"It's deuced cold up here, isn't it? I see you've left your rug down below; pray, 
use mine," tossing it to him as he spoke. 

The seedy man did not appear at all overpowered by the attention; he accepted the 
offer of the horse-rug with a great many thanks, but immediately became fomiliar on 
the strength of It; and instead of sitting still under the burden of his honor, he wrapt 
the thick material in miO^stic folds about his person, and commenced walking up and 
down the deck, by the side of Mr. Miller and Bex Beverdon, whilst he entered into 
conversation with him. Mr. Miller, who had a great dislike to anything like undue 
JCEimiliarity from strangers, showed it at once, by ensconcing himself under the shadow 
of a newspaper in the depths of his own arm-chair; but Bex, who would not have had 
the courage thus to disburden himself of au unpleasant companion at any time, contin* 
Ued to pace up and down the^ deck in the company which he had thus unexpectedly 
drawn upon himself by his politeness. 

" You find the weather cold, sir? " was the first remark the little man made with an 
upward glance at Bex's face. 

Bex was amused at the question coming firom so scantily clad a traveller, and an* 
swered in the affirmative. 

" I should think any one would»'* he added; "why, this wind's enough to eut one in 
two— particularly after the islands." 

" You have been to the islands, sir? •• 

«• Yes ; St. Domingo and Martinique.* 

** On business ? " asked the seedy man. 
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Bex thought the question rather impertiiient, coming fironi a stranger, but he an- 
swered it, though shortly. 

** Yes." 

His companion observed his tone, for he immediately apologized. 

** In asking such a question, sir, I merely meant to lead to the inqtiiry, if you belong 
to lier Majesty's army, or not? I thought, perhaps, from the moustache " 

** No," answered Rex, " I do not ; I belong to no profession." 

" Indeed, sir. Well, you are happy to be able to do so. I belong to the army, as 
you may have perceived by my appearance. Her Majesty's army Is not what it was, 
sir; true worth and bravery are too often placed into the background, whilst places of 
Influence and power are given to any tyrant who may possess the interest to procure 
them. Her Majesty's army, sir, is no longer a ft^ee service, it " 

Rex had so often been placed in the predicament of hearing the grumblings of old 
military and naval ofllcers, who blamed the service they belonged to for their own want 
of interest, that the news was stale to him, and he tried to cut it short by saying, — 

" What regiment do you belong to ? " 

** Do, sir? Didj you mean. I did belong to H. M. 150th regiment of the line, sta- 
tioned at Bermuda, but I have left it, as I would leave any corps where tyranny usurped 
the place of a free and impartial justice." 

" Left it I Have you resigned the service? " 

" No, sir, I trust not. I hope at no distant day again to number myself amongst the 
servants of her Majesty." 

He did not think it worth while to make it plainer, at that time, that having conduct- 
ed the band of H. M. 150th regiment, he had been dismissed from his situation for 
drunkenness. 

" Oh, ah I " thought Rex, " sold out, I suppose, poor beggar; " and then aloud, "Well, 
Mr. , I beg your pardon, I am afraid I have not caught your name." 

" Mr. Ashton, sir, at your service," said the seedy man. 

" Mr. Ashton, will you join me in a glass of brandy and water? " 



CHAPTER III. 

BBEAEEBS AHEAD. J 

The seedy man was not at all averse to joining Rex Reverdon in a glass of brandy i, 
and water, nor in two glasses, nor yet in three. Mr. Miller watched him with unmiti- 
gated disgust, as he sat with his young friend, still closely wrapt up In the latter*s i.j 
carriage-rug, telling him long stories of Bermudian life and adventures. But to Rex 
he appeared in a different light. He was amusing — even his familiarity amused him, 
and the time on the " Glendower " passed heavily : besides, he looked like a poor beg- ^J 
gar who seldom had any kindness shown him. " Devilish hard up, too," he had no 
doubt. Rex's generous young hand went to his well-fllled purse as the thought struck 
him, and he would have lent Mr. Ashton money on the spot, if he had asked him for it ; ;_ 
and I have no doubt, had M^. Ashton only guessed his good intentions, that it would ^j 
not have been very long before he had made the demand. As it was, he confined him- ^ 
self to paving the way for future benefits. Their conversation ran chiefly upon the ups ■ 
and downs of military life, and the petty scandals appertaining thereto. In the course 
of it, Mr. Ashton informed Rex of the nature of his profession. But this made no dlf- :| 
ference to the young man; he had seen at a glance that his travelling companion was 
not a gentleman ; he would have been less tolerable therefore In the position of one. '\'^ 
A band-master was just about the grade Rex would have set him down at. "All the 
more to be pitied," was his internal reflection at the news; "in a situation one day, ' 
kicked out of It the next, and for no flault of his own, perhaps." I think an older man :| 
would have been readier to think it more than probable that it was for some fault of '^ 
his own, and a very palpable flEiult, too, that Mr. Ashton had lost his place in H. M. J; 
150th ; but Rex gave himself no time to think about it here. The band-master was .^ 
very talkative, all the more so after his third glass of brandy and water, and had a great j^ 
deal to talk about. It appeared to his listener as if he must have visited almost every ;? 
military station in the British possessions, so fSEimiliar did he seem with India, Canada, '^^ 
and the Cape, to say nothing of our English and Irish garrison towns. The Aict Is, he ^^ 
had visited them all in his time. Clever at his profession, he had had little dlfilculty In f 
procuring employment, which his unfortunate propensity for drinking had always as f ^^ 
certainly, and almost as rapidly, deprived him of; but his last escapade, which had 1^ 
gained him his dismissal from the 160th, had been so glaringly published abroad that ^i 
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ICr. Ashton himself flelt donbtfbl if he shoxdd succeed in getting employment in her 
M^esty's service again. But this, of course, he kept to h£aself. 

'' Who is that person?" asked Mr. Miller, in defiance of all rales, of the man at the 
"Wheel, as he observed the dose intercourse Bex was maintaining with the seedy stranger. 

The man at the wheel had been on the line for many years, and picked up all the 
scandal, as he plied his trade backwards and forwards, from eveiy station that they 
called at. 

'' What, he ? " he said, intimating whom he meant by a wink of his eye in the direc- 
tion of Mr. Ashton, — and then, breaking out into a smUe of surprise at the ignorance 
of his questioner, — ''he's as well knowed about here as Aldgate pump is; though,*^ 
added the man at the wheel, thoughtftilly, *' I don't suppose they do know much about 
that pump in these parts neither." 

"What's his name?" 

"Why, bless me! dont you even know his name?" demanded the man, with the 
greatest astonishment. "It ain't for me to talk, sir, — particular on this deck, — but 
yon ask any one in Bermuda if they knows Mr. Ashton and his daughter, and see if 
they couldnt tell you? Whoiihe? Well, I am blowed 1 " 

Mr. Miller did not ask for any Aurther information on the subject, particularly as the 
Captain just then came on deck, and the man at the wheel looked supematurally grave, 
and as if he never talked to anybody. But he thought, as he walked away, and pass- 
ed Bex and the stranger still in amicable intercourse, that he would tell the former 
what he had heard, and warn him against making a disreputable acquaintance. 

In the mean while, Mr. Ashton was again inflicting his new acquaintance with a list 
Df his own virtues, musical and otherwise, and a taste of his weak point, the supposed 
t^yranny of those in authority. 

" If you had seen, sir, the splendid appointment I gave up in order to meet the 
wishes of the Colonel of the 150th, and accompany the regiment to Bermuda : — Con- 
ductor of the King of Hanover's private band, wiUi a salary of — equal to five hundred 
a year. His Majesty might have procured scores of his own countrymen at a quarter 
the sum, but he had fixed his heart upon me. ' The place is Ashton's,' he said, when 
remonstrated with on the subject, in his own lingo, sir, of course." 

" I really wonder you gave up such an appointment as that," exclaimed Bex, " to 
follow a regiment. Why, I suppose your pay with the 150th was not half that sum ? " 

" Half, sir? it was little more than a quarter. Now you touch me on a tender point, 
sir. lamafiither!" 

Bex did not express so much astonishment at the news as the band-master intended 
that he should do, for Mr. Ashton had thrown quite a theatrical tone into the words, 
which seemed commonplace enough to his companion. Tobeaf&therseemedtoBex 
a natural evil, conunon to all men, if they lived long enough. 

** I should have thought, the larger the flunily the more need of the money, Mr. 
Ashton," was his reply. 

"You dont understand my motives, sir. And how should you, before I have ex- 
plained them? I have not a large fomily. I had the misfortune to lose Mrs. Ashton 
very early —but she left me one daughter — a &ir delicate child, sir, for whose health a 
warmer climate was necessary — and I was compelled for her sake to resign the more 
lucrative appointment, and to accept the offer of the 150th. Poverty compels us to 
make many sacrifices, sir; this has not been amongst the greatest of mine." 

The seedy man twinkled his eyes and blew his nose with such a display of seedy 
Tirtue, that he made Bex feel quite uncomfortable. 

" I should like," he continued, springing up ttom his seat as struck by a sudden 
thought, " I should like to introduce you to my daughter, sir." 

Rex was taken aback by the offer. He had not thought of the daughter as on board 
the " Glendower," and said so. 

" Where else should she be, sir? " was the band-master's reply. " My child and I 
-hare never parted. You are surprised, perhaps, not to have seen her upon deck at alL 
6he feels the cold terribly. I beg you to accompany me to the saloon; I must make 
yoo acquainted with her." 

He was still standing as he had risen, and Bex had nothing to do but to follow him 
down the companion-stairs. As he did so, he caught a look from Mr. Miller, which he 
returned with so comical an expression of annoyance at being entrapped into a voyage 
below, that that gentleman could not help laughing at his being so evidently taken in. 
Rex had seldom been in the saloon of the "Glendower"— never, indeed, except at meals, 
when the general scramble for food made every one too busy with their own plates to 
lea^'e them much leasure for scrutinizing their neighbors. So ^he was not surprised at 
the fkct that he might have overlooked Miss Ashton, particularly as he imagined from 
the way her fiither spoke of her, that she was a child, or nearly so. As he followed the 
band-ma:3ter down the brass-bound circular steps, which led to the small and cHose sa- 
loon, knocking his head eveiy second against some thwart or beam of the lower deck» 
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lie did not feel at all disposed to bless him in Ms heart fat bringing him from the open 
air to those- stifling regions, to be introduced to an ordinary-looking lanky school-girl. 

When Mr. Ashton arriyed art the entrance of the saloon, he tamed to Bex with an In^ 
qniring smile. 

'* Yonr name, sir, I have not yet the pleasure of knowing." 

'< Reverdon,'* answered fiex, shortly, and they entered the saloon. But it was emx»ty. 

*' Here, Lizzie I Lizzie, my darling," said Mr. Ashton, at the door of one of the small 
cabins, which ran on either side of the general sitting-room, <' I want you, loye. I 
have a friend to introduce to you." 

'* Coming, papa," was the immediate answer. The voice was shrill and hard, like a 
musical instrument, without resonance, and Rex didn't like the sound of it. But when 
the speaker appeared he forgot the voice. He had expected a cliild, but she was a wo* 
man of at least liis own age, and looked older than she was. She was very fair ; indeed 
could you have seen her, yon would have acknowledged that no other words were ne- 
cessary to describe her beauty, because there seemed nothing else to describe. Ex* 
treme fairness was her greatest diarm. It was the first and only thing which struck 
strangers upon seeing her. Her skin was white as alabaster, and no color relieved the 
paleness of her complexion, excepting the scarlet of her lips, wliiph, by the way, was 
not her own. Herhair, of wliich she had a large quantity, was pale gold-color, al- 
most flaxen, and very soft and flne ; her eyes, not large, and set close to her nose 
(which was well-shaped), were of a clear, cold gray, like steel. Herfhce was an oval; 
her figure, small, slight, and graceful, and she had a trick of twisting it about in a ser- 
pentine manner, which showed it off to the greatest advantage. But the crowning fea- 
ture of her face, the feature wiiich would have made an impartial observer doubt the ;' 
truth of this woman's words — even the truth of her actions — was her mouth. It was a " '■^ 
hard mouth, a cold, cruel, deceitM mouth, with thin, compressed lips, which went ill *' '' 
with the steel-gray eyes. "^ 

But Bex Reverdon, even at this first moment of introduction to Elizabeth Ashton,could r « 

scarcely be called an impartial observer. In the first place, he was agreeably surprised , ' ^ 
to find the object for whom he had knocked his head so often and encountered the '^•^ 

stifling atmosphere of the saloon, was not so unworthy an object after all. In the sec- '^ 

end place, he was struck with her general appearance. And there is no doubt that ^ I 

Miss Ashton was a very striking-looking girl, and very unlike the usual run of women M 

in her station of life. "^I 

Bex was a great admirer of the fair sex, — a universal worshipper of woman, — as it 'n ^ 

was quite right he should be at two-and-twenty. He had passed that stage of hobble-de- '<^ i 

hoyism when, flrst finding that their company is necessary to this world's happiness, ^^^ 

boys fight shy of the other sex, and profess to dislike their society altogether; but '>^m 

neither had he arrived at that more sober time, when the fhll-grown man acknowledges -<: 

that though life were a biurden too heavy to be borne alone, yet tliat true and lasting -^ j 

pleasure lies in the possession of the one, not the smiles of the many. But all this '"^4^ 

time my hero is waiting for an introduction to Miss Ashton. • j 

'' My dear,'* said her fluther, with the air of a courtier introducing a subject to the 1:^1 

notice of a crowned head, '* allow me to introduce Mr. Reverdon to you — a gentleman 4ro| 

whose acquaintance I have been fortunate enough to make upon deck." hJp, 

Miss Ashton bowed In a very pretty manner, and said something about the pleasure, 
&c., and Mr. Reverdon cau^t himself looking with interest at certain graceful lines 
and curves about the slight figure, which the bending movement brought into con- 
spicuous play. Then they all sat down near one of the tables, and commenced a con* 'kj 
versation. \v, 

**Are you better, my child?" demanded tlie band-master, as a preliminary step to )^)|j 

general converse. ^.^ 

" Not much, papa," was the answer. <.t. 

Mr. Reverdon hoped that Miss Ashton was not suflbring In any way. <r^ 

*^No. I suppose I mustn't call It suflbring," she answered, laughing; "but I atn ^^i^. 

a wretched sailor, and the heat of the cabin and this saloon makes me worse." >4^ 

" Don't you think jou would be better above ? " suggested Rex. " The want of ven- jf^j^ 

tilation is so bad between decks. You should come up in the air." ^1 

'* I imow it would do me good, " said Miss Ashton; *' but it is so cold, isn't M " and '^^ 

i&e gave an involuntary sMver as she spoke. f/» 

Rex glanced at the thin fiided muslin dress which she wore, and thought she must t^ 

tkel it cold Indeed. The band-master saw the glanee, and noticed it. C 

<< Mr. Reverdon does not understand, my darling-" he is happily in circumstances not '^^ 

to understand ^ that want of those little luxuries which it is not in my power to pro* r^ 

cure for you, prevents your taking advantage of the benefit which the sea-air might i^ 
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afford you. You would find it very cold on deck — far too cold for your delicate frame.' 

^Ah! Mr. Reverdon is very happy noe to bo able to understand," said the fidr '\^^ 

^zle, as she dropped her eyes modestly from beneath his gaze. ^ 

Bex felt quite uncomfortable at being accused of being in circumstances which pre- ^^ 
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vented his sympathizing with, or even comprehending the diflQcnlties of others. Ho 
I ivauted to say something, or to offer something, bat if he felt delicate about lending 
I the father any of his own comforts, he felt doubly so with respect to the daughter, yet 
I he ventured to remark, — 

" If 1 might offer '• 

I ** Enough, sir, enough," said the ex-band-master with a wave of the hand ; << yoa 
' have already laid me under an obligation, we could not think of trespassing upon you 
fhrther.** 

" But it is no obligation," niged Bex, eagerly; << I should be only too much flattered 
and honored if Miss Ashton would condescend to use such as I have to offer. I was 
going to suggest that I have another rug in my cabin; and between us, I think, we 
could manage to wrap Miss Ashton up so warmly in my arm-chair, that she would not 
feel the wind at all too strong." 

'* Oh I I should be 80 gratefhl," said the girl, with another glance firom under her eye- 
lids at Bex. *< I quite sigh for the fresh air." 

«< Let ns do it at once, Mr. Ashton," said the young man, on whom the look was not 
lost; and suiting the action to the word, he fetched the extra rug fh>m his cabin, and 
Miss Ashton being nothing loath, the two men soon conveyed her upon deck, and hav- 
ing ensconced her comfortably in the easy-chair and wrapt the rugs well around her 
feet and figure, sat down on the skylight by her side, each with a cigar. Mr. Miller^s 
astonishment at Bex's ready return to deck, with a young lady in tow, may be better 
imagined than described. He could hardly believe his eyes ; but if his own sense had 
not told him who it was, the remark of his friend at the wheel soon enlightened him. 

** That's she," he said, as he caught sight of the fkir hair and flice of Elizabeth Ash- 
ton ; '^that's the old gentleman's daughter, and a nice pair they are." 

<< Bex is insane," thought Mr. Miller; "however, it is fortunate half our voyage is 
over, and it is such a ^ort one, or he might find such acquaintances difficult to shake 
off again." 

In the mean whtte Bex sat Jauntily astride a comer of the skylight, his cigar betweeik 
his lips, whilst he talked to Miss Ashton and watched the breeze sport with her soft 
light hair, which she wore in rather a loose and negligent style. The young Iftd^ 
proved no less communicative than her fother had done, and gave Bex a very animated 
description of the style of living pursued by the Europeans in the West India. Isles«. 
Then she became suddenly silent, and leaned her head against her hand, comploining-ef 
slight headache, which caused Bex another Journey to his cabin in search of eao^ do Co- 
logne, which he produced for her use in a silver-stoppered bottle, part of the Xbrnituro 
of his dressing-case. When the smnmons to tea sounded, Miss Ashton was too com* 
fortable to move, but Mr. Beverdon was quite ready to fetch her all she wanted, which 
was but little; for as she said, '* It was quite enough for her to sit in that delightful 
fresh air, so beautifully wrapt up as she was by Mr. Beverdon's kindness^, smelling that 
deliciou8 can de Cologne he had been so good as to lend her." 

And when night fell, and Miss Ashton had to descend to her cabin, Bex would not 
hear of either bottle or scent being returned to him. " It is no earthly use to me, " he 
pleaded, '^ I should never use it, Miss Ashton ; " and the look of gratitude Miss Ashtoik 
bestowed upon him from beneath her fair eyelids was sufficient to make the foolish 
young fellow think a great deal more than were necessary as he paced the deck that 
night, under the light of the moon, of the coming morning, which should introduce him 
to her presence again. Mr. Miller's opinions on the subject he heartily pooh-poohed. 

** You are such an illiberal fellow, Miller," he said, in answer; *^you think no ono 
who is out of elbows can be honest. Why what harm on earth could / get by their 
company, even if they are all you try to moke them out ? Not show the slightest atten- 
tion to a woman on board ship, or kindness to an ill-used wretch Uke the father, Just 
because their station in life may be a little lower than mj own? Wl^» hang it! I 
couldn't do otherwise, and if I could I dont mean to." 

So that matter was settled. 

Not only the next morning, but every morning, afternoon, and eventngwhich passed^ 
xmtll the *' Glendower " reached the London Docks, did Bex Beverdon spend in thecoma 
pany of the seedy Mr. Ashton and his daughter. 

Offers of eau de Cologne and carriage-rugs were followed by oflbrs of variooa 
other articlefl of gentleman's property that could be twned to profit in the lady's use. 
Champagne was suggested as a first-rate cure for sea-sickness, and many a cork of it 
flew on the quarter-deck, at the expense of Mr. Bex Beverdon. Other expenses he in« 
curred also, for the same fiiir object, although the days were fow before they reached 
their destination : but we all know that a great deal can be done in a few days. Sev- 
eral confidential conversations during that time passed between Miss Ashton and Bex 
Beverdon — particularly when her father's back was turned, and she could venture to 
unsay some of his sayings, to her own advantage. Those few days sufficed to enUghten 
Bex as to the father's character and ftdlings, thanks to the daughter's revelations ; but 
the knowledge had only strengthened the intimacy between themselves. He looked 
8 
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Upon her now as doubly an object of pity, — a victim to her father's yiccs os well as to 
the curse of poverty. Miss Ashton fcacw well enough the quality of the stuff elie was 
working upon. At last the "Glendower" reached the Docks; but here, even Mr. 
Miller was unprepared for the intelligence that Mr. Uevcrdon had just promised to see 
Miss Ashton safely home, before he Joined him at his own residence, where Air. Miller 
was to stay the night. 

'* Miss Ashton has her fother to attend to her, Bex. Surely he must be su/Dcient 
escort." 

" I have promised, " repeated Rex. " Never you mind me, Miller ; I shall Join you at 
dinner this evening." 

He did not say that owing to a very broad hint tvom Elizabeth Ashton he knew they 
had no home to go to on arrival, and that he could not bear the iUca that she should bo 
landed in such a wilderness as London, friendless and almost penniless. For the ex- 
band-master's comfort I am afVaid he cared little. 

The "Glendower" anchored at mid-day, and Rex Joined his fWend Mr. Miller a.ijatn lu 
time for a six o'clock dinner. The latter did not question him as to where ho had been 
or what he had done. The very name of Ashton made hira angry. He showed his 
want of sympathy ivith the tastes of his ftlend, by keeping silence on the subject. 

But Rex cared nothing for this ; he preferred silence to questioning. The conversa- 
tion at the dinner-table and afterwards ran wholly on his own future prospscts. 

"I really mean to pull up and live very quietly now, Miller. I shall do away with 
my Oxford den altogether, and only keep'up this house and some three or four horses 
in the stables. I can't go far wrong then, can I ? " 

As for as that went, if Rex really meant to do only what ho said two thousand a year 
would have been ample to accomplish his desires, but Mr. Miller knew that such an es- 
tablishment would bring with it an innumerable train of expensive evUs, and stand in 
the master of it far more than he imagined. 

" Why this house, my dear Rex? " he said, in answer. " I would sooner advise your 
retaining Crofton Lodge, and coming up to town whenever you required it. To live in 
London always entails great expenses, and you are not a man to resist country pleas- 
urea. The end of it will be, that yoa will keep as good as two establishments still." 

" Oh, no ! I assure you not, " said Rex ; " when I want a little hunting, shooting, or 
so on, I can run down to some of my Mends ; but I couldn't exist out of town as a per- 
manency. It would take me out of my set altogether." 

Mr. Miller thought within himself, that that fact Would not be the evil mo^t to be re- 
gretted in the step advised, but he did not say so. " You will have to be very careful, 
Rex," ho simply answered. " Don't forget that you have no longer ten thousand a 
year. If you really live quietly, you will do ; but you must be careful." 

I suppose Rex Reverdon recommenced his house-keeping, with a genuine intention of 
doing as he had said; but still he was rather ignorant as to the value of money, and tlie 
establishment in South Street, Park Lane, did not appear palpably to diminish in the 
splendor of its adornments or retinue. " The Grange " was sold, thanks to Mr. Miller's 
activity and energy on the occasion, and the " den " at Oxford, was relet to some 
wealthy bachelor, but still South Street, Park Lane, consumed a vast amount of coin* 
Rex might acknowledge the diminution of his fortune, but Rex's friends did not, and 
there was one, a particular friend of his, an Oxford chum of the name of Halkctt, who 
being a poor man himself, seemed, like many other poor men, to see no end to the 
riches of his friends. It would have been well for Rex if that friendship had never been 
made, or being made continued, but who was to know it? Henry Halkett was a man 
of excellent family, though an impoverished one, of unimpeachablo manners and (ap- 
parently) morals ; the only one of Rex's numerous friends of whom his noble grand- 
father (who noticed our hero about as much as his mother did) had been pleased to 
say, upon inspection, was lit to hold the office of friend to a descendant of the Little- 
tins. And yet there was not an acquaintance of Rex's, however beneath him in station, 
who did not do him less harm than this same Henry Halkett, approved by the Earl of 
Littletin. 

Rex's own connections and family, his former liberality and fortune, all combined to 
bring a large circle of friends still around him, and as Mr. Miller had foreseen, he had 
not the courage to behave to them less hospitably than he had done. He had not sutTi- 
cient "pluck," as ho called it himself, to make a stand against these called-for dinners 
and suppers, and acknowledge himself a poorer man. He still dressed and rode and 
drove as he had done upon his former income, and what was worse, he had still the 
same open hand, the same liberal disposition, which made him forget in the pleasure of 
giving that Justice is before generosity. During the next year, Mr. Miller saw very 
little of his quondam ward. What he did see he could not approve of, and his disap- 
proval was not met in the same spirit which made him give expression to it. 

** The island smash was bad enough," he observed on one occasion to Colonel Clem- 
enton (with which gentleman he still kept up an intimacy, although tlicir Joint 
partnership as guardians was dissolved), * * but it was nothing to what this will be whe« 
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it comes, Qementon; it will be total mln, — mark my words, — there can be nothing 
saved out of this wreck." 

The Colonel shrugged his shoulders. " What is to be done," he said, " when a man 
won't bear speaking to? Hex is too fond of dissipation, Miller, and I never knew a 
man keep his head above water where that is the case. It would have been all the 
same, if he had had his ten thousand still." 

lu the mean while Bex had not lost sight of the band-master and the band-master's 
daughter. Mr. Ashton's surmises about himself were so far true, that he found it im* 
possible to get employment again amongst her M^gcsty's regimental bands. His 
character, by this time was too well known, and preceded him everywhere. But 
through Bex's influence, he got an engagement in the orchestra of one of the London 
theatres, and so far he was able to keep bread in his daughter's mouth. And this bread 
had a good deal of butter supplied to it by the hands of Bex Beverdon. He had never 
forsaken her. He still continued his visits to the little house at Islington, which had 
been iirst secured to them through his agency. More than half their income came 
through presents firom him to Miss Ashton ; presents not only of dress, and other 
necessary articles for an existence of civilization, but presents of money also. But do 
not misunderstand me ; as far as Bex Beverdon was concerned, Elizabeth Ashton was 
pure as driven snow, nor had he any intention she should be otherwise. He was wild 
as wUd could be, very careless and godless, at times bitterly reckless, but he was never 
dishonorable. Perhaps the world — his own little world of friends — did not believe it 
of him, but he knew it for himself, and that was sufficient. But it was not sufficient to 
stay the ruin he was bringing down upon his own head. It was not sufficient to pre- 
vent cloud alter cloud gathering in the horizon of his affairs, which he saw and yet 
heeded not. There is a time in all our lives when we first seem to commence livins;. 
All that went before is tame and unprofitable compared to it,* often all that follows it 
appears the same. It is the tornado in a man's existence, that either sweeps his house- 
hold gods away before it, leaving him bereft of what made his inward and outward 
comfort in this world, or else, expending its violence upon his moral atmosphere alone, 
purifies and disinfects it by its very force of action. Such an epoch was now approach- 
ing in the life of Bex Beverdon. At twenty-five he conmienced to live I 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE DAT AFTEB THE DEBBT. 

It was the day after the Derby of 1851, and Bex Beverdon sat alone in his morning- 
room, his dressing-gown still about him, his breakfiist nntasted on the table by his 
side. The races that year had been unusually exciting, the race-course unusually 
crowded, the large inflnx of foreign visitors which the impending Great Exhibition had 
attracted to our shores having crowded even Epsom Downs. Fabulous sums of money 
were reported to have changed hands since the day preceding; men almost penniless 
twenty-four hours before, were now in possession of thousands. Some, who had com- 
menced the day in comfortable circumstances, had nothing now but ruin staring them 
In the tOLce. Amongst the latter was my hero. I am wrong, though, in saying he com- 
menced the Derby Day in comfortable circumstances ; he had known from the begin- 
ning that he would sink or swim before the race was over, and no man can be com- 
fortable under such knowledge. But now it was past ; the excitement of suspense, the 
bravado of failnre, were alike over, and Bex had nothing to do but to pay up and think. 

Pleasant thought it must have been! He had been sinking deeper and deeper into 
debt for the last twelve months, and sinking with his eyes open. Now he had made one 
desperate venture to float himself again, and it had flEdled. There was nothing left for 
him, but to go to the bottom. He felt it to be so, as he sat there. 

Could any greater punishment be invented for a man than to force him to review the 
fliults and follies of a wasted life, and to feel that they are all to be laid at his own door. 
As Bex thought of the fortune he had fettered away, or sufi'ered others to ftltter away 
for him, and remembered for vohat it had gone, he loathed the luxury around him. And 
there was plenty of it to loathe. He called the room he sat in his morning-room, but 
it might have been a lady's boudoir, for the costliness of its fittings and adornments. 
Bex was a great lover of the fine arts ; he had never been able to resist a good picture 
when he came across it, consequently his walls were hung with originals that many 
a picture-gallery might have coveted. He liked S6yres china, too, and Bohemian glass, 
and had a great fancy for collecting knick-knacks, and lumbering up his tables with 
olii4t3 tie verm, both ancient and modern, to say nothing of having every new book that 
appeared added to his library. We should all like to be able to do the some, but these 
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things cost money, and I suppose no one but a collector of such Inxurics knoTra with 
ivhat a quantity of money they ran away. But Hex had never learned the art of self- 
denial, and this was the consequence — utter ruin! On the table beside him lay his 
pocket and memorandum book. He knew without looking at It how far his liabilities 
exceeded his means. No need to add up the figures again ; any way he took them, back- 
ward or forward, they always came to the same total — a total which it was impossible 
lie could pay. If he could have done so, I do not think Hex would have so much cared 
fbr himself; but in his folly and excitement he had betted far above his means. Besides 
this, he owed money everywhere, but these were debts of honor (so-called), and they 
must be paid on settling-day, or there was an unpleasant alternative called ** posting." 
As Rex thought of it, he ground his teeth together. 

« Mr. Halkett, sir; will you see him? " 

" Yes, of course ; show him up." 

He was the very man Rex most wanted to see ; he felt he must unburden himself to 
some one. When his friend entered the room, and the door was shut, his first words 
were to the point. 

" Halkett, it's all over with me I Fm ruined." 

** Not quite so bad as that, I hope, old boy." 

Mr. Halkett had anything but a pleasant face ; at least, most women would have 
thought so. He was one of those men that men swear by as being very handsome, and 
you never find the sexes agree on such a subject. Somebody had once described him to 
somebody else as " a well-fed beast with black points," and the description was charac- 
teristic if not elegant. He had dark hair and eyes, and a high, aquiline nose, which gave 
him the look of a bird of prey ; a figure about the middle height, and inclining to stout, 
and white hands, with filbert-nails, which he kept very long. His age was something 
under thirty ; he was, by profession, a barrister, but he seldom did any other work than 
lounging about the park and his friends* houses, and living at other people's expense. 
He may have been very gentlemanly, but he was anything but upright and true. He it 
was who by his advice had led Rex from one extravagance to another, until he had so 
seriously involved himself that there appeared no means of extrication except by that 
one fearful venture on the Epsom races, which had ended by entirely stranding him. 
And now he had the coolness to walk in with an air of careless disbelief in his friend's 
assertion of ruin, and to say that he hoped it wasn't quite so bad as that, old boy ! 

The tone of his voice, which was intended to be consolatory, nettled Rex, and he 
chafed under it. 

*< Well, it is quite as bad as that, so it's no use your hoping. I've lost every shilling 
I betted yesterday ; I am down for thousands." 

Mr. Halkett's only reply to this communication was a low, long whistle. 

"Didn't you 'hedge' at all, then?" 

" No, fool that I was ; I didn't half make up my book as I ought to have done. I was 

00 sure of Hernandez winning. Why, you said yourself there was no fear whatever of 
him." 

" So I thought," rejoined his friend. 

" Have you lost on him? " asked Rex. 

"Yes, of course, I have, heavily; but not to your extent. Who'd have thought of 
Teddington coming in first ? It's always the way." 

Mr. Halkett did not consider it worth while to mention that if he had lost upon Her- 
nandez he had considerably won upon Teddington. When he advised his friends to 
hedge, he certainly only advised them to do what he did himself. His whole life was a 
system of " hedging." Henry Halkett had never yet been found " nowhere." 

" Well! it's of no use thinking of it now," next observed Rex, " the thing's done. 
The question is, how am I to pay it at all? I went in to a frightful extent yesterday, 
and have regularly fioored myself, but the money must be forthcoming by settling-day." 

" SeU up," suggested Halkett. 

" Sell up," said Rex; " what, this housefrQ, you mean? It would only be a drop in 
the ocean, Halkett. I owe money on all sides. I can't tell you how much I owe. If 
my trades-people were to hear of my selling up, they would come down upon me directly. 

1 haven't drawn all my principal. I can manage my debts of honor on the rest of that; 
but, then, there are the bills, and what have I to live on? I've no profession, as you 
know. There's nothing for it but to cut my throat or enlist, and that's the truth I " 

" Oh I hang it, man, don't talk in that strain, youll give me the blues frightfully. Now, 
I know of a means by which you can get all straight again, if you would only look at it 
in a proper light; though, I believe you would rather take the alternative of cutting 
your throat I " 

" What is it ? " said Bex, IndiiKerently. 

"Marryl" 

"Marry? Who?" 

"Miss Fane." 

i^Miss Fanel What nonsense; I dont know her.* 
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*' N'ow it's you who's talking nonsense, my dear fallow, and not me. Why, you've 
Tlslted at the Feytons intimately for the last twelve months. What do you call not 
knowing her?" 

" She's twice my age," observed Eex. 

*' Not exactly ; and if she was, it wouldn't signify : it's her money you want ; not her. 
She's got plenty of that, all under her own control, and under yours, if you choose, I 
expect, for I am sure she likes you." 

Kex was startled now out of his apathy. ** What reason have you for saying that, 
Halkett?" 

Halkett laughed. 

" My powers of observation, my dear Reverdon. Why any one could soe it, with half 
an eye. She's been ' spooney ' on you for the last six months." 

^* By Jove ! " said Hex, with a look of surprise ; and then added, in a hurried manner, 
*'but I couldn't marry, Halkett, — I couldn't indeed; there are reasons against it." 

" What reasons?" demanded his friend. 

But Bex did not appear to hear him; he was gazing into the distance again, thinking. 
He was thinking of Elizabeth Ashton. He had gone on making his periodical visits to 
that little house at Islington, — visits when the father was generally out, and he and 
21is9 Ashton had had their time to themselves, — until he would have missed them sadly 
if ho had not gone. Even in the midst of his prosperity, when his house had been Ml 
of company, his days tilled up with engagements, and his time passed in going from one 
scene of excitement to another, still the little house at Islington had not lost its charm 
for him, and he would steal away from his friends, or fail to fhlfll some appointment, 
rather than give up his couple of hours In that tiny parlor, talking with Hiss Ashton of 
things past, present, and to come. Almost shut out from home and Its affections, with 
but few calls upon his love, It was delightM to Bex to feel that this woman w<i}^mcd 
him as her best friend, — that to him she owed all her little comforts, — and that she 
acknowledged it, too, and blended up love and gratitude In such charming conf^ision In 
her acknowledgment of his kindness, that he scarcely knew which It was she felt for 
him, and did not care to disentangle the feelings and find out. The footing he main- 
tained in her presence was that of half brother, half friend, and he had neVer spoken a 
word of love to her, except under those characters. He never intended to do so ; and 
yet that soft flaxen hair and those clear gray eyes had become strangely familiar to 
him, — strangely mixed up with all his thoughts of the future, — and somehow, the Idea 
of marriage Jarred upon his senses. This was not the first time it had been suggested 
to him. His mother, Mr. MlUcr, even Colonel Clementon, confirmed bachelor as he had 
been himself all his own life, had each spoken to Bex, at different times, about mar- 
riage, and urged his taking the step. But whenever the idea had been mooted to hkn, 
the remembrance of Elizabeth Ashton (Pearl, as ho had come to call her In their famil- 
iar Intercourse, in compliment to her extreme fairness) used to Intervene between him 
and the thought of such a thing. It did so now, as his friend Mr. Halkett mentioned 
Miss Fane, and as he pursued the idea, he forgot to continue the conversation. 

*^ What are you thinking of, Bex? " said the other, presently. 

Bex started, and almost colored. 

'< Nothing ; that is, nothing In particular." 

*< You haven't got another affair on hand, have yon, Bex?— not booked, eh?" 

**Not exactly," returned Bex, with an attempt at laughing; but his mirth was feeble. 

** Then what reason Is tbere against your marrying Miss Fane ? " 

*« Are you sure she'd take me ? " 

<' Now, Bex, it's no use beating about the bush like that. The question is. Will you 
take her, and save yourself from ruin, or go to the dogs altogether? I know for certain 
her fortune is at least fifteen hundred a year. Why, it would be the saving of you, 
man; you've got nothing else to look to now but a wife with money." 

*< I suppose not, " answered Bex, sadly; '' but do you know, Halkett, I feel as if I'd 
almost rather go to the dogs of the two. I'm an awftilly wild fellow, I am well aware ; 
but there has always seemed to me something too holy in the name of a wife, to be 
mixed up with things of this world, or to be given to a woman you don't care about. 
I don't think I could do it." 

'' Beverdon, there's somebody else in the wind; it's no good. your pretending to 
deny it." 

"Weill ifyouwM have it, you must. I don't see why I shouldn't tell you either, 
for you are almost nke a brother to me, Halkett. I'm afraid I'm getting spooney upon 
Pearl Ashton. Thvthought of her sticks in my throat whenever I think of marriage ; 
and that's the long and short of it. I know I'm an awfUl fool 1 " 

Henry Halkett put his hands Into his pockets, and, leaning back in his chair, looked 
at his fdend as if he thought he had gone suddenly stark staring mad. 

And then he said, quietly, — 

** Well, you are a fool, Beverdon I *• ^ 
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At this, the other started np from Ms chair, his face aflame, and his brows loweredt 
— " If I am, it's not for you to tell me of it," he exclaimed, angrily. 

** Sit down, my good fellow; sit down," said Halkett, soothingly; "there's nothing 
to excite yonrself about ; you said you knew it yourself." 

Kex sat down again, as he was desired, but he looked exceedingly angry, and his 
back was turned towards his friend. 

" Now, look here, Ilex," commenced llalkett, — but Rex never turned his head at 
the words : " What on earth has your being spooney on Pearl Ashton got to do with 
your marrying Miss Fane? Of course you*re spooney there. I knew it— ages ago I 
What's the odds?" 

** What's the odds? " said Rex, mimicking his tone of voice. " Why, the odds are, 
that it is not very pleasant to become the husband of one woman, when you know you 
care for another at heart. I know /shouldn't And it so." 

** But 3^ou never could have married Pearl Ashton — under any circumstances." 

" I know that," rejoined Rex, testily; " I didn't intend to marry her; but if I marry 
another woman, I must break with Pearl altogether, and I don't relish the idea of it." 

"AVhy?" 

The question was asked with apparently so much genuine surprise and good faith, 
that Rex looked up at the speaker, no less surprised himself; but he did not answer at 
once, and it was repeated. 

"Why?" 

" Because," said Rex, hotly; "I can't see her, knowing that I am fond of her, and 
not tell her so, and I am a gentleman, and not a blackguard ; that's why." 

" You use rather strong expressions, my dear fellow," said Halkett, presently. " I 
cannot see, since you intend nothing more than friendship for Miss Ashton, why your 
marriage with Miss Fane should Interrupt your intercourse with her. It would be a 
great blow to her if you did. She's very fond of you, poor girl I " 

There was a touch of sarcasm in these last woi'ds of Mr. Haikett's, for he believed no 
more that Rex Reverdon's intimacy with Pearl Ashton was one of friendship than he 
believed it would have been so had he been placed under the same circumstances re- 
garding her. 

" I know she is," said Rex, believing what he said, " and that's why it must be neck 
or nothing between her and me. I have one other chance, Halkett. If I can get ray 
mother to lend me the money for a commission, Pll sell all I possess, and enter the 
army at once, and my remaining debts must be liquidated by degrees." 

" But you're past that, Rex," observed his friend; "you're too old: it's against the 
regulations." 

" Hang the regulations 1 " exclaimed Rex; and then, as If ashamed of his hastiness, 
he added, "Yes, I could Halkett. I could get into the cavalry if I tried. Huntley's 
got no end of interest at the War Offlce. Why, look at Blair last year. Got in without 
the slightest trouble ; it's done every day. Any way, I shall make the attempt. It is 
better to work than to be tied for life to a person you don't care for." 

And the manly, right-thinking heart glowed as it pondered on the other chance which 
at first sight appeared practicable. But Mr. Halkett knew Lady Charlotte Huntley well, 
and was not therefore disposed to take a sanguine view of this idea. He shook his 
head. 

" A bad chance, Fm afraid. Rex. Her ladyship has not been so overpleased at your 
possession of the money to help you out of difficulty when you have lost it. No, no ; 
stick to Miss Fane. That's the only thing for you. Are you not going there to-night ? *• 

" I wasj* said Rex, his ardor down again to zero. 

"You are^ you mean. You certainly must not miss such an opportunity of recon- 
noitring your ground. Now, just take a good look at her. Rex, this evening, for she's 
a very fine woman, and If she is a trifle older than yourself, what matter. It's the 
money you want, my boy. You once give out that you're engaged to an heiress, and 
I'll bet three to one your trades-people will wait patiently enough ; and even if you 
want to raise a bill to meet your liabilities on settling-day, I think I know the man who 
will do It for you on a quiet hint, and wait for his money till the marriage is over." 

I am afraid Mr. Henry Halkett had known too many of these obliging people who 
were always ready to raise money convenient to poor Rex's hand, which he did not find 
it so convenient to repay. But he had been caught once too often. 

" No, thank you, Halkett," he said in reply. " I've too many of those bits of paper 
fl3ring about the place as It Is. This last business must be settled ^it of the remains of 
my principal. I won't raise any more money. I shall run down toWlmbledon this af- 
ternoon and see Lady Charlotte, and if I can't bring her to anything like terms, why, 
then I suppose I must take your advice, and go in for Miss Faae. But it seems deuced 
hard that a young fellow like me should be tied to a woman old enough to be my grand- 
mother I " 

"Deuced hard? Deuced lucky, you mean! Come, Reverdon, I must be ofi*; but I 
shall see you to-night at the Pey tons. Now, don't you be brooding over that house at 
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Islington, or Miss Fane's age, or anj such nonsense,, but think of her fifteen hundred 
a year, and keep y.onr spirits up. Au retoir," 

Mr. Ilalkett was not wholly unactnated by personal feeling in his anxiety that his 
fHend shoold marry the heiress. In the first place, Rex*s house was one that he could 
ill spare as a place of call; in the second, Rex owed him a considerable sum of money 
which he was unwilling to lose. Under these circumstances, it may be a matter of sur- 
prise that ho did not attempt to win the lady for himself, but be had good reasons for 
not doing so, and the best was, that he was perfectly certain that she never would have 
accepted him as a husband. Bat with regard to Rex Rererdon, ho felt as perfectly cer- 
tain the other way. He left our hero much in the same position in which we 
fbund him. leaning his head upon his hand and musing. He felt terribly alone in Ms 
trouble. Even Halkett, boon companion and greatest chum as he had been, seemed fkir- 
ther from him than usual now that he needed him most. Halkett had proposed the 
very thing Rex most disliked the idea of, as the only remedy for his misfortune. Surely 
he mlglit have thought of someching as feasible, and at the same time pleasanter. But 
though Rex thus blamed his flrieud, he could not think of any better mode himself of 
getting out of his scrape. He felt as doubtful about his mother helping him as Mr. 
Halkett had done, and his step- father, Mr. Huntley, was a mere tool in her hands •— a 
nonentity in his own household, and who hadn't it in his power to aid his step-son if he 
had wished to do so. As to getting a commission without' her help, it was out of the 
question. Having paid his debts of honor, if he attempted to obtain the price by the 
sale of his effects, his other creditors would be down upon him, and expect him to liq- 
uidate their claims also out of a comet's pay. No, that wouldn't do. There were 
only the two chances for him. He had best set about the first one as quickly as he 
could. As Rex thought so, he rose with the intention of completing his toilet. The 
reflection of his face looked wild and ha^rgard as he caught a sight of it in the opposite 
glass, as if he had not slept the night before, as indeed was only too true. He had not 
even been in bed. He looked deadly pale as ho smoothed his ruffled hair before the 
mirror with his hand, and caressingly stroked down the short crisp golden beard which 
had already become his heritage. There was not much mirth now or wickedness either 
In the blue eyes which encountered his gaze, and the lines of his mouth were visibly 
depressed, even through his moustaches. lie rang the bell to give some orders to his 
valet, but it was answered by a pretty waiting-maid. Rex always had maid-servants 
to wait on him, except about his own person, and the ugly ones knew better than to 
apply for the situations. He said they were so much more nimble, quiet, and light- 
handed than men in waiting, and so much pleasanter to look at : and so they were, 
doubtless. Rex's Arlends were of just the same opinion as hitnself. . 

" If you please, sir, did you ring? " 

" I rang for Williams, Mary," was her master's answer, unaccompanied by any of the 
cheerlhl looks or badinage ho usually bestowed upon the female part of his retinue. 

'< I'll tell him, sir; and if you please, sir, there's a gentleman wants to see you." 

" A gentleman ? What's his name ? " 

*' He didn't give his name, sir; he said he wanted to see Mr. Reverdon." 

"Are 5'ou sure he is a gentleman? " 

Maid-servants always make stupid mistakes, and particularly pretty mald-servanta. 
Mary was no exception to the rule. She answered with the greatest confidence, — 

<* Oh, yes, sir. I knows a gentleman when I see one." 

" Well, show him into the library, and say I'll be down directly, and send Williams to 
me here." 

When Rex )iad attired himself by the aid of Williams in his walking-suit, he pro- 
ceeded leisurely towards the library, turning his hat round and round in his hand to 
render it smooth by the influence of his irreproachable kid gloves. But when he en- 
tered the library he saw at once that the person the stupid maid-servant had shown In 
there was not a gentleman, and had no pretensions to be one, except perhaps in his 
own conceit. He was a young man, dressed in a decent suit of black, whom Rex never 
remembered to have seen before. He was annoyed at having been brought down to hold an 
interview with some begging-letter writer perhaps, and he spoke sharply in conseqi! snce. 

♦* What may your business be with me? " 

*< Mr. Reverdon, sir ? " 

" Yea— who do you come from? " 

<' From Messrs. Randall and French, sir, of New Bond Street. I was directed to call 
on yoa with their little account, which they would feel obliged if you could convenient- 
ly settle, as they have a large bill to meet shortly. The account has been running some 
time, sir." 

As the man spoke he produced the bill from his pocket, inclosed in an envelope em- 
blazoned with the unpleasant letters, R. and F., in all manners of flue gold flourishes 
ibout the seal.' As Rex took It in his hand he felt the cold perspiration come out in 
leads upon his forehead and remain there. It was the first time in his life he had been 
'imncd. Xho ^* little" account presented was one of the largest that he owed^aa 
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account that had ran on for the last three years, and accnmulated every month that it 
ran. He did not break the seal, but he knew well enough that there must be a long list 
Inside of purchased brooches and rings, bracelets and car-rings, conjointly with many 
an article of expensive luxuiy for his own use, and whole services of plate which was 
most carelessly used and thrown about by his household. 

Poor Hex I his luck was indeed down. 

** What makes Messrs. Randall and French send their account in now? " he demand- 
ed, in a tone which was meant to be indllTerent ; it is neither Midsummer nor Christmas* 
Tm not accustomed to pay my bills at all kinds of odd times. There, take it back to 
them," tossing it to the man as he spoke, " and tell them if they send it in at the proper 
season I will pay it." 

" But I received orders not to leave the house without the money, sir; Messrs. Ran- 
dall and French are in want of it, sir." 

" Do Messrs. Randall and French mean to be insolent?" now demanded Rex, firing 
up ; "it so you had better think twice before you bring me their messages again, or Til 
kick you out of my house." 

The shopman didn*t like the appearance of Rex in the character of the roused Hon, 
and shrunk into his shoes. 

*' Can I tell Messrs. Randall and French when it will be convenient for yon to settle 
tL<9 r account, sir?" he asked, in a humbler tone? 

< You may tell Messrs. Randall and French i^om me to go to the devil. I shall pay 
tbem when I think proper. There's the door — you can go." 

The man was too alarmed to remonstrate, and commenced to do as he was told : but 
as the door opened a footman appeared, — 

" A messenger Arom Mr. Butterley, sir, the tailor, waiting to see you, and this has 
just come by the post," laying a letter on the table as he spoke. 

Rex gave one glance at it, recognized another tradesman's name upon the envelope, 
and throwing it without farther scrutiny on one side, took up his hat and stick and 
walked into the hall. 

" I can't see anybody else to-day, John," he said in passing to the footman; *^ I have 
business of importance taking me elsewhere," and without so much as noticing the 
astonished tailor's assistant, he jumped into his cab and was off to Wimbledon. 

" They are all coming down upon me, the blood-hounds," he muttered to himself as he 
drove rapidly along, " they have heard of my losses yesterday without doubt, and are 
on the track of blood already. Kever mind, I'll double and elude them, or my name's 
not Rex Reverdon«" 



CHAPTER V. 

lost TROUBLE. 

And yet he felt very sick at heart, as he drove along that smooth turnpike road to 
Wimbledon, which required so little exercise of his skill as a whip, to divert his 
thoughts f^om the subject which was "troubling them. He kept repeating to himself 
that he had two chances, but he knew well enough all the time that he had but one. 

Do you think it unnatural that Lady Charlotte Huntley should have taken such a dis- 
like to the child she had brought Into the world, such an antipathy to her own flesh and 
blood, that It was folly to hope for a moment that she would help him In his time of 
need? He had been wild, thoughtless, and extravagant, but he had never Injured her, 
except, indeed, by being bom. It appears so unlikely that his own mother could not 
have felt for the scrape he had got into, and done her best to save him IVom Its conse- 
quences. It does seem unlikely. More than that, it seems unnatural ; and yet It Is not 
untrue to nature. If you have not met such Instances in your joumeyings through the 
Valley of Baca, It Is because you have travelled with your eyes shut. Lady Clmrlotte'a 
feelimg towards Rex was that of jealousy ; It had been so from the beginning. Having 
married her first husband not only without love for himself, but with her heart occupied 
with the remembrance of another man, she had seen the father's affection for his little 
son with Intense jealousy. Of course, she was nothing in the house, and the sou and 
heir was everything. This did not tend to increase her maternal love, if she ever pos- 
sessed any, for the child of the man she disliked. When Mr. Reverdon died, and slio 
found that Rex was left so totally Independent of herself, these feelings grew stronger. 
If she had been left sole trustee and executrix of her husband's will, the case m^ht 
have been different. As It was, she would not fill what she considered a secondaiy 
place. So Rex was given up almost entirely to the control and management of hij 
guardians. But Lady Charlotte must have had a soft spot somewhere in her heart* 
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during those ten years of married lifb, where the remembrance of that handsome young 
commoner who had been sent about his business by the Earl and Countess of Llttletin 
had managed to keep a phice for itself. Perhaps she was not so much to blame as she 
appears. Doubtless she suffered in that time, and in so doing earned at least the right 
of pity f^om all those who know what suffering is. Any way, for the son of her second 
husband, the handsome, foolish Mr. Huntley, Lady Charlotte had as much love as 
would have done for the two. There was only this one son by the second marriage ; 
all the other children were little girls, still in the school-room and nursery. This had . 
been a trouble to liady Charlotte, for a g^reat misfortune had overtaken this cherished 
son, Gabriel Huntley. Shortly after his birth, he had sustained a severe fall, through 
the carelessness of a nurse. The accident was not thought much of at the time, but 
as the child grew, a weakness was observed in his back, and before he had reached his 
tenth year, he was found to have a tendency to spinal complaint. Nothing to be alarm- 
ed at, the doctors had said : a few years, at the most, in a recumbent position, and the 
worst symptoms would be found to have disappeared, and time and care would do tlio 
rest. But Gabriel Huntley had been on his back for the last live years, and the worst 
8ymptoms had not disappeared; indeed, they had greatly increased, and the boy's 
bodily health was fiddling under the continued restraint and want of exercise. A dear 
boy he was, and no one wondered that, under the sad circumstances of his misfortune, 
his mother almost idolized him. He was at this time Just fifteen years old, a tall, slight 
boy for his age, with large, dark, luminous eyes, fUll of thought, a high, white forehead, 
and delicate features — too delicate for his years. He was a boy of intellect, who de- 
lighted in devouring all the new literature of the day, and in making his own feeble 
attempts at both prose and poetry ; and a boy of music, who had taught himself to 
play and sing without instruction, and who loved to have his chair wheeled to the 
pianoforte, and to sit there in the dusky evenings, whilst the solemn chants and melan- 
choly strains, which he usually composed, sounded like his own requiem through the 
stfllness of the gathering night. There were few who did not love Gabriel Huntley, 
bat he was not a universal lover himself. 

Towards his father he appeared simply indifferent; and the noise of his healthy 
little sisters he could seldom tolerate, llis mothei*'s affection he returned with a great 
deal of gratitude, mingled with pity that he could not more reciprocate her feelings 
towards himself; but his brother Rex he worshipped. No other word could express 
the tender, clinging, admiring love which this delicate, almost crippled boy, entertained 
for the stalwart, hardy manhood of his half-brother. So opposite as they were, too, in 
character as in appearance. Rex, with his open disregard for books, or anything to do 
with books ; his taste for field sports and all manly occupations ; his knowledge of the 
world and the things of the world. And Gabriel, with his love for learning, his utter 
inability to Join In any of the out-door pleasures suitable to his age, his entire innocence 
and Ignorance of vice. They were a strange couple to be so linked together in the bonds 
of brotherly love ; but if it ever existed, it found its existence there. If Gabriel wor- 
shipped Rex, he held in return the warmest, deepest place in his brother's heart, and 
there was nothing in the world nearly so dear to Rex Reverdon as Gabriel Huntley. 
And this was the crowning cause for Jealousy to Lady Charlotte. To find, after her 
years of anxiety for Gabriers health — after her years of tenderest care for his well- 
being — that the best part of him was not hers. Worse than that, that it was hisy who 
seemed each time to come and step without effort on his own part between her and the 
affections she had a right to claim as her own. She had viewed Rex*s outward pros- 
perity with the greatest envy. I will not dare to say that she had gone so far as to 
rejoice at the loss of his fortune ; but I am sure she had not sympathized on that occa- 
sion as a mother ought to have done. Now for months she had been prognosticating 
his ultimate ruin ; not only behind his back, but to his fiice. Rex remembered it as he 
proceeded rapidly to the interview which was to inform her that her prognostications 
had come true, and the thought did not sweeten the prospect before him. As he turned 
Into the lodge gates that led to his mother's house, however, and dismounting from his 
cab, ordered the groom to take it round to the stables, the scene around him, as he 
quietly sauntered up the carriage drive, seemed to soothe him for the time being, and 
make his cares sit lighter on him. The season was advanced for the time of year, an^ 
the day was bright and sunny, with that soft, balmy air which sometimes comes unex- 
pectedly on spring days, and seems almost by its exhilarating power to lift us out of 
ourselves and of our troubles, and to make everything appear In a better, happier light. 
The breath of the lilacs and laburnums seemed overpoweringly sweet as the light all 
stirred them and shook out their ftngrance, and the budding trees were ftill of singing- 
birds, and IVom a little distance he could hear the voices of the children at play, and 
the bleating of newly-dropped lambs. It was a day on which (If he had had a heart who 
loved him to lean upon, and a voice who loved him to bid him look up, and be brave for 
her sake and his own) Rex Reverdon could not have reftised to be comforted, even had 
Ills trouble been for heavier than it was. Even with no such love awaiting him, the 
scene around had its influence upon ids spirits, and for the moment he had almost for* 
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gotten the errand he came on. But as he came up to the hall door, the sight of the 
carriage waiting to take Lady Charlotte out driving, brought it all baclc agaiu to his miud, 
and hi3 heart sunk. He found his mother in the drawiug-room, occupied with risitoriS ; 
her bonnet and shawl on, ready to go out directly they should leave her at leisure to do 
so. It was an unfavorable time for his mission. Poor Hex saw his luck was n.<?aiust 
him again the minute he entered the room. Ills mother received him with friendly 
politeness. They met too often to make that a matter of surprise to their friends ; but 
the visitors were better pleased tlian the hostess at the unexpected entrance of the 
handsome, fashionable Mr. lleverdon, and showed their pleasure by directing their 
attention so much towards him that Lady Cliarlotte found herself almost deserted, 
which did not put her in a better temper for the coining interview. When her guests 
at last rose to go, she remained standing, as if her time was so short tliat it was not 
worth while resuming her seat. But liex's business was of too much importance for 
trifling, and therefore he had no hesitation in saying, as soon as they were alone, — 

"Mother, I won*t detain you longer than I can help; but I am come on basinoss of 
the greatest consequeance, and therefore I must ask you to sit down and listen to me 
for a few minutes.** 

Lady Charlotte sat down again, but not with the best grace. 

" I also have matters of Importance to attend to this afternoon, Reginald, and, there- 
fore I hope you will keep me as short a time as possible." And she waited In ft-igid 
silence for him to commence. 

"Mother,** he began, in his honest, straightforward manner, twirling his hat round 
and round in his hands for very nervousness as he proceeded — " Mother, I've made a 
great fool of myself, and I'm ruined.** 

The mother did not start, or cry out, or run to him and ask him to unsay his words. 
She only compressed her thin lips still more together, nodded her head slowly, and said, 
" Just what I expected of you, lieginald. I have foretold this months ago." 

The young man did not seem to heed her distant manner, but went on, hurriedly, — 

" I have been getting deeper and deeper into debt every day for the last two years, 
and I was mad enough to think of extricating myself l)y a good haul on the Derby, and 
I lost every penny." 

" Well, what do ypu intend to do?" demanded Lady Charlotte, quietly. 

" I can manage my debts of honor out of the remainder of my principal, though there's 
very little of that leit ; and then I meant to sell up cveiything in South Street, and that 
will go far towards settling the remainder, and " 

"How do you mean to live yourself? '* said his mother. 

" I must go into the array, I suppose ; there's nothing else that I can see.** 

" As a private soldier? ** asked Lady Charlotte, in a sarcastic tone. Her son looked 
up quickly in her face, but there was that in his which made her eyes drop. Even she 
was ashamed to be detected in a sneer over his frank recital of follies which he regret- 
ted. So she added, in a manner which was almost apologetic, — 

" I mean, Keglnald, that you seem to have forgotten that an olflcer*s commission costs 
a great deal of money.** 

"I have not/orgotten It; and that Is the reason — I mean it's no use beating 

round the bush, mother,** he exclaimed, with a sudden air of resolution; " the long and 
the short of it Is, that I want you to lend me the money for a commission, and that 13 
why I came down here to-day.*' 

Lady Charlotte had not been prepared for this ; it had never been her fate to be applied 
to for money before by this prosperous elder son of hers, and the request took her by 
surprise. 

" Lend you the money, Reginald I Why you must be crazy I How do you suppose 
I am to lend you a sum of money like that? ** 

" It would not be so very much," he urged ; " only a few hundreds. You could lend 
it easily enough, mother, if you chose ; and I'll pay you every penny of it back again." 

His assertion that she could do It If she chose, nettled her, because it was so true. 
She arose from her chair and stood upon the hearth-rug, with a look of great determi- 
nation on her face. 

" Whether I can lend you a few hundreds or not, Reginald, Is my business. Whether 
I choose to do so, or not, is youi*s : and I do not choose. You were loft in more than 
comfortable circumstances, even after the failure of your fortune, and you have chosen 
to throw your money away In the most reckless manner. You have behaved in a way 
which has made us anything but proud that your name should be mixed up with our 
gijyn. You do not think that your notoriety —r your newspaper notoriety. Indeed — with 
a certain person who has made herself famous lately in its pages, was unnoticed in our 
home circle, I suppose, do you?" 

Rex bit his lip, and hung his head, at this mention of one of his post follies ; for it 
was a thing of the post, and he was heartily ashamed of it now. 

" That's an old story, mother," he observed. 

<< If it is, it is only one of the many, Reginald. Do you think I should be Justified in 
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giving you money that rightfully belonged to my other children, to be wasted, perhaps, 
in worse than follies like these ? " 

** I did not ask you to give it to me," answered her son. " I only wanted the money 
as a loan. I should pay it back in time/* 

" How am I to be assured of that? " demanded her ladyship. 

" Hang it 1 " exclaimed Rex, wrathftilly, as he, too, rose iVom his chair and confronted 
her; " l*m a man of honor, mother, if Tm nothing else. Isn't my word sulTieieut? I 
loiow you could rake up a lot of old stories against me, if you tried ; for I have lived too 
much alone, and been too much thrown upon the world for sympathy, to be a saint ; but, 
any^vay, they are things of the past. I've been living quietly enough lately, and iny 
worst crime has been my folly in attempting to build up a shattered fortune by an uncer- 
tain venture. However, I cannot undo it again, or God knows I would, as well as the 
whole of my past life ; but I can live soberly for the fhture, and that's what I mean to 
do." 

" Necessity is the mother of invention," observed Lady Charlotte, with another of her 
hard looks. 

*' Mother, it's no use standing there and saying cutting things. Will you lend the 
money, or not?" 

" No, Ecginald, I cannot do so. As you have made your bed, so you must lie on it ; 
my younger children must not suffer from your extravagance. To repay even a lew hun- 
dred pounds out of a comet's, or even captain's pay, you would lind an impossibility ; 
you would have barely suClcient to live on yourself. With your expensive habits and 
very expensive propensities, you would probably have to sell your commission in a 
couple of months. I am sorry I cannot assist you in any way." 

" What do you expect mo to do, then? " asked the young man, his eyes flashing as he 
spoke. " Go to the devil ? " 

" Really, Reginald," said his mother, " if you are going to stand there, and use such 
expressions as those, you will force me to close this interview (and she rang the bell as 
she spoke). I have pointed out to you the impossibility of my helping you out of your 
difficulties (* Carriage, John,* to the servant who answered her summons), and it ap- 
pears to me the matter ends there. To appeal to me as to what you must do, is a sim- 
ple folly. I never remember your asking my advice on any other occasion — when it 
might have been of more service to you than now." 

The young man's hot temper was rising very fast at his mother's indifference, and he 
could scarcely answer her. But he knew he had no actual claim upon her, and restrained 
the words wldch trembled on his lips. She prepared now to leave the room, in order 
to go to her carriage, and she held out her hand to her son in parting. 

**Good-by, Reginald," she said, and the sound of her voice was as cool as if she was 
speaking to a mere acquaintance. *' When you have settled what you shall do, I shall 
be glad to hear your plans." 

He gave her his hand, but no pressure followed the act. He did not echo her farewell ; 
he was too angry even to speak; and, man as he was, vrhcn he thought of the relation- 
ship between them, and what she might have been to hirj, something rose in his throat 
and made him afraid to trust his utterance. "NVhcn she had gone, he rang the bell vio- 
lently, and, on its being answered, ordered the servant to bring him something to 
drink ; and the man presently reappeared with wine. 

" Haven't you anything stronger than thia ? " Mr. Reverdon asked, as he looked con- 
temptuously at the decanter of sherry. " Bring me some brandy." 

And when it came at his desire, he emptied the tiny cut-glass bottle which contained 
It, at one draught, into his tumbler, and drank it, without stopping ; then ho caught up 
his hat and gloves and prepared to seek his cab. " Well, that chance is over I " Le said 
to himself, with a kind of half sad, half reckless laugh. *^ I must get home as fast as I 
can, and go In for Number Two. It really becomes quite exciting." 

But OS he was passing through the hall, a voice called to him from the half-closd 
library doors, — a roice which he could not resist, — and he went in to his brother 
Gabriel. 

<* Why, Rex," said the boy, " you were surely never going to leave the house without 
seeing me I I thought you would have come down yesterday, and expected you ail day 
— forgetting, stupidly, that It was the famous Derby day, and that of course you were 
there. Which horse won. Rex? " 

" Teddington," answered liis brother. "I think your father might have told you 
that, Gabriel." 

** My father's not come home yet," said the boy, " or I should have asked him, and 
xnamma won't let a soul open the papers but herself; and she says she has been too busy 
to-day., Is she gone out, Rex?" 

Rex nodded his head. 

<* Oh I Then we'll have a Jolly time to ourselves for once. Shall we go Into the gar* 
den, Rex?" 

" If you like, my boy ! " 
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Gabriel was siting In a reclining clialr — a chair on wheels, by which, when poshed 
lh>m behind, he could guide himself anywhere. He was never out of his chair, poor 
boy I except when he was In bed, and it had become as familiar to him now as walking 
and running about had once been. 

Hex took a chair himself, and sat down close to Gabriel, and rested his head upon the 
pillows by the side of his brother's. Then Gabriel said, — 

« What's the matter, Bex? have you a headache ? " 

<* No, child," was the answer ; but so sadly given that Gabriel's thin wUte hand stole 
round and laid Itself upon the thick masses of his brother's hair. 

" Then what's the matter? " he repeated, softly. 

« I've made a fool of myself, Gabriel," said Bex, looking up, << that's what's the mat- 
ter; never you do the same when you come to be a man, my boy. I've betted and 
gambled away my money, till teom. a rich man I've made myself a poor one. Can you 
understand that? You won't call me rich brother Bex any more, because I'm a great 
deal poorer than I hope you will ever be. I shall have to work for my bread now. 
Gabriel." 

The boy bnrst out laughing. 

*< I thought you were In earnest, Bex, at first," he said; "now I know that you are 
only in flm. Work for your bread, whilst your mother and father and brother and sis- 
ters have this house, and a carriage and horses, and everything they can want. What 
nonsense I " 

'< It isn't nonsense, Gabriel; It's sober truth. I lost all my money yesterday on the 
Derby. I tell you so, that when you grow up you may remember how much it cost me, 
and never do the same ; never bet, or gamble, or drink. They are the three things 
which ruin a man." 

" Dear Bex, don't look so sorry," whispered Gabriel, and his face went fondly up to 
his brother's, for he was still child enough to kiss him ; ** it is wicked of me, bat I can- 
not help almost feeling glad when I think of it. You will live with us, brother, now of 
course ; live here always. Oh I what jolly times we shall have " 

But the expression of Bex's fUce stopped the boy's prophecies of Aiture happiness. 

" Sha'n't you? " he added, dubiously. 

Bex shook his head. " No, Gabriel. I sha'n't live here, nor anywhere near here, I 
think. I don't know yet what I am going to do ; perhaps I may get into the army and 
go on foreign service — there is no saying." 

"Go on foreign service! Leave England! Oh, Bex!" and Gabriel's face over- 
clouded with dismay at the tidings, and his eyes filled with tears. 

" Don't be a child, Gabriel," said Bex, harshly. His words sounded so, but he could 
not trust himself to contemplate his young brother's tears, he was too near breaking 
down himself, when he thought of It. Gabriel looked ashamed of his emotion. 

" It was so sudden, Bex; I grow almost like a giri, sitting here in the same place day 
after day. But you were not in earnest, the last time, were you?" he added, lm« 
plorlngly. 

"No, no, of course not," answered his brother, gayly. "Pm as anxious to stay In 
England as you are to keep me, Gabriel. Let me wheel you out into the garden. It's a 
lovely day." And so he commenced pushing the wheeled chair . gently across the hall 
to the back of the house, where a terrace led gradually to the fiower garden and shrub- 
bery. It was a beautifully laid-out garden of no modem making, and the fine old trees, 
which were now only commencing to put forth their buds, aflbrded in summer a de- 
light(\il shade from the heat of the sun. As Bex wheeled the invalid boy along the 
gravelled paths and through the windings of the shrubberies he was assailed on all 
sides by little voices entreating his notice, and little hands trying to engage him to 
play. " Brother Beginald, do come and look at our garden." " Brother Begiuald, I 
am waiting to kiss you." " Come and see the new chicken, brother." " Brother the 
swan has two little ones." And with him It was — " Ada, my child, don't tread on my 
toes." "Laury, I can't go to see the little swans to-day." " Mary, you're pulling my 
beard." " Nurse, take baby off my coat-tails ; " and the baby, who by .the way was a 
great stout girl of eight years old, was disengaged by main force frona her brother's 
coat, only to be found clinging on again. It was strange that a man whom his own 
mother found herself unable to love, should have such powers of flisclnation over little 
children. But all Lady Charlotte's endeavors to restrain the inordinate affection of 
her second brood for their eldest brother had proved perfectly Ineffectual. He was still 
their idol and the heroes of their nursery games and the good .gentlemen in all their 
stories still faithAiUy continued to be " exactly like brother Bex, you know." 

Gabriel was very silent as his brother wheeled him through the garden, so silent that 
Bex noticed it, though only to himself; but as he turned down one of the shrubbery 
paths, and they were alone, he stopped the chair and came round to the A:ont. 

" Gabriel, what are you thinking of— of what I said about leaving England? ** 

And then Gabriel's hand went up to his fkce, and his tears burst forth, and te waa 
sobbing violently, — 
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** Oh, Rex I '* he said, though almost inarticnlately, " don't think the less of me; I 
know it's very childish, bat I can't help it. I think I should die without you." 

It was very childish, but somehow Kcx's voice seemed broken too, and he could not 
answer him. At last he said, but veiy thickly, — 

'* I won't go, Gabriel — I swear it. I didn't remember when I said so that there was 
one creature that loved me." 

'' I love you,'* said Gabriel, fervently, as he took his brother's strong hands in his 
own weak ones and kissed them again and again — " I love you. Rex, as my life ; " and 
he looked into his face as he spoke. The tones of his voice were so solemn that Hex 
was powerfully affected. 

'* God forgive me," he said, " for having forgotten it for a moment; and you forgive 
me too, Gabriel." 

He stooped and kissed his brother on the forehead as he spoke, and they were very 
quiet for a few minutes ; then Rex said, looking at his watch, — 

" Gabriel, I must be off; I have an engagement this evening in town. But I will run 
over to-morrow again," he added, in answer to the disappointment in the boy's face at 
his words. 

He wheeled the chair back into the house, and then walked rapidly away and flung 
himself into his cab. 

" I forgot Gabriel," was his thought as he drove homewards. " I believe the child 
would have broken his heart if I had left England. Perhaps it is all for the best No. 1 
has failed. I can't say I like the alternative ; but beggars mustn't be choosers, and 
that proverb comes home rather bitterly in my case. So now for No. 2. 



CHAPTER VI. 

XSOBEL FANE. 

**Fannt, these children have been in my room again to-day, turning everything 
topsy-turvy. It really is too provoking. I will not stand it any longer." 

The voice was that of Miss Fane, and the tones were raised, and decidedly energetic. 
By her side stood two or three children of the most troublesome ages, looking very 
like culprits caught in the act. 

<* I only turned my back for a moment," she went on to say, <*and they have upset 
the ink again, and thrown m^ papers all over the floor. I really think you might try to 
control them a little better. The whole comfort of the house is destroyed by tlieir uu- 
ruliness. What is the use of a nursery if they are not kept in it ? " 

The color of the speaker was heightened, and her lip trembled as she spoke. It 
must certainly have been very annoying. All the neatness of her pretty room de- 
stroyed and her little belongings disarranged by a parcel of mischievous, disobedient 
nephews and nieces. The lady she addressed seemed to take the matter very quietly. 
She stood leaning against the sill of the open door, without the least change in her 
apathetic features, as she listened to her sister's complaints. She was a woman of per- 
haps five and thirty, very pretty, very faded, and an evident slattern. As her imper- 
turbable countenance met the other's excited gaze, Isobel Fane's temper was disposed 
to rise very high. But she controlled herself, and merely said, — 

" Don't you intend to speak to them, Fanny? Are they to be allowed to disobey day 
after day, without even a reproof? " 

Then Mrs. Peyton said languidly, — 

" Horace and Emma, you are very naughty children to come into your aunt's room, 
and bring Fanny with you. Where's Ann? Why don't you go and play in the nursery 
with baby and Freddy? " 

The first question only was answered by the eldest boy and girl, who shouted at her 
In return, and both at once, — 

" Ann's gone out, mamma, with baby, and Freddy's in the kitchen with nurse." 

** Oh, is Ann gone out?" remarked ^Irs. Peyton, fretfhlly. "I never told her to do 
so, and I wonder what nurse is doing in the kitchen. I wish she would keep to her 
nursery. It's no use telling those servants to do anything; they will have their own 
way." 

Miss Fane's lip curled visibly. 

** Of course they will," she remarked, " if yon take no pains to secure yours. How- 
ever, I wish you would be kind enough now to order your children to go back to their 
nursery, for I am very busy this morning." 

*• What a fhss you make about nothing, Isobel," said her sister. '< Children, go up 
stairs, and mind you don't come down again till I give you leave." And then (as the 
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jonng ones slowly and reluctantly disappeared np one flfglit of stairs, where they re- 
mained stationary, hanging over the balustrades) she added, "I really don't sec that 
your papers are of so much consequence as all that. You arc not obliged to write 
tliem, or translate them, or whatever it is.** 

" Perhaps not," rejoined Miss Fane, quietly; " but my room is my own, and I wish it 
to be considered private. It is a great nuisance that I cannot keep it so without having 
to lock the door after me every time I go out or in." 

And then having re-collected the scattered papers, books, and pens, and wiped ap 
the spilt ink, Miss Fane settled herself again at her table, and looked as" if she was 
about to resume her employment. But Mrs. Peyton still lingered about the door. 

** Do you want anythilig more with me, Fanny ? " asked her sister, presently looking 
up from her writiug. 

** The boys' bills for last half have come in for the second time," said Mrs. Peyton^ 
leaving the door- way, and advancing to the table, as she placed two formidable-looking 
pieces of paper in point of size upon it. " They were sent to me at Easter, but I forgot 
lo tell you of them. I think they had better be paid now." 

Isobcl Fane looked annoyed as she laid down her paper again, 

** Of course they had," she said. " Why didn't you tell me of them before, Fanny? 
You should never leave school-bills unpaid, for the credit of the family. They seem 
very long ones this time," she added, as she ran her eye over the Items. 

** Are they?" said her sister, indifl'erently. ** The tailor's bills are included, I sup- 
pose ? " 

" Yes, so they always have been ; but allowing for that, they are nearly half as much 
again as they were last year." 

" Well," drawled Mrs. Peyton, " Robert is quite growing up you know, Isobel; and 
Charles and Tom are a good size. I suppose they begin to think of being in the fashion 
now." 

** In the fashion I " repeated Miss Fane ; " when the eldest is fifteen. What nonsense, 
Fanny 1 Don't encourage such folly. If Robert has gone in the fashion, he must go 
out again. They cannot require so many suits at schools. It is quite unnecessary." 

Sb<3 might have added, "Particularly when it is paid for with another person's 
money; " but Isobel Fane could be generous, and ignore the virtue. 

" Well, I think you are very hard upon the poor boys," whined her sister. " I am 
sure I shouldn't like to speak to Robert on such a subject. It would annoy him very 
much." 

" Oh I 111 speak to him myself," said Isobel, " and brave his annoyance into the bar- 
gain, Fanny. I would much rather send Horace to school with his brothers than spend 
the money on extra coats and trousers for Master Bob." 

Mrs. Peyton sunk down upon a chair ; her naturally pretty figure hidden by her untidy 
mode of dressing, her hair hastily arranged, if arranged at all, half falling over her 
shoulders, as she tried very hard to get up something between a cry and the whimper 
which ^the "put-upon" assume. 

** I believe you would like to see me turn all my children out of the house, Isobel," 
she said. " I don't believe you'd care if we were all dead." 

" Don't talk nonsense, Fanny," said her sister, sharply. She was not sharp by na- 
ture ; she had been made so by seeing for so many years this miserable daily exhibition 
of folly and weakness and want of energy. 

** A note, please, ma'am ; no answer." 

The servant had come in unexpectedly, and was as quickly gone, as she laid the 
three-concerned missive on the table. The sight roused Mrs. Peyton ; she forgot all 
about the hardness of her sister, and awoke to a fresh cause for complaint. 

" A refusal, of course," she said, as she seized the note. " It's always the -way when 
I give a party — all the best people reflise. I'm sure it's from Mr. Reverdon. And, oh ! 
Isobel," she added, as she stood with the note unopened in her hand, " there's nothing 
done about the supper yet, and no flowers ; and if I'm to wear that blue silk, it must be 
mended where I tore it at Mrs. Grouse's last week." 

" All right, never mind," said her sister, impatiently. *» I'll see to all that; who is 
your note from ? " 

" I'm sure nothing will be ready in time," urged Mrs. Peyton, whilst she slowly un- 
folded the note paper. " Ah, weUI I thought he wouldn't come; it's always the way 
with young men— an excuse, of course." 

Isobel Fane felt as if the morning had turned suddenly cold. 

" We can do very well without him," was all -she observed. 

" How can we do very well without him? " repeated her sister, in quite excited tone 
for her, " when you know that he was the only man coming who can sing." 

«* Sing ? " demanded Miss Fane. " When did he sing ? '* 

"Not Mr. Fairfield?" 

" I thought you said the note was from Mr. Reverdon." 

*' No, I never did," answered Mrs. Peyton, peevishly. " Pd rather Mr. Rererdon 
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stayed awaj a hnndred times. He*s no use except to look at. But I had set my heart 
upon Mr. Fairfield. It's always the way in this world." 

Isobel Fane felt as if the morning was too hot to be bearable. She bent over her 
paper, and the color flew to her face ; but her sister noticed nothing of the change in 
her countenance. 

" Well, are you going to help me, Isobel, or not?" she asked, presently, as she pre- 
pared to leave the room. " I thought you said you*d see to the supper-table being laid ; 
and I have no one to go to Covent Garden for the flowers." 

" r\\ help yon willingly, Fanny, by and by ; but surely there is no necessity for wor- 
rying yourself about it now. It is only half-past eleven. When I have finished this 
translation, which I must take to Miss Burnett to-day, I %vill go round by Covent 
Garden and choose the flowers. As for the supper being laid, you have the waiters 
coming at six, they can do all that, surely, without my help. And tell nurse to go back 
to the nursery and do your dress at once. Yon have plenty of servants, if you only 
knew how to manage them." 

" But nurse is so stupid about trimmings ; she has no taste." 

" Well, send my maid here, and I'll tell her to do it for you. You can surely explain 
to her yourself how you wish the dress trimmed." 

** I'm sure I*ve no idea now what we settled about it," answered Mrs. Peyton, with 
her most vacant expression. " I wish you could have done It, Isobel ; you can sit here, 
day after day, doing translations for a person who can do them very well for herself, 
but anything for your sister becomes a trouble, of course, — or you have no time. All 
that writing is not in the least necessary, and very little good, that I can see." 

The cold expression returned to Miss Fane's face. 

" That is my business, I think, Fanny," was all she answered. " I wish you would 
leave me to myself at present. I will see to your arrangements afterwards." 

When she was left alone again she recommenced writing, though her countenance 
still bore the expression of annoyance which had come over it at her sister's last words. 
The work she was engaged upon was the translation of some trival English romance 
Into French, intended for the benefit of some foreign Journal. In general; she was a 
free translator, being thoroughly acquainted with both languages, but to-day her pen 
went very slowly, and several times she stopped altogether, and gazed fixedly at the 
piittem on the carpet beneath her feet, as if she was looking there for the solution of 
the words she was about to transcribe. The sentence she had come to was as fol- 
lows : — 

" Love Is of no age, no clime, no disposition. The nature that feels it need not of 
necessity be young, the one who inspires it beautiful. As the atmosphere invisibly 
surronnds the earth, yet Is felt by all, so love, unseen, pervades every breast, though 
its temperature varies according to the heart that gives it birth." 

The sentence was easy enough, there was nothing in it that could puzzle her, yet she 
had only written the first word, " L'amour,'* and there she stayed. 

•* * No age, no clime, no disposition.* What a fool I am," she thought to herself, " to 
feel such an Interest about that boy." (The last word was given with quite a touch of 
rancor in its expression.) ^* What is it to me if he comes — or doesn't come ? At my 
a(?e, too 1 " 

As the thought struck her she pushed aside her writing materials, and walked through 
the folding doors, which divided the apartnients, Into'her bedroom. A largo cheval 
glass stood Just opposite to her as she entered ; she went straight up to it, and looked 
at her own reflection for a few minutes in silence. 

«« I wonder if I look thirty?" she soliloquized. "People see themselves with such 
dlflterent eyes to what strangers do. I wish I knew Just what I appear to the world." 

Whatever she appeared to the world, the reflection in her looking-glass was anything 
})nt an unpleasant one. 

Did she look her age ? Yes, quite. I am aware that I am doing a very bold thing in 
asking your interest on behalf of a heroine past seventeen, but I cannot alter facts, and 
Isobel Fane was really thirty years old. Of the middle height of woman, her figure 
moulded with a perfected grace that no figure of seventeen ever yet possessed with a 
slender throat, a firm, rounded bust, small waist, and delicate hands and feet, she 
might, so far, have stood for a model of a woman. Beyond this there was nothing 
strildngly handsome about her. She had a great deal of dark hair, which was all plainly 
taken back firom her small head, and dressed in a large knot low on her neck behind ; a 
fhlTf colorless skin, calm, sensible blue eyes, with dark lashes, and a tolerable set of 
features. But yet she was a remarkable-looking woman, remarkably clever, remarkably 
refined. Whatever she discovered ftom trying to see herself as the world saw her, 
the discovery did not seem to please her. The tears rose In her eyes as she gazed at 
her own reflection, and she turned away hastUy, and threw herself down on a little 
couch which stood near. 

** I look It lUlly," she said to herself impatiently, " I believe I look forty ; no wonder, 
considering the worry that I've hod for the last ten years ; and he —he is a mere boy 
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to me."— And then she Jumped up again and walked to the dressing-table and smoothed 
her smooth glossy hair, and as she did so she hiughed, Just to make herself bcliCTC that 
she didn't core. '< What foUy this is ! " she said, half aloud. '' 1 really don't know 
what's come to me. I believe I'm going mad. I thought I had done with this sort of 
thing years ago." 

And she gave a little sigh to the remembrance of a grave at Yentnor, and of the 
weary time that followed the closing of it. Women are strauge creatures. They can 
give a sigh to the memory of a lost lover, even at the time they acknowledge they have 
aU they wish for in this world in the possession of a new one. And this Isobel Fane 
was not yet ready to acknowledge. And so the sigh she gave was geuuine, and when 
she pressed her hand over her heart at the same time, she really thought that she still 
regretted that consumptive clergyman, and would have chosen him yet (if it were pos- 
sible) before the living glorious type of manhood, which was Ulling her heart, almost 
unconsciously to herself, in the Image of Rex Reverdon. 

" Poor Harold I " she said, softly. To have dreamt of another even was an ii^ury, 
in her estimation to the dead man, even though he had been buried for eight years at 
least. 

Long after a woman has really recovered fh>m a grief she clings to the idea that she 
still mourns, and is unwilling to part with it, and convince herself that she is cured. 
And so Isobel Fane put on quite a pretty little expression of melancholy as she said 
" Poor Harold I " and did not indulge herself with any more thoughts of the ** boy " nor 
say that she was "mad," but went back to her translation, and mastered the passage 
on love, without even giving herself time to pause and think, that if love cannot grow 
old, her own feelings might not be quite dead even at the mature age of thirty years. 

They were orphans, — these, two sisters, — orphans, and almost alone. Some ycara 
previously, nearly as far back as the date of Isobel's birth, a clergyman had been left 
widower, and all but heart-broken, In his far-off living away In Wales, with three little 
children to bring up and provide for — Fanny, Isobel, and Charles. The death of his 
wife left the Rev. Charles Fane bereft of all interest in his life, almost in his children. 
He had refUsed to bear the dispensation of the Almighty like a man or a Christian. 
He had weakly succumbed to his gilef, and nursed it, and cherished it, and allowed his 
slnfhl indulgence to militate against the welfare of his neglected family. He Imagined 
he was paying, by this means, a great compliment to the memory of the departed : that 
he was a martyr; that he had more to bear than anybody else in the world; and so he 
was selfish to his heart's content, and his children ran wild. When Isobel's godmother, 
Miss Murray, after whom she had been called, offered to take her godchild and adopt 
her entirely, the Indifferent father accepted the offer at once, and from five years of age 
Isobel knew no home but that of her godmother. Here she had every attention lav- 
ished on her and eveiy advantage of education so soon as she was capable of profiting 
by them. 

Isobel Fane was that very rare thing, a really well-educated woman. She had first 
been thoroughly grounded in all the more solid branches of learning, and then had 
added to them every accomplishment of which she was capable. She was naturally 
clever, but she was also naturally gay, so that her education showed itself more by her 
clear judgment and the quickness with which she grasped the meaning of any subject 
which was presented to her, than by any disposition to hard study or love of the 
abstruse. She had had sufQclent sense to drop by degrees those accomplishments for 
which she had no taste, and the only one which she now pursued with any ardor was 
that of painting. For languages she had always had a great inclination, and was mis- 
tress of several. At eighteen. Miss Murray had presented her to the world, an 
accomplished, gracefVd girl. At twenty she hod found herself living in her sister's 
house — her benefactress dead — herself in possession of all her fortune, which amounted 
to fifteen hundred a year. 

In the mean while, her fother had died, but not before he had married his daughter 
Fanny, at a very youthfbl age, to the first man who offered to take her off his hands, 
and who happened to be Mr. Peyton, a young barrister, who hod little to look to except 
what he earned ; but who was too much fascinated by the pretty face of Fanny Fane 
to resist matrimony when it was so readily sanctioned. Then disagreements at home 
arose between the father and son, relative to the latter's fhture profession, which ended 
by Charlie taking the law into his own hands, and running off to sea, which service he 
had subsequently cut, and had roved about America, living anywhere and anyhow. 
And then the selfish father died ; and I cannot help thinking was a good riddance. And 
Isobel was left protectorless, which was not half so fortunate, and came to live at No. 
15, Torrington Square, and to be subjected to a great deal of annoyance and to bear a 
great deal of Jealousy, because she was an heiress, and independent. 

And yet the Peytons had reason to rejoice at the fieict. They profited not a little by 
Miss Murray's money and Isobel's generosity. Hitherto they had scarcely lived. Mr. 
Peyton's Income, as derived from his profession, was purely nominal : if it had not 
been for a veiy diminutive annual allowance, which some grandfather or uncle of his 
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made them, they cotdd scarcely have all sttrviyed it. As it was, every year had brought 
an infant with it, until some ten or eleven, made the honse in Torrington Square over- 
flow. An unmarried sister with fifteen hundred a year, was not to be despised as a 
pcrmanant visitor. And generously Isobel discharged the debt she owed them. A 
marked change took place in No. 15, Torrington Square, after she came to settle down 
there. The fftded druggets were replaced with new carpets. The drawing and bed- 
room ftimiture increased and multiplied, and put on new attire till it scarcely knew 
itself. The children went to school, and every luxury the house contained came firom 
her ready purse. At the time of the consumptive clergyman's reign, the Feytons had 
sustained a great Mght. 

The idea of Isobel marrying, and going away flrom them (fifteen hundred a year 
included) was anything but palatable. I am afraid they were not sony when that sum- 
mons came Arom Yentnor, for the girl he loved to go down and see him once more 
before he died. I am afraid they did not regret the quenching of that young life, the 
closing of all those bright hopes, as they ought to have done. For it was a great grief 
to Isobel, and they nught have sympathized with her. She was very young at the 
time, hardly past her coming of age, and she had been looking forward to a long life of 
happiness with her lover, who must have been a good fellow, or she would not have 
loved him. Doubtless it was all for the best ; he might have been a peevish invalid all 
his life, and turned this bright woman into a nurse ; or she might have wearied of him, 
who knows? Perhaps if you and I had fulfilled the first romance we dreamt of, when 
our years were few, and we little thought the hopes we cherished would never come to 
pass — that romance which still appears so tender in the retrospect, so desirable 
rbecause unMfilled) — we might not have been so contented as we are. Love's young 
dream is so apt to turn out all a mistake. But we don*t think so, or we won't think so 
at the time. Isobel Fane didn't think so, when her consumptive lover died at Yentnor. 
She imagined she was desolate forever. She went back to Torrington Square and 
shut herself up for months. When the first trouble had passed and she began to look 
about her again, she found that her brother and sister had taken care that her purse 
should not lie idle. From that time she was periodically called on to pay for many 
luxuries, the use of which had been commenced during her months of apathy and 
indifilerence to outward things, but which were never given up afterwards. She had 
paid for all these things now for so long, that it was looked on quite as a matter of 
course that she should do so — too much a matter of course she sometimes thought; 
but still she paid cheerftilly, only wishing that money had power to procure quiet and 
regularity and order in that most unruly and ill-managed household. Whether from 
natural indolence, or fh>m the first years of her married life having been spent in a 
round of poverty and ill-health, Fanny Peyton seemed to have grown perfectly inca- 
pable of keeping anything like order in her house or flimily. Her children were 
disobedient and unmanageable, her servants uncontrolled, her husband ill-tempered, 
and herself alWays complaining. And the whole brunt of the mismanagement— the 
children's naughtiness, servants' shortcomings, husband's harshness, and wife's grum- 
blings — seemed to fall upon the devoted head of Isobel Fane. If her money could cure 
them, well and good ; quiet reigned for a few hours : but if not, no other steps were 
taken to remedy the ill. Isobel had ftimished a couple of rooms for herself with her 
usual good taste, and these she tried to keep private ; you have seen with what success. 
Here she had lived for ten long years, her routine of life little diversified, except by 
eayety, and gayety was a thing she did not care for. She had never mentioned the sub- 
ject of marriage since the death of her first lover, and the Peytons had given up the 
idea that she would ever do so, and considered themselves secure of her for life. Of 
course she had had oifers, — what woman would not, with a comfortable income of her 
owup —but she had never dreamed of accepting one for a moment. She never intended 
marrying. She said so openly, and so she thought. The translations her sister reviled 
her with employing herself upon were not done on her own account. Whilst she had 
lived with her godmother, a Miss Burnett had been her governess for several years, 
and Miss Burnett had ftillen into ill-health, and became unable to fill her situation, and 
was living in humble lodgings in London, and supported herself by translating and 
compiling articles for the various periodicals and reviews, being an accomplished 
woman, as her pupil testified. Isobel had a most affectionate heart. She would have 
IK)nred out half the contents of her purse, if her old governess would have accepted it 
from her; but she knew Miss Burnett too well to ofl^r it even. But as the old lady 
got more offers of employment than she could well folfil, her pupil had commenced by 
assisting her a little occasionally, until she had ended by assisting her a great deal at 
all timefs. When Miss Burnett remonstrated with her on the trouble she was giving 
herself, Isobel would laugh, and say it was only reminding what she had already received 
fh>m her governess. And the occupation had really become an eqjoyment to her, and 
she would have greatly missed it if she had given it up. . It was self-imposed, but it 
waa continuous and healthful, and kept her fh>m brooding over herself. She trans- 
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Ijtted now as regularly as Hiss BnmeU did, and by t)iat means neariir doubled her old 
ftiend's income. 

And Rex Bever^on, the *^ boy,** how had he come to interest her? 

Siofiply by seeing him often. The Peytoi^ were not. averse to paying off their debts 
qf hospitality at their sister's expense, cpnsequently the house in Torrington Square 
was olten lighted up. . Isobel seconded the motipn. She liked the excitement, the 
diversion to their daily life. She could not have borne to go out herself to others* 
houses, and know that it would not be so In retnm. Hr. Halkett had known Mr. Fey- 
ton for some years : it was through his mea;^9 that Kex Keverdon h^d been Introdi^ccd 
to them about a twelvemonth before. From the first, Isobel Fane had acknowledged 
that this yoipig Saxon-lqoki^g ge^tlema^v with his yellow beard and bliie eyes, had 
possessed an interest for her. She had looked at him first in an artistic point of view. 
She thought he would make a splendid model for a ''Cceur de Lion,** in a f^w yeurs, or 
for anything else that was intended to be fair and finink and manly. By and by she 
caught herself looking at him, with i^o partlculi^ view tp art, and was angr}' in her 
own heart for doing so. Indeed, anger was the only point she had ever yet allowed 
herself to attain with respect to him. Whenever she thought qf him she was angry, 
and yet she went on thinking. If Isobel had imagined others, had noticed her prefer- 
ence, she would have denied the feeling altoge:ther. Apd yet it x^xxst have been noticed, 
else why did Mr. Halkett mention the fhct to his ftiqnd, and startle him with the new 
idea presented to him. Perhaps Isobel Fane was not positively '* in love ** with Kex 
Beverdon, but she stood on dangerous ground with respect tp him .— dangerous, that, 
is to say, if he began to woo her. She cared for him quite s^fficiently to believe him 

readily. She cared for him . Well, you will see before long how much she cared 

for him, and you will believe it too, notwithstanding the. sigh whiclv ^companied the 
words she uttered as she gazed at herself in tl^ loolung-gla^s. 



CHAPTER VII. 

A MBETINa IN OOYBMT QABDBK. 

One o'clock struck, and she was still busily engaged at her translation^ but it was 
nearly finished, and as a loqd gong sent its discordant tones reverberating all over the 
house, she hastily scratched off the concluding Unes, and arranging her hair and dress 
a&esh, ran down to the dining-room fiopr. 

*^ Where is Mrs. Peyton? ** she asked of the servant in attendance, as she entered 
the apartment, to find the luncheon in readiness, and five children seated round the 
table, waiting for their dinner, but no one visible to preside over thjBpi. 

"In her room, miss.** 

<' Have you told her luncheon is waiting? " 

"Yes, miss ; but Mrs. Peyton is not ready. She wishes yon to go on without her." 

. With a sigh of impatience, Isobel set herself to lier task* She knew well from bitter 

experience, what " goii^g on ** without her sister meant, — attending to the wants and 

settling the disputes of a fiemuly of quarrelsome, young cormorants, while she got no 

luncheon herself. 

" Why doesn't Master Horace begin his dinner? ** she asked presently, when she had 
served mutton all round, and had time to look aboul; her. 

" He won*t eat it, if you please, miss. He says he wants the stew.** 

" You can*t have stew, Horace ; eat your dinner directly, like a good boy.** 

But Horace didn*t seem to see things in the same light ; he thrust out his hands tow*!* 
ards the dish he coveted, and drawing it carelessly in bis own direction, upset half of it 
on the table and half on his sister Emma, who sat next him. 

" You*re a very naughty chUd, Master Horace,** exclaimed the servanii, mshijig to. the, 
rescue. 

" It was her I ** retorted Horace^ without the least respect for gramm$ur^ as he turned 
and pitched into his little sister. 

" Oh i aunt Bell, Horace has pinched me so t ** sacceeded by a loud roar* 

"I didn't.'* 

"Come here at once, sir," begaif^ Ispbe). 

«Isha'n*t." 

" Aunt Bell, I want potatoes." 

" He's hurt me so dreadfUD^, aunt BeU." 

" rll tell mammsi of you, iaiss**' 
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And then the water jug was upset all over the table bsrthe youngest of the party -^ 
figed two and a half. 

" Oh, where is Mrs. Peyton? " exclaimed Isobel in despnlr, as the tomnlt seemed to 
mcrease every minute, and the unruly little horde paid not the least attention, how- 
ever much she screamed at them. '' Is she never coming, Mary ? " 

<*I'm sure I don't know, miss ; I told mistress ever so many times as luncheon waef> 
ready, but she was lying down till the very last." 

" Where's the nurse, then ? " * 

** She's having her dinner, miss." 

" Well tell her she must leave it till afterwards, and come to the children instead: 
They are beyond me. Take that knife ih>m Miss Fanny ; and, children^ what do you 
mean by getting up fh>m your chairs like that? You must sit still till dinner is over." 

She leaned her head against her hand^ and was; silent till tho nurse sheared. Her 
quiet awed the children; they thought something was wrong, and they were frightened; 
Soon the nursery potentate was busy amongst them. When order was restored, Isobel 
rose sloWly to leave the room. 

'' Call me a cab, Maiy, please," she said; tar a caniage was a luxury the Peytons 
bad not yet had the assunmce to start on her credit, and she had never wished to start 
it on her own. 

<< Iior*, miss ! you are never g<^ng.out without a bit of luncheon," said the maid, in 
horror at the proceeding, <* and you had next to no breakfast tMs morning. Do sit' 
down again, and have something before you start:" 

Isobel walked back to the table, and hasjtily swallowed a glass of Wine. 

" I couldn't eat," she said, in apology. "Those children are enough to take dway" 
any one's appetite. I shall be ready lu ten minutes, Mary ; " and she went up stairs as* 
she spoke. 

'< You're a set of naughty, tiresome, disobedient children," exclaimed Maiy, address- 
ing the entire posse of young Peytons in one breath, and with a determined stress on 
all her adjectives, " and if I was your ma, I'd whip you all round, that I would, to gO' 
and put your poor auht off her lunch in that way; it's enough to make one shake you 
well, that it is." 

And the expression of feeling was genuine, for Isobel Fane was first flivorlte, par exr 
eellence, in the lower regions of 15, Torrington Square. As she <:limbed the long flight 
of stairs, for which town houses are so famous, she did so wearily. Her mind was* 
wearied, not her body. It was no feeling, her life was made i^ of it. After she had 
dressed herself in her walking things, she tapped at her sister'« bedroom door, before 
she descended the stairs again. Fanny's voice, evidently flurried, — she always was 
florried if there was anything, to do, — answered to the same. 

"What! not ready yet?" was Isobel's remark, as* she entered and saw her sister 
with a very heated face, struggling to get into her dress. " Luncheon has been on the 
table for half an hour ; I suppose the children have neatly finished by this time." 

<< Have you left them, Isobel? " demanded Mrs Peyton, in an injured tone. 

"Yes, with nurse," answered her sister, carelessly; "they are beyond me, I have 
often told you so, Fanny« I am going out now. What sort of flowers do you want at 
Covent Garden? " 

" Oh ! an;- sort that will look well in the ipirgnM* You are not going alone, Isobel, 
are you?" 

" Who am I to go with ? " she rejoined. 

" It seems so «trange, — a girl going about London alone." 

" I'm not a girl," sold Isobel ; " and if I were I'm going in a cab. Miss Bumett win 
come with me to Covent Garden, I dare say." 

" I hope you're not going to stay out oU the afternoon, and leave me to see after every- 
thing by myself/' 

" I will be bock as soon as I con, Fanny; but of necessity- it cannot be very soon*' 
Didn't you ask me this morning to go and see if Mdlle. Colzaitti can come and sing' 
to-night? and then there's the .box for thfe Opera to be got from Cramer's' for to- 
morrow." 

"Very well," said Mrs. Peyton, with a sigh of martyrdom: " I suppose, as usual, 
everything will Dftll upon me. I sh&'n't have time to get my luncheon us it is;" 

Isobel might have retorted : " Thanks to your children, no more shiall I." But shie 
called out, " Good-by, then, tUl we meet," instead, and ran lightly down the staircase 
to the hall. 

The cab was waiting for her at the door. 

" Where to, miss?" She gave the address, r-^ not a hlgh^otrnding one; but>Miss < 
Bumett could have ill afibrded a better situation. She was obliged to be content with ^ 
a couple of fon^sbed rooms i&«^«Baall street leading on* of a.^iet sq«aj^= soinewhiere 
at the top of Oxford Street. But though the snrroinidl]igs were - so humblei there was > 
little doubt that the person who welcomed Isobel so warmly a& she ran- up those nar- 
row stairs was as mnch a lady a»lM)X£elf. She wa» atUttle^ womaa- of perbHj^- fii^^ 
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perhaps more, with a kind, benerolent foce, and genuine, womanly eyes, which ac- 
corded well with the gray hair in quiet bands, which shaded them. She came out on 
the little landing to meet her visitor, and took her in arms and kissed her. 

'' My dear child," she said, " I thought you would come to-day." 

Her pupil was a child to her still, though womanhood had crept upon her for so many 
years. 

*< Of course you, did," rejoined Isobel, gayly, as she entered the sitting-room, and - 
laid her roll of MS. ift)on the table. " Why, to-morrow is press-day, isn't it, and how 
.would the editor look if my contributions were not forthcoming ? Who chose that story, 
idiss Burnett ? It's very poor ; it will never take." 

" The editor, my dear, — at least I believe so. Has it been troublesome to you ?" 

<* No ; but I hope the last part is all right. You must look over it. Miss Burnett. I 
was hurried this morning. Fanny has a party to-night, and the house is, of course, out 
of windows." 

*< Hurried or worried, Isobel? " asked Miss Burnett, quietly. 

Isobel looked up quickly. 

" Worried I What should /have to worry me ? " 

" My dear child." Miss Burnett said the words rather sadly, and she laid her hand 
upon Isobel's head, ft*om which the bonnet had been removed. As she spoke, some- 
thing in the touch, the action, and the tone of her voice struck the younger woman's 
heart, and she burst into tears. 

Suddenly, without other warning, into a hail-storm of grief, which passed as quickly 
as it came, leaving no trace behind it except a bright heated patch of red on either 
cheek. Before her governess had time to question or remark, Isobel Fane Jumped up 
from the choir on which she sat, and was herself again. 

**Now, old lady," she said, as she assumed an air of nonchalance, and tied on her 
bonnet again before the glass, as if she were afraid to continue a tete-a-tete any longer, 
'^are you coming out with me or not? because I can't stop here all the afternoon. I 
have a dozen places to go to, winding up with Covent Garden, and I want your com- 
pany. Get on your bonnet, there's a dear old thing, and let's be going." 

" But, Isobel, my love " 

<* Don't ask your love anything," she added, in a tone of great earnestness. " She 
is the child you call her, or she would behave herself more like a sensible woman. Can 
you come or not? " 

" Of course I can, my dear. Only too glad to be of use to you." And Miss Burnett 
sought her bedroom without venturing another remark upon the behavior of her old 
pupil. 

The commissions were accomplished, the signora was disengaged, and would be 
charmed, on condition of an amicable exchange in the shape of pounds, shillings, and 
pence, to make one of the guests at Mrs. Peyton's that evening, and consent to sing not 
more than three times during the festivities, and one of the best boxes in the royal tier 
of her Majesty's Theatre had fortunately remained on hand until Miss Fane secured it. 
So far, so good, and then the order was given for Covent Garden Market. 

" We shall be lucky if we succeed as well in this commission as we have in the others," 
was Isobel's remark to her fHend, as she looked at her watch. '* Half-past five, I had 
no idea we had been so long at Mdlle. Colzatti's. All the best flowers will be gone." 

The season was advanced for the time of year, and yet it was already dusk under the 
market arcade, and the lamps lighted in several of the windows, as the two ladies de- 
scended from the cab to walk to the shop they usually employed. Isobel was busily 
engaged in the back part of the shop, whilst Miss Burnett only stood by her side, and 
listened as she discussed the advisability of having this flower, or the feasibility of ob- 
taining the other, and contrasted the merits of the difi^erent-hued foliage. She was Just 
commenting upon the number of flowers that she wanted, and the high price they were 
at that early season, when a gentleman hastily came into the shop, — a large, well- 
dressed man, — unknown to Miss Burnett — well-known to Isobel Fane. It was Rex 
Beverdon. Isobel's telltale tongue stopped its chatter at once as she recognized the 
outline of his flgurd, as he advanced beneath the flaming Jet of gas — his features. He 
was apparently in a great hurry, for he spoke rapidly, and in an authoritative tone, 
** Make me up a bouquet at once, please. I can't wait long." 

" What kind, sir? " demanded the girl behind the counter — a pretty young Jewess, 
with most seductive eyes. 

" I don't know. The handsomest you can. What flowers have you? " • 

" Stephanotis — moss-roses — Cape Jessamine — geraniums " and the girl ran over 

a list of hot-house flowers which she had declared to Isobel a minute before were un- 
procurable for love or money. 

'< I don't care what it's miade of," was Ilex's answer, and in no quiet tones, '< so long 
fts it is good. I want the best you can give me." 

The words struck on one of his hearers' hearts like a chill. She wondered who it 
was for, since he seemed so anxious about its perfections. 
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" We bod better get home, my dear, had we not? ** asked the qniet voice of BOss Bur* 
nett, as she saw that IsobePs parchases were completed. 

*^ Oh, no I not yet, wait a minate,** said the other, in a low voice of excitement. " Let 
tbat gentleman finish his bnsiness, first.*' 

She dreaded attracting his notice in passing ont; she always did dread meeting him 
or speaking to him, either in public or private. Now she drew further back into the 
dark portion of the shop, and listened breathlessly to the tones of his voice, whilst Miss 
Burnett acquiesced in her desire, without guessing its motive. The pretty Jewess was 
not disposed to lose time, whilst she held her foundation of moss and myrtle down- 
wards, and inserted the wire-strung flowers firom underneath, turning the bouquet round 
every minute, to Judge of the elfect she was producing. She was very busy, —other 
customers were waiting to be attended to, — but not too busy to turn her dark eyes 
OccasioniUly upon the gentleman she was serving, with a glance that was intended to 
be very killing. But her looks were lost upon Hex; he leaned against the counter, 
widting for* his bouquet, with his eyes upon the ground, or anywhere but directed 
towards his fair servitor. 

" This will be a guinea one," she said, presently. " I suppose you know that." 

<'I don't care if it's two guineas," returned Rex, shortly, *'as long as I have it 
quickly." 

" Are you In such a great hurry," she asked, " to get away? " 

Eyes again ; but he saw them no more than before. 

** Yes, I am rather," he pleaded ; '*got an engagement." 

" A very pailicular one ? " demanded the girl. 

He became aware now that she wanted a quiet flirtation with him, and he looked up 
accordingly. He was not very good at withstanding temptation of this sort. But the 
pretty Jewess overreached herself in her next words. The bouquet was completed 
now, and she was putting it up in its paper. But before she handed it across the coun- 
ter to him, she said, with an arch smile, — 

" Now, before you have it, you must tell me who it la for ? " 

Bex Beverdon's fSoce changed directly at this piece of "impertinence. Had he been 
alone in the shop, he would probably have laughed it off, considering the lips that utter- 
ed it, but he had distinguished the flgures of ladies standing in the background, and he 
was nettled at this quiet impudence before strangers. He took the flowers, and pre- 
pared to leave the shop. 

" That is my business, and not yours," was his curt answer as he did so. 

'* What a shame I " said the girl, laughing, to one of her companions as he disap- 
peared ; " something's put him out to-night." And then to Miss Fane, '* Are your flow- 
ers not packed yet, miss? Ill send them to the carriage at once, if you like to go 
forward." 

As Isobel Fane left the shop door, she could just discern, at the entrance of the arcade, 
Beverdon givins the flowers to his groom to hold as he Jumped into the cab, and tooft 
the reins fh>m mm. And then he dashed off towards his house, having made this little 
detour on his way firom Wimbledon in order to procure his bouquet. 

They sat in the cab for some minutes before the flowers arrived and were stowed 
away. Isobel was very silent during that time. She could not help wondering who 
tbat bouquet was for that he need to have been so very particular. She supposed he 
was paying attention to some girl or other — perhaps engaged to some one ; nothing 
more likely, with his f&ce and his wealth. Isobel Fane was not in love with him ; but 
one of those pangs of female Jealousy, which so little will give birth to, but which are 
so bitter to bear, rose up in her heart, and felt like a very good imitation of the master 
passion. As they were driving toward Torrington Square, Miss Burnett's curiosity 
could keep asleep no longer. 

'' What is the matter, my dear Isobel? " she said. " Are you not well? " 

" Quite well, Miss Burnett." 

" Why are you so silent, then? " 

" I was thinking." 

"Of what?" 

<> Of many things," answered Isobel, and truly; "one— that I am tired, and don't 
Ibel very much inclined to dress for a party directly I get home." 

" Is your party to be a laige one ? " 

"Yes, rather." 

Miss Burnett saw it was useless hoping for more than mere answers to her questions, 
and so she came to the point at once. 

" Isobel, how are you all getting on at home, now? " 

Miss Fane had been seated at the opposite side of the cab to her fHend, but she 
changed her position at these words, and placed herself next to her. 

" Much the same as usual," she said, as she took Miss Burnett's hand in hers, and 
pressed it affectionately. 

•« No better 7** 
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«. ** No ; bow i&oold we ? ^'he Lord of Misnile still reigns paxsBiomit. Tmaj seems 
incapable of altering the state of things, and Frederick Indifferent. The three boys are 
coming home next month, when the house will be worse than ever, I expect. I wish X 
was well out of it." 

" I wish you were, n^ydear," echoed her ftiend. 

** Now if Charlie had only stayed in England instead of mnning off in that mad man- 
ner, or stuck to .his profession when he had chosen it," resumed Isobel after a pause, ^^ J 
jnight have kept his house for him, and I should have Uked that. Poor dear Charlie I ** 

** Have you heard from him, Isobel? " 

** No," she answered, sadly ; *' not a word. It is two years now since he wrote to us. 
Perhaps he is dead, or married, and foigotten^dl about us." 

** I wish you were married, Isobel." 

" Do you, dear ? I don't." 

'* Do you never mean to do so ? '* 

*' Never/" , 

Miss Burnett quite jumped at the force which Isobel threw into the last word, and 
could not forget H afterwards. 

*< I wonder what is the matter with the dear girl," she thought to herself, as the cab, 
having deposited Isobel in Torrington Square, was ordered to take her back to her 
own lodgings ; ** she is certainly altered lately : less cheer Ail and hopefVil, more silent 
and uncommunicative. She can't be thinking of that dead man still! Eight years 
ago 1 It seems very improbable — and yet, she is a -woman." And l^liss Burnett fell to 
tMnking of a certain far-away yet unforgotten romance in her own life — ^ a hope which 
^ad been set and sprung up, and even blossomed, but which had withered before it 
42ame to flower. She had not replaced it by another hope ; she had loved tlie dead 
better than a hundred living I Her pupil's heart might be made of the same materials 
as her own. The thought of it made her lonely evening still more sad and lonely. 

In the mean while, Isobel had entered her home again, and found it in greater con* 
fusion than ever. The hall was AiU of the fUmitufe of the dining-room, which had 
.been turned out to rnt^e room^for the supper. Servants were runniug here and there, 
doing things in their own fashion, half which* had to be undone again, because there 
was no ruling mind to give them tlic proper directions ; and, above all, rose the con- 
Dasion of dinner being carried up stairs in some back room, -r- and the cries of neglected 
children, who were factious because they were not allowed to go down stairs and see 
what the noise was all about. In the midst was Mrs. Peyton, looluug perfect^ dis- 
traught at the conftislon around her, and utterly unable to say what she washed to be 
4one. 

She hailed her sister's advent with evident relief, though with a good many re* 
preaches. 

<* How late you are, Isobel! I have been working the whole afternoon; and are 
Roseau the flowers you've got? ithey'll never flU the epergnes, I'm sure; and who is 
to arrange them? Dinner is just going up into the little breakfast-rQom." 

** I couldn't come sooner. Mademoiselle Colzattl was out, and we had to wait till 
she came in. It is only half-past six. Are the waiters come ? " ^e added, addressing 
A servant, 

*< Yes, miss; and the supper's every bit ready, down stairs." 

"Then, Where's the hurry? Come, Fanny, you go upstairs and make yourself easy. 
I'll do all this directly. Mary ! fill the epergnes and the drawing-room vases with 
iwater, and let the men move all these tables and chairs into the children's play-room." 

She walked into the dining-room as she spoke, and threw off her bonnet and gloves* 
7he waiters «ame in and lit the gas-chandelier for her, aiid stood by and admired the 
quickness and the taste with which she grouped her flowers and arranged their back- 
ground of dai^ leaves and feiins. She .did not complain once of the trouble, as she 
stood by the sideboard— her mantle still on her shoulders — cutting stalks, sorting the 
different colors, and walking away every minute or two, to judge of the effect she was 
producing. Only once she gave a little sigh, but as quickly checked it. 

*' Are you tired, miss? " asked Mary, respectfully, as she stood near her, holding the 
^Mssors. 

" A little, Mary. I shall ^ gla^ when bed-time comes. Is everything prepared for 
this evening?" 

"Everything, miss. If missus wouldn't worry .herself, as I teU her, we could do 
jeYerythifig qfi&t well by ^oiurae^ves. The tea and coffee and that is ready to be laid 
here, as soon as you've done your flowers ; and tibe suiter, Mr. Watkins have put It 
out on the two kitchen tables, and I am sure It look beautiful I " 

^* Well, lighifc «9 the gas, then, aad you'll be ready. I suppose dinner has gone up ? " 

" Oh, yes, miss ! some time a^o." Which assertion was eoniOnned by the entrance 
ff ajiother seryiml;, who had bi^n sent down by Mrs. Peyt<w with a message to know 
If Miss Fane was never coming to dinner, — and so she went up. 

When she sat down to it she could not eat. Isobel often wondered why, wheae^er 
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they gave a pifligr, they wfere obliged to often go althost wlthiHit df inier tit all. I^e did 
not wonder to Bee that her brother-in-law was absent. He knew better than to ednib 
home on the evening of one of his wife's entertainments, and was, doubtless, liiakin^ 
himself very comfortable at the St. JamesS or elsewhere. Fanny did not seem M 
notice her sister's want of appetite. She ate plentiiWy herself, as she did at most 
times. As the cloth was being removed^ she said, — 

^* I hope yon will dress early, Isobel, because some one must be dressed by nine 
o'clock in case any of them come ; and you know how much I have to do." 

<* I know you are never ready,*' said Isobel, laughing, as she rose from the table, 
"Yes, Fanny. I will be sure to be in time." 

As she entered her bedroom, her own maid, Ellen, met her with a look of great im- 
portance. In her hand she held a whiee-ptfpered parcel, Tilftnistakable as to its con- 
tents, with its tapering stem an4 large round top. 

" This came whilst you were at dinner, miss, and I brought it straight up here." 
And here Ellen paused fbr her mistress to Ihform her whether it was an order or a 
present. Isobel's heart stood still ; she took the bouquet from her servant's hand and 
tore off the paper. Tes, it was the same that she had watched the making of ~ moss- 
roses, stephanotis, and a dozen others, fresh from the hot-house. She was trembling 
with pleasure, and yet she said, quite quietly, -^ 

"No message, Ellen?" 

"Ko, miss; twas a man-servant brought it, Mary says — looked like Mr. Rever- 
don's." 

" WeD, I don't want you yet, Ellen ; you can go until I ring for you." 

Ellen was almost as reluctant to go as her mistress was anxious to get rid of her; 
but she had no excuse. So after smoothing the folds of the white silk dress which li^ 
bn the bed, she slowly left the room. 

What deceivers, by natute, women are, where their feelings are concerned I Isobel'ii 
breast was in a tumult of pleasure, her head was going round with Wonder, and yet she 
showed none of it I 

"For 17W — did he get it for me f " she thought, as she found herself alone ; and her 
features underwent all the varying expressions that they would have done had she been 
speaking — "WTky?" 

For Rex Reverdon, though he had often Visited at the house, and always been on 
flriendly terms with all the fiimily, had never been guilty of such a piece of gallantry 
towards her before. The words he had used to the girt in the flower shop, that he did 
not care how much it cost, — his indifference to her fliscinations, — all rushed back 
upon Isobel's mind with the clearness of a picture. As she thought of it, and ga^ed at 
her flowers, she saw that the hand in which she held them shook. 

" Oh, dear 1 " she exclaimed, as if a sudden foar sttruck her, " I hope Tin toot going to 
ftll in love with him. Goiflg," she repeated to herself, indignantly, " I won't, I'm not 
a girl of seventeen. I won't do it. However, it's very kind of htm to think of it. 
I suppose he Wished to be polite. He has been here several times." 

And so she determined it was intended for a species of payment for past civilities, 
and put it away from her sight whilst she arranged her hair in the same style she had 
worn It in the morning. She never wore flowers on her head ; it was one of " Isobel's 
extraordinaiy crotchets " (as her sister said) ; but, nevertheless, when she was dressed 
In her white silk dress, with its ample overskirts of clear tulle, and a fbw handsome 
articles of jewellery about her neck and arms, no one could have called her under* 
dressed. 

As she descended to the drawing«-tt>om she encountered her sister, actually ready; 
The two women looked a great contrast. Fanny, who always wore her fair hair in a 
species of half-dishevelled state, having an idea, 1 believe (not unlike that of some of 
the beauties of the present day), that it was very becoming and interesting^ wore a 
mass of flowers Interwoven with it, and looked very much as if she had been coifed 
over night, and gone to bed in her wreath, and never taken it off since. Her blue silk 
dress was half slipping off her shoulders; her gloves did not tt her properly; her 
worked handkerchief was too heavy for her dress. In fhct, take her when you would^ 
she was always a woman without taste. As het eyes fbll oh the magniflcent bouqttet 
which Isobel carried, she began as usual. 

"Well, Isobel, I think you might have brought me a bouqhet Whilst you were about 
It. Of course, if you stayed to have a thing like that made upj it's no wonder yoil 
Were late. I should like to know how much it cost Just fleincy speiiding money on 
one's self like that.'* 

Isobel ought to have said that the flowers were a present, but somehow she didn't 
like to do so. Fanny was so foolish, eke might tky to make soinethihg out of it ; so she 
allowed the hnputation to rest upon her of having spent some of her o^n money upon 
herself. 

" I did not think of bringing yotl a bou<|uet) Fanny, at I certahily would have done 
10. I ^on't forget it hext time." 
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And her sister sold it was just like her, and everybody in the house was thought of 
before herself. And then the first double knock resounded through the hoU, and sent 
them both hurrying down into the reception room, to be seated in state, and look 
as if they had expected their guests for the last hour. 



CHAPTER Vin. 

SCB. AKD MBS. PETION AT HOME.- 

The brandy which Bex Beverdon had swallowed at his mother's house began to have 
its due effect upon him when he came out again into the open air. It was not the first 
he had had that day^ and we all know how a little false excitement acts upon the mind, 
and makes things appear, for the time being, in a better light. Long before he had 
reached town again, chance No. 2 had ceased to appear so very formidable a thing to 
encounter. '* Hang it ! ** he said to himself, as he made his horse's heels answer to the 
excitement going on in his own breast, <* after all she's only a woman, and I oughtn't to 
be afraid of them by this time." As the false influence gained the ascendency, he put 
away the thought of Pearl Ashton from him resolutely. " What are women, when you 
come to think of them, that we should ever let them bother us for a moment? One's as 
good as another, if a man will only look at the thing in its proper light." 

And then it struck him that it wouldn't be such a bad idea to go round by Covcnt 
Garden Market and get a bouquet for Miss Fane. Bex had very little notion of the 
means of winning a woman's love, except by presents. Even Pearl Ashton, though he 
would have indignantly refuted the assertion, wheedled him, unconsciously to himself, 
out of half the things he gave her. And so he thought the best bouquet he could pro- 
cure for money would be a very good means of paving the way with Isobcl Pane for 
some of his soft nothings that evening. And so it was, for women are always more 
touched by an offering of flowers from the other sex than they would be by any other 
gift. There is a grace, and an elegance, and a tenderness about the blossoms them- 
selves, which seem to breathe of more than the mere action of giving them would imp- 
ply. I believe, where a woman loves a man, or suspects that he loves her, that flowers 
from him are better to her than silver and gold — each petal appears redolent of silent 
passion. 

When Bex reached home he despatched the bouquet by his servant without any 



<* I'll tell her I sent it, this evening," he thought, " and see what she looks like." 

Man's inherent failing with regard to woman — vanity, was uppermost in Bex's heart 
Just then, and his friend Halkett's speech of that morning returned to his mind, and 
made him almost anxious for the time to arrive when he should contemplate his con- 
quest. He did not feel much appetite for dinner either, but he was thirstier than ever. 
Each time he thought of his losses he felt thirsty; each time he thought of F^arl Ashton 
he felt thirsty ; each time he thought of Miss Pane he felt thirsty ; so that, between the 
three, when he entered the house in Tonington Square about ten o'clock that evening, 
and ran against Mr. Halkett in the hall, that gentleman perceived at once that his friend 
had Been doing what is familiarly termed ** taking more than is good for him." Bex 
was in high spirits — the very best of spirits, indeed, running over with mirth. He 
passed his arm through his friend's directly he caught sight of him. 

" Holloa ! old fellow," he exclaimed, " why didn't you come in and dine With me this 
evening? Have you heard of my success? My lady consents to settle the whole of her 
property upon me without reserve, on condition that I promise to do nothing but enjoy 
myself for the natural term of my life ; which I mean to do by securing the hand of tlie 
youngest woman in Great Britain." 

<< Hush, hush, Beverdon, don't be so mad," said Henry Halkett, afraid that the ser- 
vants should overhear his speeches, or that he might commit himself farther. ** I'm 
glad to see you here ; but I say, old fellow, you must be carefUl how you behave up* 
stairs. You've been looking at the outside of a bottle, Bex, since I saw you." 

He had seen at a glance that the young man had been drinking to drown his cdre, or 
raise his spirits. The bright restless eye, the flushed cheeks, the hot breath, all told 
him so. Bex turned round and looked him in the face with well-affected surprise. 

*<I? Halkett — drinking? my faith! no; nothing stronger than toast and water, I 
can assure you." 

Not that Mr. Halkett believed him. 

** All the better for his suit perhaps though," he soliloquized as they ascended the 
staircase together, <* he's just in the mood now to make love to anybody." 
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'* If r. Halkett — Mr. Beverdon," and then they were in the middle of the room, bow* 

ing to the chandelier. 
The drawing-rooms were very well arranged. The music was going on in the front 

one, which was twice as large as the other, and contained most of the company. The 

back room was devoid of fhmitnre, unless a couple of sofks and a large stand of flowers 
could be called so. The gentlemen stood for a short time in the centre of the larger 
apartment, gazing about them. Rex was looking for the heiress, so was Mr. Halkett. 
The rooms were very ftill; there were plenty of pretty women about, but she was not 
amongst them. Presently a movement in the crowd, and a way was made for the sing- 
er — Mile. Colzatti — to be conducted to the piano, and through the momentary vista 
Rex caught sight of a white dress and a large bouquet on one of the sofas in the back 
room, and instantly commenced to make his way towards it, followed by his friend. 
The voluminous dresses, and the number of them, prevented Isobel Fane from seeing 
their approach. She was engaged in talking to several gentlemen, and not even looking 
towards the direction in which they advanced. Presently there was a voice near her, 
" Good evening, Miss Pane," very low, very marked, very impressive ; and as she put out 
her hand and looked up, she encountered a pair of blue eyes looking straight into hers. 
The color flew to her face, and spread itself thence in a warm glow over her neck and 
bosom — till she appeared like one blush. It had not decreased, even when she turned 
towards Mr. Halkett and repeated the process of shaking hands. • 

** Go in and win," was that gentleman's whispered ii\|unction into Rex's ear, as he 
turned on his heel and left him to pursue his suit alone. The conversation did not at 
first go on very flourishingly ; Rex was silent, and kept his eyes fixed upon the bouquet 
which Isobel held. She was evidently agitated, had broken off the thread of her con- 
versation with her other friends, which had been so animated a moment before, and sat 
almost silent also, with the exception of an occasional monosyllable in answer to some 
direct question. The gentlemen began to find it dull ; they wished Rex would move 
on, but he stood his ground and seemed in no wise prepared to do so, so one by one 
they moved themselves. The little back room was nearly empty now. Mile. Colzatti 
was singing her favorite bravura of the season, and her admirers were all crowding 
round the piano, doing their best to impede the free utterance of her notes, and to pre- 
vent themselves reaping the benefit of them at the same time. Presently Rex raised his 
eyes from the bouquet and fixed them on Miss Fane. From his great height, as he stood 
before her, he could considerably look down upon her. She certainly had a pretty little 
head, and a splendid figure. 

How well her head was set upon her shoulders I and what a beautlM bust she had ! 
The liquor Rex had imbibed had Just sufficiently inflamed him to make him forget every- 
thing but the personal charms he gazed on. In his clearer moments, when wine had no 
influence over him, he scorned the idea of her being handsome. He did not love her, 
his heart was elsewhere, and her beauties were no more to him than the thousand and 
one beauties that every other woman who passed him in the streets possessed. But he 
could not reason to-night^ he was not in a fit state to reason. He only saw before him 
an engaging woman; his heated imagination heightened the interest she was supposed 
to feel for himself, and— he forgot everything else. If it had not been the case, he 
never would have gone so far as he did. 

But Isobel saw nothing of this. She did not imagine for a moment that he had been 
drinking too much. How should she ? He did not show it except by the earnestness of 
his manner, the new light In his eyes. 

As he found they were alone, he abandoned his standing position and threw himself 
on the couch by her side. 

*' That's rather a pretty bouquet of yours, Miss Fane," he observed presently. 

Isobel never dreamt but that he must know she had guessed the giver. 

*< It is beantiAil," she said, with emphasis. '< It was so exceedingly kind of you, Mr. 
Reverdon, to think of sending it me." 

** How do you know I sent it ? " he exclaimed, with surprise. " Was it by instinct ? " 
he added, lowering his voice. 

Isobel blushed, but she was too truthM even to play at deception. 

'< The instinct of sight," she answered. " I was in the shop, Mr. Reverdon, when you 
bought it, and admired it very much as it was being made up." 

It was his turn to start now. 

"Were you really?" he said; "I remember I observed there were some ladies 
present, but I never thought it was you. Why were you so unkind as not to speak to me ? '' 

She laughed at his tragical tone. , 

** I thought you were very well employed, and could survive my want of attention," 
Bhe Bsdd, carelessly. 

'* Did you? If I can survive yours, no one's will kiU me, Miss Fane." 

His words seemed so serious that herlieart began to beat violently; but she turned 
off the remark with one relative to the singing of Mile. Colzatti, whose brafura had 
b«ea vociferously encored. 
6 
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"Yes; slie^lngs very WeB^^'Sfedd Re* in diurwdr, *< 1)111 she hasnt enough voice forthe 
stage. Charming in a drawing-room, though. Do you Ring, Miss Fane? " 

'* Yes ; but not sufficiently to show off befoire a professional. I had lessons fh)ni 
Colzatti herself for some ttme, but I hare employments I like better, and so I gave 
them up.'' 

"Do you ride?*' 

•* Yes, and I am so fbnd of It." 

Quite a light shone into Isobel's eyes as she spoke of her ibvorite exercise. 

" Why haven't I seen you in the Park ? " 

" 1 do go sometimes ; but Fredertok is not much of a horseman, and he prefers a 
quiet road. 1 have often longed to ride in tlie "Row, but have never been able to per- 
suade him to go there yet.** 

*< I wish I might,** began Hex ; and then as Isobel looked up at htm he continued, 
"might I, Miss Fane? Would you think me verp presumptuous if I offered myself 
occasionally, as a cava&er? I should be charmed to ride with you anywhere." 

" Oh ! " said Isobel, and she looked the pleasure she felt, " I should like it so much, 
Mr. Reverdon. I never hove ridden as I have wished for. If my brother-in-law had 
cared for it more, I should have kept a horse of my own ; but surely," she was going 
±o add, "you must have plenty of other ladles to ride with ; " but her delicacy told her 
ihis would be a bad compliment to repay his attention with, and so she stopped. 

" Surely what. Miss Fame? " 

She did not wish to tell him at first, but he was perthaacious, and the little contro- 
versy confused her, so that when at last she was compelled to confess what she had 
been going to say, it sounded as if she meant more by it than she did. 

" I have none that I should like to ride with so much," he said in answer. " When 
shall it be. Miss Fane ? To-morrow ? '* 

He had set out in pursuit, and was getting hot over it already. But Miss Fane was 
engaged to-morrow, — particularly engaged, — couldn't possiUy put It off. Was going 
with some ftiends down to Richmond. 

" To Richmond I How charming 1 " exclaimed Mr. Reverdon. " I wish we could 
make up a party amongst ourselves to Richmond— just a quiet few. Boat down there* 
and dine at Eel Pie Island. Home by moonlight. Wouldn't it be nice, Miss 
Fane?** 

" DeHghtfhll " she said, laughing; "but It is almost too early yet to think of the 
water by moonlight, Mr. Reverdon. You must wait for a July night ft>r that. The 
Maddisons are going in ft drag to-morrow, aM to dine at the Castle." 

" The Maddisons? I know them. I wonder if Mrs. Maddison would admit me of 
the party." 

" You must ask her that," said Isobel, laughing. "We start at twelve," 

" No time," he said, with an ex|>ression of annoyance ; " but I shall run over to Rich- 
mond, if I can, in the afternoon, and pop upon you quite by mistake, you know. You 
won't betray me. Miss Fane, will you ? " 

She promised him not, at the same time wondering why he should be so anxious to 
make one of the pleasure party of which he had only heard a minute before. 

" Will you ride the day after to-morrow, Miss Fane?" he said presently, taking up 
the broken thread of tibeir former discourse, as the little bac^ drawing-room began to 
refill with those who could not find seats in the front. 

" With pleasure," she answered. " At what time, Mr. Reverdon? " 

" Three t^^clock is as good a lame as uiy, I thinks and then we shall have the fUIl 
benefit of the Row." 

" I will be sure to be ready.,** she answered, quietly. There were several people 
about her now -^people who had been looking at her several times fi-om the f^ont 
drawing-room, and remarking to one another, in their good-natured way, how " abomi- 
nably Miss Fane was fiirting with that young Reverdon." 

She tried to enter into conversal}ion with some of them and render the talking more 
general, but Rex refhsed to open his mouth to any one but her, and when she was 
engaged with others, sat silent by her side. Her bouquet was lying on her lap; he 
tooklt up, and commenced smelling the flowers and pulling them about. Presently 
she perceived his action, and tumed round upon him. 

" I cannot allow that, Mr. Reverdon. You musn't destroy my flowers. How do you 
know I don't value them? " 

" Do you value them? " he said, turning quickly to her. 

" A little," sh» answered, coquettishly. 

•* Too much to give me one? " 

Isobel considered. She did not wish to give him a flower. At the same time k 
would not do to appear to set too great stote upon his own gilt, so she said, — 

" Which one do yon want? " 

** The centre one." 

The centre one was a splendid moss-rose. 
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** WhsAf tbe vose» and destroy all my boaqaet 1 BeaUy, Mr. Beverdon, yon are not at 
all diffldeDt. You will a^ for the bouquet itself ^xt/* 

** I want the rose because of its meaning," he sold, in a whisper. *^ WiU you give it 
me. Miss Sane ? " 

His words implied, ** Will you give me the rose ? " but his eye said, " it is the mean- 
ing that I want,'' and we all know that the significance of the rose is love. Truly, Mr. 
Bex Beverdoni whatever he lacked in other accomplishments, was evidently no novice 
in the art of courtship. Isobel Fane could not pretend to mistake the expression of 
his eyes, and she turned quite foint under them. She rose hastily firom the sofa where 
she sat, and asked a young lady who stood near it to sit down in -her place. The young 
lady remonstrated, as Iwiies will, but Miss Fane said the joom wa^ very warm, 
and she was going into the next to speak to her sister. Of course she could not be 
permitted to make the pecilous transit alone *, but Rex Reverdon was not amongst tbe 
gentlemen who ojQTered their assistance in conducting Miss Fane across. lie Judged 
rightly that he had produced sufficient effect for one interview, andrthat to follow her 
mi^ht appear presumptuous. But Miss Fane's words with her sister were very few. 
They were simply, <*How are you getting on, Fanny ? it's nearly supp^^ir time,^' and then 
she managed to ^aln the other door somehow, and to creep to her own room» How 
cool the passages felt after the gas-heated drawing-rooms I Isobel put her hand against 
her cheek, and it was burning. The gas in her bedroom was .turned down very low ; 
but she did not seem to heed that. She threw herself down on the little couch in the 
darkness, and tried to think. 

** What does he mean? " she soliloquized. ** What can he mean? Is it possible he 
can like me? and yet this bouquet and his wish to meet me again to-morrow and next 
day." She held the flowers to her lips as the thought struck her, and kissed them pas- 
sionately. And then she lay quiet for a few minutes, and thought, << Why should he 
like me ? " She went on presently to say, ^^ I am so much older than he is. I wondor 
if he knows my age. Where*s the gas ? " she exclaimed, starting to hco: feet, and turn- 
ing up the burner until the flame flared upwards, to the certain idestractioB of its 
chimney, and then she turned to the cheval glass, and looked at herself as she had done 
in the morning. She was better pleased than she had been then. The pure white 
dress, disclosing her beautlAil neck and arms, became her well, and a smile stole over 
her features, which silently acknowledged it. 

" I'm a conceited creature," she said to herself, as she turned away; "I'm always 
looking in the glass now. I wonder if he thinks me nice-looking. I know I'm not 
pretty, and he must see such lots of pretty women, and I dare say they rem after him, 
iiO(rrid creatures 1 yet ^, (f he should like me. Oh, Reginald I " 

And then down came the woman's restorative— tears. They did her good. The 
excitement, the trembling in her heart, the burning heat in her face, 'went with them, 
and she felt able to go down stairs agais. Indeed, when she had bathed her eyes, and 
poured half a bottle of eau-de-Cologne over her neck acd shoulders, she was eager to 
go. She wondered she could have wasted a whole half hoiu* already. She almost ran 
down the staircase. She wanted to see him again. But she wont with, the fixed deter- 
mination to tell him how old she was. But on the staircase she ei^countered her 
brother-in-law. You have not been introduced to Mr. Peytooi yet ; but I thought the 
introduction would keep. He is not much worth knowing. Small of stature, with a 
i&ce which, without being positively bad-looking, had ali the charm of its features 
marred by the expression of instability which pervaded them, Frederick Peytonls ruling 
jMi8»ion in life was selfishness. It was seiflshness which had first prompted him to 
marry his wife without the means of supporting her; it was selfishness wliich per- 
mitted him almost to live upon the allowance his relatives made to him, and the 
generosity of his sister-in-law. His eagle eyes had been wastchlng the flirtation of 
Bex Reverdon with Isobel all the evening; he had watched her exit also, and had pur- 
posely left the room after her, in order to speak to her as she came down again. He 
Md consequently dangled his heels on the landing'>place for a longer term than he had 
at flrst anticipated, which had not improved his temper, at all times peppery. 

*' Why^ Fredy what are you doing here ? " was Isobel's remark, as she encountered 
him. 

" I caine out here to see you« Isobel," he said, lookiog very much like on angry cock- 
spanow. " I do wish you'd divide your attentions a little more equally, and not leave 
Fanny to do all the honors of the evening." 
** What do you mean ? " 

The wordd Jerked out curtly, almost rudely, fkooot Miss Fane's lips. There was noth« 
log she resented so much as anything like interference flrom her brother-in-law* whom 
ehe cordially disliked. 

'^Mean?" he repeated, rather discomfited; "why, youVe been in the little back- 
room flirting all the evening with Mr. Reverdon, and everybody has remarked it ; it 
looks very particular — very bad, especially with a young fellow like Reverdon, 
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*< Will yon allow me to manage my own ofikirs, Fred?" was her answer. <'I shall 
talk to whom I like, and yonr frieq^ may say what they choose. Absurd nonsense ! 
Let me pass, if you please." 

And she swept by him into the drawing-room with the air of a queen, leaving him, 
looking anything but like a conqueror, to follow as he chose. But she would not go 
into the back room again after that. She was not goin^ to let people say she flirted, 
or wished to flirt; so she remained by her sister, and urged young ladies to sing, and 
stood by them whilst they performed in an agony of fear, lest she should not keep her 
countenance throughout the proceeding. She did not even look towards the back 
drawing-room. She had no idea whereabouts Mr. Reverdon was ; but when midnight 
struck, and dupper was announced, he was there at her side, somehow, ready to take 
her down. And so she placed her arm through his, and passed her brother-in-law with 
a look too Indignant to be saucy, as she disappeared with her cavalier into the supper- 
room. There, if possible, he became more particular than before. He was all humil- 
iation at flrst and meekness for fear he had ofl'ended her in asking for the flower. Had 
he now ? Only tell him. No, Miss Fane assured him she was not angry, only surprised. 
Then if she was really not angry, would slie prove her forgiveness by giving it him 
now as a pledge. All this in whispers between the intervals of changing plates and 
filling glasses ; and so it came to pass that the rose really did find its way at last A*om 
the bouquet-centre to his button-hole, whence he deposed a yellow one for its 
reception. 

'* You've mined my pretty bouquet," said Miss Fane, meftilly, as she contemplated 
the devastation the removal of the rose had caused in its arrangement. 

**I suppose you couldn't insert the yellow one instead? " said Rex, meditatively. 

'' Oh, dear, no 1 impossible : the evU is irremediable, Mr. Reverdon." 

'* And all my fiEiult," he pretended to sigh ; ** but the temptation, Miss Fane, was too 
strong. This was a pretty rose," he added, as he held the dethroned yellow beauty in 
his hand. He did not quite like to oflTer it to her ; but he wanted her to ask for it. 
But she would not take the hint. ** It is good for nothing now," he said, making 
another trial. " I must throw it away." 

<*0h, no 1 don't do that, cried Isobel, with all a woman's horror at a beautlM flower 
being wasted or destroyed. " That would be a shame, Mr. Reverdon." 

*' I shall, unless — unless you would take it," he whispered, leaning over her chair. 

She colored up, and was silent. 

" Will you?" he asked, in the same tone. 

" It's a pity to waste it," she observed. 

He held it towards her, and she took it without IVirther remark, and placed it in her 
bosom. 

*< Happy rose," he said, as she did so. 

She was getting nervous again. She wished the ladies would make a move. Some- 
body asked her to join them in the insane custom of pulling crackers. She pulled sev- 
eral, and laughed at the absurdity of the mottoes, and then she was aware that 
Mr. Reverdon was standing by her again, silently presenting one end of a cracker for 
her edification. 

" What, another? " she said, laughing. 

" I know you young ladies can never pull one too many," he rejoined. 

" But I'm not a young lady," she answered, hastily. " Mr. Reverdon, do you know 
how old I am?" 

He knew well enough ^ that is to say, he thought she was older than she really was ; 
but his politeness would not permit him to say so. He merely answered, — 

"Am I to guess?" 

" Yes, if you like," she said. 

" One and twenty." 

"Nonsense, Mr. Reverdon t " and Isobel really looked annoyed. "Yon must think 
me very foolish if you imagine I should believe that. I am thirty — at least, I shall be 
next birthday." 

It was out at last ; but she felt very hot as she said it, and was almost afiraid to mark 
what eflTect the announcement might have upon him. 

" Are you ? " he answered ; " how Jolly 1 I wish every woman was I " 

"Why?" 

" Because they would all be so much the more charming." 

It was all great nonsense and very absurd. Isobel woifid have said so of any other 
man ; but with this' one the only effect it had was in keeping her awake until the morn- 
ing. All nonsense and very absurd, but the very essence of the coloring matter which 
tinged all her life, nevertheless. 

How much for poor Harold? 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THS LITTLE HOUSE AT I8LINOT0N. 

The little bouse at Islington formed part of a row of little honses, all rejoicing in 
fix>nt gardens of exactly the same pattern, size about four feet square, with a hard, un- 
compromising stony walk, too small for mortal foot to tread on, surrounding a bed of 
weeds encircled by a miniature Stonehenge, the whole inclosed by green wooden pal- 
ings. Each house possessed two windows and one door, with generally two or three 
plants before the muslin blind in the parlor window, or an embossed card, to the effect 
that a bed might be had for a single gentleman, or that Miss Thompson was a dress- 
maker and mUliner. The house which Mr. Ashton and his daughter occupied was in 
no wise less common-looking than its neighbors. It might have been so, for presents 
both of money and goods had been lavishly bestowed upon its inmates, for some year, 
past, fh>m the open hand of their ftiend, Bex Reverdon; but Miss Ashton had no taste 
and preferred decking her person, and spreading her table* to making her surround- 
ings more elegant. Comfortable they undoubtedly were; Rex would not have per- 
mitted them to remain otherwise ; but there w&s no trace of a woman*s hand about 
them, no flowers to make the common little vases on the mantel-piece lose their look 
of Tulgarity, no muslin curtain to screen the sun, which glared in at the unshaded win- 
dows. Heavy mojeen hangings of scarlet, bound with yellow braid, graced them 
alone, whilst the gaudy drugget, the horse-hair chairs, and the oil-cloth covered table 
within, were at litter variance with anything like refinement. And yet Rex had spent 
some of his happiest hours here. Ue had lolled on that hard unyielding sofa whilst he 
smoked his cigar, and f^lt unable to tear himself away, whilst the steel-gray eyes of 
Elizabeth Ashton were making violent love to him, and her soft flaxen hair was float- 
ing over his coat sleeve, and touching his cheek every moment. For that she had made 
violent love to him, there is no doubt. For some time after the commencement of their 
friendship she had called Rex her brother, and he had been pleased to hear her call him 
60, but as their intimacy grew closer, she had dropped that title, at the same time that 
she had evinced no inclination for a diminution of their affection. From the first mo- 
ment that she had met this careless, goodruatured, well-to-do young fellow on board 
the " Glendower " steam-packet, she had had her designs on him, and her design was 
a marriage with herself. It was not the first time Miss Ashton had been similarly em- 
ployed during her lifetime. Bred and brought up amongst the military, she had followed 
her fttther in his capacity of band-master from one garrison town to another, and none 
did she leave, without having made at least an attempt, praiseworthy as to its perse- 
verance, to change her name before she did so. Once or twice she had succeeded in 
being engaged, for men are easily taken in by a woman who knows how to make the 
use of her charms that Elizabeth Ashton did; but commanding officers and infliriated 
mothers had stepped in to the rescue, and carried off the intended victim, just as the 
eagle will swoop down upon some weaker bird of prey, and snatch the tempting morsel 
he fancies he has Just secured for himself f^om his beak. But the fact of having been 
twice foiled, if it disheartened her for the time being, had not turned Elizabeth Ashton 
fh>m her fixed purpose of marrying a gentleman. She knew she had beauty and 
plenty of cunning (though she called it wit), and women have gained the same object 
befbre now, with the first weapon only : and therefore she was quite determined that, 
sooner or later, she would have Rex Reverdon. But he was a long time coming to the 
point. He knew he loved her, as a fWend and sister, dearly. Latterly, however, he 
had begun to think about her more. The notion of the propriety of his looking for 
money with a wife had been mooted to him f^om various quarters some little while 
ago, as I have before mentioned to you. At such moments he had begun to wonder, 
why every time he thought of marriage the remembrance of Pearl Ashton came into 
his head, and he could see nothing but those clear eyes (clear to him, cold to others) 
and that fair flaxen hair. This phenomenon had caused him to question his own heart 
seriously, and he had been obliged to confess to himself, as he did subsequently to his 
ftiend, that he was afhiid he was getting " a little spooney" in that quarter. And with 
this suspicion aroused, Elizabeth Ashton's love whispers commenced to take effect. 
*• By Jove I he believed little Pearl was getting spooney too." I must do Rex the Jus- 
tice to say that this fancied discovery gave his honest heart a great deal of pain. He 
could not marry her, he loved her too well to ruin her. The only thing he could do, 
was to leave off visiting her. But how the poor girl would fleel his defection I and 
could she take his presents, and accept his offers of assistance, without his friendship? 
It was this thought that had kept him hitherto fl*om making, what he called, a " break" 
between them. But if he was really to woo and. marry another woman, it must be 
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done. On tbe xnornlng after the party at Mrs. Peyton's, be got up in the rery lowest 
of spirits. All the gay Insouciance of the night before, which had been fttlsely raised, 
and made to appear what it was not, by the use of intoxicating spirits, had yanished 
with his sleep. The events of the past evening were very indistinctly remembered by 
him, he only felt that he had committed himself with respect to Miss Fane, and that he 
had regularly ** gone in for it," and there was no retreating — for the confhsed state of 
his mind exaggerated the extent to which he had flirted with her. Bat if he could not 
recollect all that had passed by candlelight, he remembered only too distinctly what 
hadoccurred before iu The debts— unpayable, the love ^^ not to be indulged. His 
spirits f^om the reaction were, if possible, lower than they had been the day before. 
He could have cried as he thought of it. But he reasoned with, himself^ like a man. 
Instead. 

" If the thing must be done it must. It is only like sev^ing a limb ; and the sooner 
it is over the better I I will go and see Pearl to-day fbr the Ikst time. Halkett may 
say what he likes, but he cannot know how much I love the girl, or he would see the 
.risk I should run in keeping up my intimacy with her. Then, if I do marry Miss Fane, 
ru go on the Continent for a i)&w years, and Pearl will be married h«»elf, or have for- 
gotten me before I come back." 

And so he set himself resolutely to what he rightly considered the performance of af 
duty; and as soon as he coxTveniently could, set dff on on his way to Islington* He- 
felt he could not rest until he had seen her. 

In the mean while, the new June sun had uprisen with brilliancy, and shinning upon 
the windows of Percival Row, Islington, set all their panes glittering, as though they 
had been plate-glass, and made Miss Ashton impatient that her father should take his 
way to the theatre, and not run the risk of another stoppage of pay on account of being' 
late at rehearsal. I am aAraid she had a difficult task in general to make him do 
anything in time ; for Mr. Ashton had not given up his favorite foiling with the pass- 
ing years. He had already lost an excellent situation at one of the west*-end houses. 
Now he was employed at a theatre nearer home; not so refined, and not so lucrative, 
but still bringing in something — without which they mnst have depended solely upon 
Bex Beverdon for their support. But It was half-past niney and Itze rehearsal was 
called at ten, and still Ashton was slumbering heavily, and his daughter was waiting 
for his appearance impatiently in the little sitting-room below. 

" What on earth's come to father? " she exclaimed, for the twentieth time, to an on- 
tidy-looking girl who came in daily to do the rougher part of the housework for her. 

<' Lor* 1 I don't know, Vm sure," answered the handmaid. " Pve shook him up twlcoy 
but he lies like a log." 

'* Go up again — do — and say, I'm not going to keep breakfost hanging about here all 
day. If he does not choose to come, I shall have the table cleared.'! 

The girl disappeared up the narrow staircase to give the desired'message, and Miss 
Ashton turned to the oblong glass in a black Arame, which stood over the wooden man- 
tel-piece, and " settled " herself. She certainly was beantiftdly foir, but her figure had 
grown very thin, and the years during which we have lost sight of her had had no 
power to obliterate that look of cruelty which pervaded her mouth and eyes. She was 
becomingly dressed in a blue and white musUn, which was a rare thing for her to be 
so early in the morning. But the fact is, she had not seen Bex for several days^ and 
she folly expected he would not let this one pass without calling; and she never let 
him catch her untidy if she could help It. She looked very well satisfied with herself, 
as she smoothed down her collar, and pnlled out the drooping bands of her hair, and 
pinched the folds of her starched dress to make them lie neatly. She had determined 
to open an assault upon her lover the next time she saw him, and she thought she read 
*< victory " written upon every charm' she possessed. But she had a stouter heart to 
deal with than she reckoned upon. She fancied Bex was a fool ; but a man who is fooU 
ish by nature and a man who is foolish fh>m want of thought are two different things. 

The third application of a good grip from the yooi^ servant's hard hand upon Mr. 
Ashton's unprotected shoulder, and a good shout in his ear as she delivered his daag^« 
ter's message, had the desired effect of thoroughly rousing him at last, and it was not 
long before he appeared in the little parlor, with half-closed, blood-shot eyes, an 
unshorn chin, and rough hair, to receive a foU vial of Miss Ashton^s wrath upon his 
devoted head. 

" You're a nice object to sit down to breakfost with," she commenced, " after having 
kept me waiting for an hour, at least You look more like a tinker than a Christian* 
You ought to be ashamed of yourself I " 

Mr. Ashton feebly comm^iced to remonstrate, — 

"My dear Lizzie I" 

" Hold your tongue — do I " retorted his daughter. ** Don^ talk to me I I suppose 
you've been drinking again 1 I'll take good care you don't get a sixpence of yonr next 
week's salary. I'll speak to the manager about you-* see if I don't ! " 

There is a point, X suppose, beyond which even, the most di^raded must trnm, and tiy 
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to ati^g. Mr. Asbton bore a great deal ihun this spirited daogbter of his ; hut her last 
words were too much for hiiiL 
'* How daie yoa speak so to your father, Lizzie ? " he said ; *' I won't stand It.** 
"My fi&ther I " she repeated, sarcastically ; " are you my father ? For my own part, I 
can hardly believe sometimes that you are. Fathers don't sit down quietly and drinl^ 
ail they earn, away, whilst their daughters may support themselves a^y way." 
He made an effort to intermpt her, but she went on, — 
" How do you know what I am ? What do you care ? ** 

" Whatever you are, Lizzie* I know that you've gpt kind flriends» which is more l^an 
I have," whined the old man, 

"How can you say that? Who would link themselves with such aa you? What 
^^bance have I of rising whilst you live ? " 

" I thought you used to say that your fWend, Mr. Beverdon, would marry you, iqptite 
of everything — even of me f " sneered her father. 

" So I used, and so I do ; at least, if he doesn't marry me at once, he shall give me a 
promise that shall do as well. I have made up my mind during the last few days, I 
Atay here no longer. Any situation is preferable to this one." 

" And you woiud leave your poor father alone, Lizzie? " said Mr. Ashton, trying to do 
the sentimental. 

" And what if I do?" she rejoined, quickly; "my remaining here does you no good; 
it only ii^ures me. I could have married Bes^ Beverdon ages ago, if there had not 
always been the thought of being tacked to you forever, to turn his mind the other 
way. I have depended on you for many years, and you have never done anything but 
act as a foil to all my plans. Kow, I shall act for myself." 
" And what are your plans, Lizzie ? " 

'* Thafs my business," she answered, " Any way, they will take me away ftom yon. 
Fve played at the fiirce of affection between us for too long. I'm weaiy of it. Ain't 
you going to have any breakfast ? " 

<• Ain't you going to have any, yourself?" asked her lather, for he didn't like the 
threat she held out of leaving him, and he wished to conciliate her. 

<< I breakfasted an hour ago," she answered, without any thajoks ; " and if you don't 
look sharp about yours, you'll be late for rehearsal again*" 

She did not sit down, but stood by the little mantel-piece, with a contemptuous kind 
of smile upon her thin lips, as the old npuin hastily ate his scanty meal before her, look- 
ing very much like a beaten dog the while, or a dog that expects a beating. When he 
rose, and took up his violin case, preparatory tosetting off to his morning's work, he 
asked her if she should be at home when he returned. He always dined at an eating- 
hoQse, for his daughter would not take the trouble to cook his dinner, and therefore 
they generally parted in the morning until tea-time. His question now referred to that 
hpUJT* 

«* Perhaps, yes — perhaps, no," was her indifferent answer. "I shouldn't think it 
would luake much difference to you which it was. If I. am at home, however, and you 
want your tea you'd better come in time, or you won't get it." 

She exchanged no fiurewell with him but this, but.still leaned <^gainat the mantel-piece 
watching his departure, with no kindlier ray lighting up her features as he shuffled out 
o^ the open door. 

But when he was fi^rly gone a look of relief came over her ftice, and she changed her 
position, and busied herself in clearing away the remains of the breakfast, and setting 
the little room in order against the arrival of her expected visitor. And he came at last, 
although not until she had waited for him a couple of hours. That something was 
wrong she guessed directly she saw him. He entered with a listless, downcast air, 
which he seldom brought with hUu into the little house at Islington. 
" Well, Pearl ! " he said, as she came forward to greet hinv 

He took the girl's upturned face in his hands, and looked Bt, it for a moment, and then 
released it with a sigh. He had been used to kiss her when they met, and she was dis- 
appointed at the omission. 
*< Why, what's the matter, Bex?" she exclaimed. 

<' Matter, Pearl ? Matter enough," he answered, as he sat down on the little sofE^ and 
rested his head upon his hand. She sat down by his side, and crept nearer to him by 
degrees, until she had laid her head upon his shoulder. But he was thinking so deeply 
that he did not seem to feel the light pressure until she took his hand and tried to draw 
hhi arm around her figure. Then he roused himself, and sat up straight upon the sofa» 
and put her away Arom him very gently, but with decision. 
«< Pon*t do, that. Pearl," he said. 

The action and the words did not appear to please her, for she bit her lip, and gave 
her head rather a disdainM toss. But she knew how to play her cards too well to 
attempt it again* 
Presently^ said, suddenly, and of his own accord, — 
*<Il9«^4ltai^^AUsly]|>oi^x^j?a•J^th^otberd^ Pve ruined myselt* 
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The news seemed to ftffect her wonderfully, for she conld hardly answer him. When, 
seeing her fkce of blank wonder and incredolity, he repeated his assertion, and told her 
how his misfortnne had come to pass, she showed every sign of the intensest sympathy. 
Her emotion arose solely for the loss of the money; but he attributed it to affection 
for himself. 

" My dear girl," he said, «* I was sure you would feel for me, whatever others did." 
Tes I it's a true bill, Pearl ; I*m a poor man." 

" What are you going to do ? " she asked. 

" That's what everybody has asked me, Pearl, but I scarcely know myself yet. Some 
of my Mends have given me a very good piece of advice. What do you think It is ? ** 

"What?" she echoed. 

" To take a rich wife ; and they^re done more than advise, Pearl -^ theyv'e found her 
for me." 

" And you? " demanded the girl. 

Bex felt reckless, and with a man's recklessness there generally comes a bitterness of 
feeling which will permit them to wound whilst they know they are wounding — even those 
they love best. His answer to Miss Ashton's question was given carelessly, even gayly. 

" Oh, I'm quite agreeable, Pearl. I began my courting yesterday, and have got hafc 
way through it already. You'll see me a married man in another month. That is what 
I came to tell you of to-day." 

Bage, disappointment, wounded vanity, were eating into the woman's heart like fire, 
and yet she sat by his side, and betrayed not one of them. She had never loved tne 
man. She felt at this moment as if she almost hated him. 

But Bex's assumed indifference could not last. 

He turned round to look at the girl, and see how she took his news. That one look 
told her that he was in her power, and she commenced to act immediately. She rose 
from the sofa, walked from the room without a word, aud commenced an ascent up 
stairs. Then he was frightened ; he thought he had wounded her beyond her control ; 
he followed her to the bottom of the staircase, and kept calling her by name, and 
entreating her to come down again. In the mean while, she was deliberating on her best 
course of action. She was trembling with rage to think that if what he s^d was true, 
her prize was likely to slip through her fingers, but she determined that he must see 
nothing in her behavior but the effects of an overwhelming shock on the reception of 
the news. When he had called and called her till he was almost tired she reappeared, 
walking very slowly, and apparently very faint. As she re*-enteTed the sitting-room, 
he (who had not been slow to lay the flattery to his soul, that all this emotion was on his 
account) was all eagerness to know what was the matter with her. 

" Are you ill, dear Pearl? " he inquired, as he placed her on the so&, and knelt by her 
side. 

" No, Bex, not ill, only a little foint. You can tell me all now, I am strong enough to 
bear it." 

It must be told her, sooner or later. Bex remembered he had come with that pur- 
pose, and plucked up all his courage. 

" It is not much to tell. Pearl," he commenced. " I have squandered all my fortune, 
and am going to try and patch up matters, as many another has done before me, by a 
mercenary marriage. The worst part of the business Ls, that it will cause a separation 
between you and me. And yet, I can scarcely say so, for we should have had to sepa- 
rate, in any case ; I felt that months ago." 

Mios Ashton was really alarmed now ; to give up the thought of marriage with a 
ruined man was not so hard to bear, but to resign the friendship of a married man with 
lots of money was a much greater calamity, 

" Why?" she asked, with wide staring eyes. Halkett had asked the same question 
of him, but it was harder to frame an answer to Pearl Ashton than to him. He looked 
at her eyes, her mouth, her hair. He thought he read love for himself impressed upon 
every lineament of her fiice, and his own feelings burst all bounds. 

"Why?" he exclaimed passionately, as he covered her face with kisses, "why? 
because I love you Pearl ; because I have loved you for months, and I dare not trust 
myself in your presence any longer. I dare not trust myself to feel the pressure of 
your hands, the touch of your lips ; they madden, whilst they intoxicate me. I cannot 
be your friend. Pearl, or your brother; I must have more from you, or less." 

She had closed her eyes whilst he was speaking, and lay back on the sofb, listening 
to his impassioned words, whilst feelings of triumph rushed through her heart. But 
she did not answer, nor strive to check him. 

" I have felt it for months. Pearl, but never so much as now. There can be no mid- 
dle course henceforward. You must be everything to me, or nothing." 

" Why cannot I be everytMngf" * 

The whisper came hissing from her lips, like a message from the old serpent himself, 
as it was ; and her hearer understood her, though he professed not to do so. 

" Pearl, I tell you I am ruined. I can never many, unless I many a woman with money," 



THE UTTLB HO0SB AT I8UN6T0K. 49 

" Then you wUl quite desert me ? " she said, presently, and her breast commenced to 
heave as she spoke. It was a difficult position to be placed In : until this day he had 
had no conception of how much* he loved her, and now it fell to his lot to pronounce 
the flat of separation between them: for a separation he felt more convinced every 
moment there must be. 

" Pearl," he exclaimed, " can't you understand my feelings regarding you? Do you 
think it can be a pleasure to exile myself ftom you at the very time I have found out 
that you are necessary to my happiness? But there is danger for both of us in these 
meetings, danger now that I am firee, and guilt when I am not.*' 

" And this woman that you hope to marry, you love her ? " 

The question was asked with a woman's usual cunning, only to extract fresh BSBetr* 
eratlons of devotion towards herself from her lover. 

<<Iiove her? "he echoed; ** Pearl, I loathe the thoughts of her. When I think of 
you, of aU the years we have known each other, of your fair —fair beauty, I could risk 
all, everything, only to feel myself ftee to love you. But I must have money, Pearl ; I 
have involved myself on every side, and I have no other means of extrication, no other 
chance, but this. Love her I My queen, do you think I could love her, with you before 
me, my fidr-haired Pearl." 

« Is she pretty? " next asked his deity, with an affected sigh. 

" Pretty.? no," he answered, " or if she is I cannot see it. She's three times my age, 
if that's any recommendation. Pont talk to me of her. Pearl. Talk of yourself; per- 
haps tills is the last time we shall ever be together alone." 

*' What is there to say?." she exclaimed passionately. '* I don't care what becomes 
of me, or of father either." 

** Pearl, I have thought of that. Tour flEither shall not suffer because I am such a 
coward that I cannot stand the Are of your love and my own. You know my Mend 

Mr. Halkett; he will often see you, I hope, and and you shall hear fh>m me; and 

perhaps. Pearl, after some tlmp has passed, when you and I are cured, we may meet 
again, and be the brother and sister that we have been, to our lives' end." 

" Oh ! why not now, why not now? " she cried, clinging to him as he rose. 

** I have told you, Pearl; don't ask me again, unless you wish to drive me mad. I 
go from this house to-day with a fixed purpose in my heart to woo and win a woman 
for the convenience of her money — a woman whom I dont care about. Isn't that suf- 
ficient injury for me to do at a time, witiiout wrong^g you too, by continuing my 
visits here? and to what purpose. Pearl — to what purpose? " 

She could have told him to what purpose. To keep him in her power, to extract 
ft^m him still those many benefits for which her pretended love was only pre-payment, 
to have her share in the fortune for which he withdrew his presence from her. But she 
only said,— 

« Oh ! Reginald, I have loved you so much : and this Is the end of it I " 

'* God help you, Pearl I " was all his answer. 

<< You are not in earnest, Bex; you will come to see your own Pearl sometimes ; yoa 
wHI not forget me entirely, because you have a wife and every comfort round you?" 

She twined her arms around him as G^e spoke ; ^e laid her velvet cheek against his, 
her soft lips touched his own. ' 

The contact maddened him. With an oath, more against his destiny than her, he dis- 
engaged himself from her clinging clasp, and thrust her from him. Then he seized 
bis hat and stick, and before she could recover from the astonishment which the sud- 
denness of the act caused her he had stridden from the room, upsetting a chair in his- 
hasty exit, and was through the littie garden and half-way up the road. When she 
found that she was really alone, and that Rex had evidently no intention of returning, 
fbr tibat day at least, her chagrin knew no bounds — "He thinks he shall escape me, 
does he? " she inwardly exclaimed, as she paced up and down the small apartment like 
& caged beast Impatieii of its boundaries ; "but time will show.. He's very brave to- 
day is Mr. Rex, but he let out a little too much for his own purpose, and quite enough 
for mine. When he might have married me he wouldn't — I was not a good enough 
wids, doubtless, for the rich fashionable Mr. Reverdon; and now that he has ruined ' 
himself, like a fool, and spent all his money in dissipation, he is going to marry and be 
good; "do the quiet," I suppose ; go to bed every night at nine o'clock, and avoid any- 
thing so dangerous to his morality as my friendship. But we shall see I Not having 
found any one to replace you, I can't afford to give you up so easily Just yet. You may 
call yourself " free," Mr. Reverdon, but as long as it serves my purpose to be ftlends 
with you, you don't shake me off so easily, I can tell you I " 

In the mean while her lover's feelings were not of the most enviable description. He 
bad torn himself away from the little house at Islington, but he had left his heart there. 
Each hour of that weary day as it went past, told him so again and again. He had 
TOlnntarUy resigned her love, even her friendship, and he was miserable. And yet he 
did not swerve once from lus purpose. He must resign her, or marry her— and he 
conldu't mariy her. There was one thing in the world dearer to Rex Reverdon than 
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bis love, and that was his honor. It is not so with all men ? they will dare L great deal 
for a woman; run the risk of danger, even of death : they will give ap for her sake the 
promise of worldly Aime, of wealth, even of happiness, except such as lies in her pos- 
session ; bnt they will not accept love at the price of honor. All glory to them for it ! 
It is that which makes their love, when they truly bestow It, the most valiioble g\tt 
which a woman can receive, the only thing on this earth which gives her a foretaste of 
heaven. Thus it was why Bex Reverdon could, without flinching throw love and hap- 
piness (as he thought it) in one scale and honor in the other, and And that the duty 
weighed heavier than the delight. But, though he was firm, he felt it none the loss. 
All that day he kept at home, very *< dull,*' as he thought of his past and iUturc, very 
disinclined to go a wooing to Miss Fane. 

And, indeed, the consequence of it was, that he never went, as he had promised, 
either to Wimbledon or Blchmond ; and thus Miss Ashton was not the only person in- 
terested in his proceedings who was disappointed in him that day. 



CHAPTER X. 

EEX CONTINUES TO MAKE WAT. 

And yet no one who had seen him, as he Joined Isobel Fane to keep his appointment 
with her to ride in the Park would not have inspected for a moment that he l^d spent 
the day before in the greatest depression of spirits in parting with the only woman he 
cared for. He was a mass of apologies for his non-appearance at the picnic,- a mass 
of politeness and (apparently) excitement in the anticipation of the pleasure before 
them. 

" A most stupid thing. Miss Fane, my having missed Richtnond yesterday, a disap- 
pointment for which I shall not easily forgive myself, but all my own fault, neverthe- 
less. Iput itoffuntilit wastoolate. A charming day for our ride, isn't it ? I only 
hope you will enjoy it as much as I intend to do. The Row will be crowded. What a 
nice little mare that is of yours I Does your brother intend to accompany us ? " 

" My brother-in-law, you mean, Mr. Reverdon; I have a brother of my own, and I 
never allow anybody else to usurp his title " (especially, she might have added, such 
as Fred Peyton).. "Yes, Mr. Peyton is coming also, but his horse has not yet arrived; 
there it comes, round the corner. Tell your master, Mary, that we are ready." 

Rex was riding his own horse, a fine, thorough-bred animal, from which ho now dis- 
mounted, and gave Into the charge of his groom, as he proceeded to put Miss Fane 
upon the little mare. The foot she placed in his hand was beautifhlly shaped, and the 
slightest impetus on his part sent her light figure flying into the saddle ; and yet he did 
the business most mechanically, and scarely noticed either her foot or her aglUty, as 
he would have done that of another woman. He talked fast, and he laughed a good deal, 
but his heart was neither in his laughter nor in his words. To others they may have 
served as a cover for his real depression, but he could not deceive himself. When Mr. 
Peyton made his appearance and mounted his steed, the party took their way, at a sober 
walking pace, to the Park. Of course the first topic of conversation between Miss Fane 
and Mr. Reverdon turned on the picnic of the day before. Rex asked her how she had 
enjoyed herself, and she answered truly, " Very little." But his next question, " Why 
not? " brought the blood to her face, as she tried to give him a reasonable reply. The 
fiict is, " Why not? " was simply because the gentleman riding beside her had not been 
there ; but she could not tell him so. 

Isobel Fane had gone to bed the night of the party at her sister's house in a species 
of ecstatic dream. Old thoughts and feelings, which, as she had told herself, she 
imagined she had done with forever, had come oack to her with redoubled force. She 
had loved before, — or she had thought she had loved, — but she had never felt like 
this before. No man had ever had the power yet to make her thrill all over at the 
sound of his voice — at the touch of his hand — as this boy Rex Reverdon could do. 
The dead man resting in his grave had no more awakened such feelings in her breast 
in the past than the remembrance of him could quell them in the present. K she has 
suspected before that her heart was not entirely safe, if she had dreaded its loss, she 
was sure now that it was gone. Come what might, whether Rex Reverdon spent his 
life with her or whether she never saw him again, she felt that henceforward his fate 
could never be a subject of indifference to herself; that that mysterious something had 
arisen within her heart which must be a link between her soul and his forever. She 
had not reproached herself for the feeling, as she had done a few hours before ; she had 
not despised or been angry with herself; she had only longed intensely for the next 
day to dawn, that she xxSght meet him again, and find out whether he looked and spoko 
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the same by daylight as he had that evening; whether it could be leaUy, realhj trne, 
that he liked her the least possible bit in the same way that she liked him. She had 
risen the next morning in the same feverish state of excitement ; had watched for him 
secretly whilst with her ftiends at Richmond, hours before it was probable he would 
join them; and had gone through all the stages of suspense and sickness and weari- 
ness and loss of hope, which are the component parts of that bitter pill called Disap- 
pointment, which we mortals have so often to swallow* Consequently, when she re« 
turned home late in the evening, and her sister had asked her whether she had enjoyed 
herself, she had vehemently exclaimed against the whole proceeding : *' The stupidest 
day she had ever spent; not a thing to be seen in Bichmond; the whole party hadn't 
an idea between them ; and it was abominably cold driving home.*' 

And she didn't go to bed that night In nearly as good a humor as she had done the 
night before. She was ready to blame herself now fpr having been so foolish as to 
imagine the man meant what he said, or ever intended to keep the appointment, or 
cared two straws whether he saw her again or not. 

If you, being a woman, to whom I am telling this story, should happen to be revel- 
ling in the first blush of your youth, you will probably curl your lip over this last page, 
and think that I am usurping some of your especial privileges in arrogating to a woman 
of tldrty the feelings of ardor and excitement which you imagine applicable only to the 
first love of sweet seventeen. But though you may not choose to believe it until you 
reach the same mature age yourself (which of course you will never do unmarried, so 
you will not have the opportunity of testing the truth of my assertion), what I said in 
a previous chapter of Isobel Fane's beauty is as applicable here to her love. As her 
personal charms had matured and ripened with her womanhood, so had her capability 
for affection expanded and increased. If the hopes I have described her as entertain- 
ing, the fears I have pictured her as feeling, the expectation, the suspense, and the sub- 
sequent disappointment are only fit for more girlish breasts to experience, then I 
should have written down Isol>el Pane's emotions as twice as strong, proceeding as 
they did fh>m twice as strong a love as any girl could conceive. And the fact which 
you may think would have created a distance between these two people — the differ- 
ence in their ages — only made her feelings respecting him the stronger. I believe It 
is an acknowledged fact that women never love so ardently as when the object of their 
affection is younger than themselves. But though there were five years between Isobel 
Fane and Bex Beverdon, you would not have thought it to look at them. I have made 
a long digression here ; but perhaps you may remember tlje point where I broke off! 
When he put the same question to her relative to the picnic that her sister Fanny had 
done the evening before, namely how had she enjoyed it, she said frankly, " Very 
little; " and then he followed it with a searching " Why not? " and looked her ftdl in 
the face for an answer. It is a very unpleasant thing to be stared at in a pointed 
manner when you have been asked i^ pointed question, particularly when you 
do not wish to tell the truth, and have any absurd little scruples relative to telling a 
lie. Isob^el blushed as she made an internal search for a judicious reply, and came out 
in her confhslon with a lie after all. 

" I'm sure I don't know." 

*' Hadn't you pleasant company 7 " 

<• Oh, yes, very." 

"And a fine day?" 

«* Yes, splendid." 

« Were you mot well, then? " 

" Yes, quite. Mr. Beverdon, how pertinacious yon are ; you would make a capital 
Q. C. I should be very sorry to appear as a witness against myself if you were the 
counsel for the other side." 

" But I never could be that. Miss Fane, unless indeed it was the court of Love you 
were arraigned at, and I was the unfortunate complainant. I think I should put one 
question to you then, only one though." 

They were riding a little in advance of Mr. Peyton, so that thetr conversation was 
not overheard. Isobel wished they had been in the Park at this moment, that she 
might have proposed a canter, and forced him to take his eyes off her flaming face. 
But they were attempting to get there by a shorter cut, which existed only in Mr. 
Beverdon's £uipy, but which led them through several back streets of very inferior 
appearance. 

*' Oht take care of that child, Mr. Beverdon I '^ she exclaimed; aUihough the grin- 
ning little urchin, who almost ran between his horse's leg^s, was in no particular dan- 
ger. " You might have ridden over him." 

*^ No fear," rejoined her companion. ** I fimcy tliat young gentleman has been too 
well used to look after himself, though there would not have been much harm done if X 
had sent him to kingdom-come." 

Isobel could laugh and talk and be merry with the merriest, but she could never hear 
any subject that ought to be s^ious spoken of lightly, and remain sUe&t. 
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'< Yon shonldii't say that, Mr. HeTerdon," she said. 

" Why not? " he persisted ; ** it's truth, isn't it? What can a young beggar like that 
have to live for — an inheritance of rags and filth and hunger and vice? I declare 
when they cut across my path, as they have done to-day, I often wish they were all 
dead. It sickens one to think of them even." 

" It Is very wretched," answered Isobel. " I think London is a very heart-breaking 
place to live in; you see so many sights of the same kind ; men, women, and children 
scarcely looking like the same flesh and blood as yourself, and to feel they miglit be so 
much better and happier if people would only work together, and then to remember 
that yon are but one yourself, and can do scarcely anything. Oh I it is very 
miserable I " 

" But how could it be remedied? " said Rex; **it would be impossible to provide for 
ihem all, and there can be no happiness without money." 

" Don't you think so? " was her quiet remark. 

" No. Do you? I mean," added Bex, not knowing how to explain himself, " no real 
happiness." 

" Oh, Mr. Reverdon 1 " Isobel burst forth, " that is the only thing which money cannot 
buy. It conduces to our comfort, of course, and I acknowledge that the want of it is a 
great evil ; but happiness, real happiness, lies in the two great loves — love to our neigh- 
bor and — and " 

<< And what? " asked Rex, interested. 

" Love to God," she said, very softly. 

His countenance fell. 

'* Oh I I don't know anything about that," he rejoined, hurriedly; " but as for the oth- 
er, I thought it was oftener a bore than anything else." 

" Oh, you've been spoilt altogether," she answered, with an affectation of gayety ; but 
her spirits had been damped by his last remark. ** Here is the Park at last, Mr. Rever- 
don, and now we shall be able to exchange this sober pace for something move lively. 
Nothing tires me so much as walking my horse." 

Mr. Peyton had not Joined at all in this conversation. He had not even made one of 
the riding party of his own free will, for he disliked the exercise and playing chaperon 
to his sister-in-law in equal measure. But there was one thing he disliked more, and 
that was this apparent continuation between Isobel and Rex Reverdon of the flirtation 
they had commenced on the evening of the party. It alarmed him. He would not have 
trusted them alone for a goo^ deal, and therefore he complied with seeming willingness 
to her request that he should accompany them in their ride. But he sat "on pins and 
needles the while. Every innocent jest between them, every laugh they gave, every 
look they interchanged, were so many dagger-thrusts to him, and seemed to warn him, 
for the flrst time, that the game would not be in his own hands forever. 

When they reached the Row, they announced their intention of having a canter; 
which was a pace fraught with such imminent danger to Mr. Peyton's equilibrium that 
he never indulged in it, consequently he was obliged to fall Into the rear and content 
himself with watching their rapid progress, side by side, up and down the most crowd- 
ed, the most fashionable, and the ugliest-named thoroughfare in Great Britain. Again 
and again did they pass and repass him, as his horse leisurely plodded with him close 
to the railings ; over which the various loungers made their various remarks upon the 
personal appearance of himself and the animal he rode, without the slightest regard for 
his feelings. 

*< Looks like a lawyer, don't he? " at last exclaimed a wit more discerning than his 
fellows. " Clap to your pockets, Jim." 

Which remark, being so unluckily true, nettled Mr. Peyton to that degree that he lost 
his temper completely and never found it again for the rest of the day. 

In the mean while, my hero and heroine were attracting more notice than they had 
calculated on. From the window of a close carriage drawn by a pair of handsome bays, 
the hammer-cloth, harness and liveries of which all displayed the Huntley crest and col- 
ors, appeared the delicate flEU^e and luminous eyes of Gabriel, as he gazed anxiously after 
them, and then turned to the only other occupant of the vehicle — his mother. 

<* Mamma, there's Rex on Sultan, riding with a lady, such a pretty woman ! with dark 
hair on a gray horse. Do look, mamma ; they're coming back this way now. 

Lady Charlotte, who, in the pride of her matronly virtue, had no idea that poor Rex 
could ride with anything feminine that was flt for her to look at, bid Gabriel, sharply, 
turn his eyes the other way, and leave his brother alone. 

<< If he's got friends of his own riding with him, Gabriel, he would just as soon, I dare 
say, that we should not notice him. He knows the carriage well enough. If he wishes 
to speak to us, he can do so of his own accord." 

<* But I want to speak to him, mamma," urged the boy. " He never came to Wimble- 
don as he promised yesterday. Perhaps he wasn't well." 

<< Wasn't well ; pooh I " said Lady Charlotte, with an intonation in her ** pooh I " which 
made Gabriel fire up in anticipation of something worse to come. *' Your brother is 



BEX CQMTXNUES TO XAKB WAT. «'>3 

not used to being taken ill, my dear, though I dare say he finds it conrenient to tell yon 
80 sometimes, when he does not keep his promises." 

" Bex never says what is untrae," answered Gabriel, hotly. 

" So yon think," was his mother's contemptnous reply. 

An angry flush rose Into the boy*s face, and he turned towards the carriage window 
again, to conceal It Arom her. When his mother spoke of his half-brother in that tone 
of Yoice, he almost disliked her. 

As his f^e appeared again, Kex passed and caught sight of it. He reined up in a 
moment. 

" Will yon forgive me, Miss Fane? That is my little brother. HoUoa, Gaby I how 
are you?" 

The greeting was rough, the abbreviation of Ills name, to say the least of it, uot com- 
plimentary; but to Gabriel the salutation sounded like music, and in a moment a smile 
had broken out over the pale features of the boy, which lighted them up like a ray of 
sunshine. Isobel had also stopped her horse, but she stood a little apart from the car- 
riage, not knowing the occupants of it. 

'* O Bex I I am so glad to see you." 

'' I should have passed the carriage, Gabriel, if I hadn't seen your big eyes staring at 
me out of the window. Holloa, mother I is that you? " he asked, on catching a glimpse 
(for which he had to stoop considerably) of Lady Charlotte's figure, by the side of her 
son ; and then recollecting Isobel and the awkward position he had placed her in, he 
turned and said, — 

'* Miss Fane, will you allow me to make you known to my mother? " and interpreting 
her bow as consent, continued, " Mother, let me introduce Miss Fane to you. Lady 
Charlotte Huntley, Miss Fane." 

Lady Charlotte, who had set poor Isobel down as a " pretty horse-breaker," without 
the least scruple of conscience, had only just time to smother the indignation which was 
rising at her son's supposed insult, by stopping to speak to her under such circumstan- 
ces, and exchange it for her most gracious bow in acknowledgment of the introduction. 
For the heiress. Miss Fane, was known to her by name, and Lady Charlotte, like many 
other tolerably good people, had a great respect for heirs and heiresses, and anything 
which went chink-a-chink. 

She was delighted to have the opportunity of making Miss Fane's acquaintance ; had 
heard so often of her from her son, Mr. lieverdon (at which, though quite a romance on 
Lady Charlotte's part, poor Isobel looked very pleased, taking it all for gospel) ; had no 
idea Miss Fane cultivated horse-exercise ; should be so charmed if she would look in 
upon them at Wimbledon some day, when she was out riding, &c., &c., &c. 

To which, for answer, of course, Miss Fane was equally pleased to have seen Lady 
Charlotte Huntley, and would be delighted to take the first opportunity, &c. 

WJiich, however, was much truer on the part of Isobel than it had been on that of the 
other; for she was pleased with the amiable notice of Bex Beverdon's mother, and anx- 
ious to cultivate the acquaintance. 

And in the mean while the dark eyes of Gabriel were fixed upon her as she spoke, as 
if he was devouring every word she said. 

A few more commonplaces, and then Miss Fane was really afraid she must rejoin her 
brother-in-law, or he would think her lost. 

" But don't let me take you away from Lady Charlotte, Mr. Beverdon. I should like 
to rido up and down once or twice more. You could Join us afterwards." 

But Mr. Beverdon would not hear of a dissolution of partnership; he could not permit 
her to go by herself; and so the forewells were exchanged, and the equestrians pre- 
pared to move away. 

" Bex, you are really coming down to us to-morrow, aint you? " were Gabriel's part- 
ing words to his brother. 

" Beally and truly, Gabriel, unless I am dead first." 

" In which extreme case I'll excuse you," was the boy's laughing reply, as the horses 
moved oif. 

" That's a dear little fellow. Miss Fane," said Bex, as they Joined Mr. Peyton, and 
conmienced their Journey homewards, << though you might not think so at first sight." 

" I can quite think so," she answered, warmly ; " he has a most interesting face. How 
fond he appears of you, Mr. Beverdon." 

" Yes, he is fond of me, I believe, poor little chap," was the reply. " The only crea- 
ture in the world who has the bad taste to love me. Miss Fane," and his cobalt eyes 
turned a long, searching glance upon her, as he spok6. 

What could the woman think but that at least he had commenced to feel an interest 
In her? 

I have scarcely patience to write this part of my story; scarcely patience to detail to 
you the thousand and one little words, looks, and actions by which Bex Beverdon led 
Isobel Fane on to believe he cared for her, at the very time his whole heart was wrapt 
up in another woman. He was used in after days, when the sacrifice he had led her into 
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committing for Ills sake wad ftilly completed, to pride himself upon the empty boasts 
that he had never once during the course of their courtship told her downright tliat he 
loved her. He was used, in consequence, to lay the flattering unction to his soul, that 
the sin of deception could not be laid at his door. And yet ftom the first moment that 
be designed to ask her hand in marriage his conduct was such, as to render a dlroct 
avowal of love, when the time came for his proposal unnccessaiy. The heart of Isobel 
Fane was ftesh and unsullied, notwithstanding her thirty years ; her disposition was 
frank and open ; and she judged the heart of others by her own. And yet, I must say 
so far for Rex Reverdon, that he was not laying himself out wilfliUy to charm her. Ho 
was scarcely aware that his little attentions and whispered gallantries were so very 
charming : perhaps they would not have appeared so to a woman who Jiad not already 
lost her heart to him. But he had a great Issue at stake, and here was his only chance 
of deliverance. A certain amount of courtship was necessary before he could speak of 
marriage. Rex himself thought his attentions to Miss Fane were very commonplace, 
and such as any woman would claim from any man. Perhaps it was her love and hops 
(which scarcely could believe Itself to be such) which exaggerated them in Isobel'a 
eyes. Any way, it was a wretched business ; and, whichever was In fault, they both 
paid the fUll penalty of it befoi*e their race was run. At this period she had certainly the 
best of it; for poor Rex was as miserable as he well could be. 

That night, meeting his friend Halkett, he drew him aside for a few words of private 
conversation. 

" I've seen my landlord to-day, Halkett, and got him to take the place in South Stcee* 
off my hands. I'm going to have a sale there of all my things, — except the pictures, they 
must go to Christie and Manson*s, — and I'm going into the Club Chambers next week." 

" The best thing you could do, old boy," was his friend's reply. 

"Yes, hang it I if I'd only contented myself with them all along, I might not liave 
been In this pickle now. However, with what I have, and the sale, I shall be able to 
keep my head above water till .something turns up.** 

" How do you get on there ? ** said Halkett, with a movement of his head towards the 
door of the caf4, which was intended to intimate Toriington Square. 

" Pretty well,** was the answer. " I was out riding with her to-day.'* 

" You went in rather strong there the other night, old fellow,** observied his f^end. 
•* I thought it would be all settled before we left.** 

Rex made a gesture of impatience. 

" Don't talk of her," he said, in much the same tone as he had used in making th6 
request to Miss Ashton ; and then, turning to Mr. Halkett quickly, he added, '* Halkett, 
I've parted with Pearl ; I'm not going there any more ; I told her so yesterday." 

His friend did not say he was a fool this time, as he had done on a previous occasion, 
whatever he thought. 

" I can*« go there any xhore,** resumed Rex, hotly, as he observed the other's indif- 
fferent manner; " and if you knew what I felt, you wouldn't advise me to do so either. 
I had no idea I was so far gone in that quarter. But, Halkett, you go there some'> 
times, don't yotl? I want you to look after them for me like a good fellow as you are, 
and see that they want for nothing. As long as I have a penny in my purse she shall 
have half of it.*^ 

If poor Rex had only known how often Halkett went there, how lUmiliar to hira wa4 
the road which led to the little house at Islington, he would not have been so eager, 

gerhaps, to make him his almoner for the benefit of Miss Elizabeth Ashton. But tha 
lends had occasionally paid visits there together, and Rex thought that they were the 
extent of Henry Halkett's intimacy with the wctoan he loved. 

" They'll get on well enough, Rex ; and if not, Miss Ashton will doubtless let you 
know. I suppose your sense of the virtuous is bot so fine as to have ibrbidden all 
communication by letter between you." 

Rex didn't like being laughed at, and he showed it by his looks. 

" I faever tiientioned the subject to her," he answered, shortly; "but as we have 
never corresponded, I don't suppose she will commence it now. I told her I waa 
thinking of marrying.** 

"Oh! well! I shall be deliffhted I am sure, my dear fellow, to be your Mercury^ 

between Islington and wherever you may hang out ; and let you know whenever 

there seems need of your help." 

" She might be shy of telling yoU, Halkett ** (ah, how little did Rex Reverdon know 
yet of Elizabeth Ashton I) " being a stranger, but you will be able to judge for your- 
self, won't you, whether she looks well or ill? and how that drunken brute, her father, 
treats her. Vou Will take care of her for me, and I shall be everlastingly your debtor," 
added poor Rex, as he grasped Mr. Halkett's hand. 

" Kohsense, man,^ replied his friend, really looking ashamed of the proceeding, 
"what's the use of making such a fbss about nothing.** 

" It isn't nothing^'* rejoined Rek ; " it is a great deal to me, and there is not another 
ttuAii in the world that i would trust to do it for me." 
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'*Ah! poor Pearl I" said Mr. Halkett; <<so pretty aa she is, and so badly off. She 
would stand a poor chance, I am aArald, with a man of no principle ! " 

" rd like to see the man of no principle, or all principle," exclaimed Bex, firing up, 
«* who'd dare to try it? I mayn't go near her myself, but I shall keep my eye on her, 
and — by Jove I he'd better let me catch him at it." 

And Rex's hand, as it was clenched against an imaginary rival, caipe very near to the 
nose of his particular Ariend. 

'* Oh ! come, my dear fellow,'* exclaimed Halkett, laughing, " you needn't put my eye 
oat ; I am not the man." And then he sobered immediately. 

<< Halkett, I am a fool," he said, which was the usual conclusion he arrived at after 
any expression of his feelings, ** let's change the subject, or go into the billiard-room. 
I feel rather mad to-night, and am Just in the mood to stake everything I possess. 
Come, Hal I 111 play you for Miss ITanc I A thousand up ; and a couple of hundred 
points into the bargain ; the winner to cut the other's throat I By heavens, if the thing 
could be done, how thankfhlly I'd lose 1 " 

But Isobel had something to bear that evening also, for Mr. Peyton's ill temper did 
not vanish even at the appearance of dinner, and he amused himself all the evening by 
abusing Mr. Reginald Reverdon ; whilst liis sister-in-law had not even the satisfaction 
of feeling that she had any right as yet to take up the cudgels in his defence, else she 
was a woman who could fight right loyally for the ones she loved, especially in their 
absence. " Conceited young fool he is," remarked Mr. Peyton; **I wonder what on 
earth he wants to come riding with you for, Isobel ; he thinks too much of his own 
lumbering figure and bush of hair, I should think, to have much time for observing the 
perfections of other people." 

" All the better, perhaps," she answered gayly, " when * other people ' have so few to 
observe." 

She felt disposed to be gay. Her brother-in-law's ill-temper only amused her, and 
the events of the afternoon had left her in unusually good spirits again. 

" He is a most unprincipled young fellow," Mr. Peyton went on to say ; *' not at all 
the sort of man I should like to see you about with often. Isobel, I shall certainly not 
encourage his visits here ; I beg you don't ride with him again." 

<' He asked me to do so the day after to-morrow," she answered, '* and I promised I 
would." 

" I never heard of such a thing! " exclaimed Mr. Peyton, rising from his seat in his 
annoyance, and pacing the room, ** scampering about, day after day, with a young 
manlike that! It's not respectable — it's disreputable — you'll get talked about; I 
won't allow it," he added, as he turned round and snapped his eyes at her, with an. 
expression that was intended to be very fierce. 

She simply landed. 

'< Come, Fred," she said, soothingly, *< sit down, and don't make an exhibition of 
yourself. You know me of old; all this won't alter matters." 

« Do you mean to tell me that you intend to ride with Mr. Reverdon the day after 
io-morrow?" he said, stopping short before her chair, as he slowly brought out his 
words. 

"Yes — I do," she answered coolly. You would have expected an alarming out- 
burst to follow such an answer to such a solemnly-put question ; but nothing of the 
sort came. Mr. Peyton knew very well that he was powerless ; he had no authority 
for directing the actions of his sister-in-law, and if he made her angry it would be the 
worse for himself. So he only looked at her for a moment, pufibd and blew consider- 
ably, got red in the f)&ce, took out his pocket-handkerchief, and began playing *'pop 
goes the weasel " again. In which style their arguments invariably ended. 

" You shouldn't speak to Fred like that, Isobel," observed Mrs. Peyton, almost In 
tears, she knew not for what. " He knows better than you do ; and it is very extraor- 
dinary of you and Mr. Reverdon, and not at all proper." 

'•What is extraordinary?" exclaimed Isobel, with rising temper. "Why is it not 
proper? Do you think, at my age, that I am never to choose my own firiends, or follow 
my own pursuits? As to its being improper, I am the best Judge of that. If Fred 
doesn't like to accompany me in my rides, he can stay at home. I dare say I can get 
acme one else. But if you and he think to control me all my life, and to order my 
actions as if I was a child, I tell you at once I won't stand it. If I am not to have my 
own way in this house, I shall go where I can." And so she left them, staring at one 
another la blank astonishment at this unprecedented act of open rebelUon on the part 
of the osoally forbearing Isobel, and wondezingi in their own hearts^ what it could 
possibly portend. . 



56 •*T00 GOOD FOB HIM.*' 

CHAPTER XI. 

LUCT. 

Nine o'clock the next morning; and the snn Tvas shining with snch assnrance Into 
the breakfast-room of a moderately-sized villa at Ealing, that the old servant who was 
putting the last touches to the arrangement of the breakflost-table, palled down the 
long white blind in his face without the slightest ceremony. 

'' Drat that sun ! *' she exclaimed, rather irreverently, as she brought the white cot- 
ton tassel down with a Jerk; '' it won't leave a bit of color in the carpet by the time 
summer's over." 

The room was prettily fUmlshed, and bore ample traces of being the abode of a gen- 
tlewoman; but there was a primness about the settlement of the furniture, an absence 
of negligent grace about the disposition of the various little ornaments which adorned 
it, which proved that its arrangement was left, as was the case, to the hands of ser- 
vants only. 

Indeed, as the old woman in question moved slowly abont the apartment with a dust- 
er in her hand, gently wiping a book or blowing the dust off a glass shade, she did so 
with the air of a proprietess, and as if everything the room contained was being set 
in order for her own edification; as Indeed it was, for there were few else in the bouse 
to care much how it looked. 

Presently the door of an np-stairs room slammed, and light footsteps were heard 
coming down the stairs, accompanied by a gay whistle. What a Jolly boy that must be I 
You could almost tell it by his voice, — so clear and strong and sweet, — as he whistles 
the martial air of the " Dashing White Sergeant." There is a decision, too, in the man- 
ner in which he marks the time, which tells of something more than the materials for a 
musician — of an energy of character which will make him do what he does do well, 
and prevent his going slipshod through the Journey of life. As the footsteps reached 
the landing they suddenly ceased, and I am afhild the rest of the Journey was performed 
by the whistler on the balustrades ; for nothing more was heard till the little hall rever- 
berated with the final Jump on its fioor-cloth, which elicited a start from the old woman 
in the midst of her dusting, and an exclamation of "Bless her heart! " as the breakfast- 
•room door was thrown open, and Miss Lucy Halkett entered. And this was the " boy " 
we have been speculating on I 

Tall of her age, — which was sixteen, — felr and fresh and slim, Lucy Halkett gave 
sufficient promise of fhture womanly charms to have occupied the place of a first-class 
heroine in my pages, though here she only ranks as third. But it is not given to all to 
distinguish themselves in the foremost ranks of the battle, though many drop and die 
in the rear unseen. But we will trust no such fate is in store foy the Joyous creature 
before us ; for on this June morning she was especially Joyous. 

" Holloa, old woman ! " she exclaimed, as she rushed up to the servant in attendance, 
and threw her arms around her neck from behind ; " what do you mean by not calling 
me in time ? Here's nine o'clock, and I ought to be gone. I'll squeeze you to death ; ** 
and suiting her action to the word, she set the woman off into a fit of coughing which 
seemed likely to prove the accomplishment of her threat. 

"Lor* bless you, my dear! " she said, as soon as she could speak, "I called yon three 
times, but you only threw things at me — you did ; and so I came down to my dusting. 
Kow, you sit down to your breakfast, like a good girl, and you'll be in lots of time." 

For the old servant had been nurse to Lucy Halkett's orphaned babyhood, and was as 
fhmlliar with her as her own mother might have been. The girl gave her a parting 
shake, and then turned her attention to the table. 

" No coffee, you wretch ! " she exclaimed, flying at the teapot, " and no Jam. What 
do you mean by it ? I won't eat eggs. I hate them." 

**Lor', Miss Lucy I the coffee's every bit run out, and there ain't no time of a morning 
to send for it and then make it. You must have tea, my lamb, to-day ; but there's some- 
thing else there that you'll like." And she pointed to a plate set on a basin Aill of hot 
water, and covered with a round dish-cover. 

" Buttered toast 1 " cried the girl. " There's an old darling I Come along, nursey I 
sit down and pour out the tea, and put In lots of sugar, while I make acquaintance with 
the toast." 

The old woman suffered herself to be dragged to a chair, and forced into it, whilst 
Hiss Lucy Halkett installed herself opposite. 

"Have you been to see your grandmamma yet. Miss Lucy?" inquired the nurse, 
presently, as she handed over a cup of tea, half fUU of white sugar. 

" Not yet," answered the girl, her mouth ftill of buttered toast. She did not eat 
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greedily, bnt only Iiastlly — all her actions were qtilck and energetic. ** I must ran np 
and see Gran before I go. Strap aU my books together, nurse ; and mind you do them 
tight.** The school-books were here, there, and everywhere; but they were collected 
at last, under the young lady's directions, and made into a parcel by means of a strong 
leather strap and buckle. 

<* Give me that one, nurse," she exclaimed, presently, at an ominously dry-looking 
volume was about to be added to the rest; " that fiEit brute with the gingerbread cover. 
Tve never even looked at it; " and she held her buttered toast in one hand, whUst she 
perused her day's task of heathen mythology, giving it sudden mishty thumps with tho 
other every second or so, to express her disapprobation of the author and the work. 

" I forgot all about this horrid mythology business," she exclaimed, presently, as a 
more vehement thump than before made the nurse jump In the pursuance of her occu- 
pation ; '* that Parsons will turn me in it, I'm sure." 

" Oh, for shame. Miss Lucy I " said the nurse, very gravely, "to speak of your gov- 
erness in that fashion." 

'' Jubilate ! there's the postman ; " and as the double knock sounded at the door, she 
leaped up iVomher seat, and was in the hall, ready to pick up the letters, almost as they 
ffell upon the door-mat. 

She came back slower than she went, a bright color in her face, and two letters in her 
hands. She threw one to the servant as she entered. 

" One for Gran," she said, and commenced fingering the other as she spoke. 

" Is that one for you, my dear ? " said the woman, presently. 

** Of course it is," she answered; " do you think it's for you? Oh, did it expect a 
bUletdoux tcom its sweetheart, the poor old thing? and is it ready to cry its eyes out 
because it hasn't come ? " 

She put her arms round her nurse's neck as she spoke, with a pretension of loud 
lamenting, but in reality to prevent any questions about the letter she had received. 
But the old servant was not to be hoodwinked. 

" Sweethearts ! nonsense, Miss Lucy," she said, as she smoothed down her ruMed 
collar and cap. " I should think sweethearts was as little in my thoughts as they are 
in yours, and you ought to know it." 

The girl was impatient to open her letter, and yet she did not. 

"Come, you cut along to Gran," she said to the nurse, " and give her her letter, and 
then bring me down my hat and cloak, for it's half-past nine, and Parsons will fine me." 

As the woman walked slowly up the stairs, she thought to herself, " What's come to 
that child that she can't open Master Henry's letters before me as she used to do? " 

And as the girl found herself alone, she looked round once with a guilty glance to see 
if the door was really closed, and then, seizing the letter in her hand, she pressed it to 
her lips as she tore it open. It was only a few lines, but they brought the bright blood 
quickly to her cheeks, and then she kissed the paper again, and, crumpling it up, thrust 
it into her pocket. 

Before the nurse had hardly reached her mistsess' bedroom door, she was overtaken 
by her nursling, who came after her three steps at a time, and rushed into the room 
before her. 

It was a comfortable bedroom, though plainly fUmished. In the centre a large ma- 
hogany bedstead, with moreen hangings drawn closely around it, seemed almost to fill 
the apaitment with its pompous proportions. Lucy darted round the moreen curtains 
to the side where they were left open to the light, and coming with her usual vehemence 
upon its occupant, made her jump almost as mudi as she had done the old nurse. 

She was a little old lady, very Aragile and weak-looking, but with the power still of 
bringing a light into her eyes, and a flush of pleasure on her withered cheek, as the figure 
of her young granddaughter came upon her view. 

"Well, Gran, how are you?" said the girl, as the half threw herself upon the bed, 
and kissed and hugged the old lady. 

" Quite well, my dear child. Was not that the postman's knock? Are there any 
letters for me?" 

" Nurscy's got one for you Granny, and here she is with it. Do you know I must be 
off; it's half-past nine." 

" Then go, dear Lucy, at once. Miss Parsons does not like you to be unpunctual." 

A smile curled up the girl's lip as her grandmother spoke, but still she lingered, 
though the servant had brought her hat and cloak by that time, and she had put them 
on. Twice she moved slowly round the bedstead, and twice she as slowly returned. 

" Come, Lucy," said Mrs. Halkett, presently, lifting her spectacled eyes firom her 
letter, " are you not going, my child? " 

" Yes, I am. Gran, now directly ; " and she passed beyond the drawn curtains. " I 
Bay, Gran," she exclaimed from beyond them, " Harry's coming down to-day." 

" What 1 " said Mrs. Halkett, " your cousin Henry ? How did you hear it, Lucy ? " 

" Only a line he sent to me. Gran ; hell be down to dinner at two. Good-by." 

'«But, Lucy, my dear," commenced Mrs. Halkett, but to little effect. The light foot- 
8 
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Steps went springing dowa the stairs again, and in another moment tUe hall door had 
filammedi and she knew the girl was gone. 

*' So strange of the dear child," thought the old lady, as she retnmed to the perosal 
of her Interrupted letter, << not to have told me before, or to say if Henry sent any 
message to me about his coming. Ah I she's a wild creature," and therewith ibrgot 
the subject, except so far as regarded her communicating the news of the proposed 
advent (which was a thing of fi^uent occurrence) to the old servant, who, in her turn, 
was too well-bred to make any comments upon Miss Lucy's behavior, except in her 
own mind. 

As the girl herself took her way along the half-countrified roads of Ealing, in order 
to reach the school she daily attended, swinging her packet of books ia one hand as 
she went, she looked what she was — a thorough school-girl. Wild and thoughtless 
by reason of her extreme youth, and a little by reason of her nature ; spoilt to a degree 
by the two old women who had had the sole chai^ge of her from her infancy, Lucy Hal- 
kett had at this time little idea of ever restraining either her words or actions. What 
she wished to say she said without much respect of persons. What she felt inclined 
to do she did, and if she could not do it by fair means she thought little of doiug it by 
foul. Her grandmother and nurse, whilst they flattered and petted and idolized her, 
were no compimions for her young, free, Joyous nature, and she hod grown lately to 
think she must act for herself without any reference to them; to think that Khe must 
live in a little world of her own, since they could not enter into the pleasures which 
she did. She ruled the villa at Ealing, and though they shook their heads over her 
wild sayings and doings, and prognosticated that sbe would break her neck some day 
over the balustrades, or shock the other sex so much by the freedom of her remarks 
and manners, that the awful fate of *' never getting married" would assuredly be hersi 
neither grandmother nor nurse dared to oppose more than the feeblest remonstrance 
to anything she did or said. Lucy Halkett was most thoroughly and effectually what 
people call spoilt; though in what <* spoiling " consists time alone can show. 

As she walked along to school that morning, she had to pass a long line of semi- 
detached villas, such as their own, before she got clear of the terrace on which thoy 
lived. Several salutations were hers as she went; vehement rappings from up-staira 
windows on the part of young gentlemen who had persuaded mammas (paterfamiHas 
having already taken his way to the city) to permit them to stay from school for that 
day only : ostensibly for a headache or a festered thumb ; in reality, for cricket or a 
game at hockey. Some carried their admiration sufficiently far as to run down the 
garden path at her approach, betraying that they had been on the lookout for their 
goddess, and exchange a few words with her over the garden gate : and one young 
knight of about her own age was surprised leaning over the battlements of his ances*- 
tral halls, in an attitude of utter despondency, and with eyes of despairing import, as 
he suffered himself to be silently devoured by his consuming passion. But Lucy had a 
word and a Joke for each of them, and as she came against'the last-mentionod gentle- 
man she laughed in a cruel and heartless manner at the symptons he betrayed, and 
when he reproached her with being the cause of his depression, her heavy bundle of 
books in its leather strap came swinging round at him for answer. The insult was too 
much for him to bear. Even Petrarch, Ijtomeo, Antony, aU the lovers in creation, 
would have ceased worshipping when a lot of books were swung round at their heads. 
The boy vaulted the long w^ he had leant over, and gave chase at once. But Lucy 
Halkett had the speed of an antelope, and with her advantage she outran him, or rather 
the little gate of Miss Parsons' abode, with its brass plate with *' Establishment for 
Young Ladies " upon it, closed upon her before he could overtake her. Her saucy 
laugh of defiance came back to him as he retraced his steps. 

<< The rascal I " he said to himself as she did so. '^ I'll pay her as she comes back, if 
I lay in wait an hoar for her." And then went home to forget in half an hour the insult 
his tender passion had received, and to commence adoring more ardently than before* 

Miss Lucy Halkett was received with great en^pressemerU by her little world at Miss 
Parsons*. She was one of the "big girls" at the school, and evidently a universal 
favorite. After she had been reprimanded for being late by her governess — a repri- 
mand, of which, I am afraid, she took little notice — she settled down in her seat, and 
there was great manosuvring as to who should get next to her for some little while, 
until her great chum, Miss Addy Wilson, se<»ired the desirable position. 

" Young ladies," said the measured tones of Miss Parsons' assistant, presently, << why 
are you all changing your places ? Miss Halkett has her own desk ; there's no occasion 
for any confUsioa, The idass for mythology to come up at once," 

Of course the class for mythology, or at all events that .section of it which was rep^ 
resented by Miss Lucy Halkett, was what scholars technically call " turned." 

** Have you not studied your mythology, Miss Halkett? " demanded the preceptress, 

" I cant say I have," was the cck^ reply ; whilst the other girls of the c^ass, afraid to 
titter, looked on with beaming admiration at the impudence which they would not have 
v«ntuxsed to utter tiiiemselFes. 
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Miss Parsons removed her spectacles from her nose, and looked the oflbnder Ihll in 
the fboe. 

** Yon cannot say that yon have, Miss Halkett ? Bo I hear yon aright ? " 

*< Quite right/' answered the gtrL " I slept till half-past eight this morning, and had 
only jast time to eat my breakfldst.'* 

'< And last evening, Miss Hallcett ? " 

" Lost evening? " was the answer, and the girl's eyes went rovnd as if she were try- 
ing to tax her memory with the events of the evening before. " Oh I I was very busy 
about scmelhing or other, I forget what now." 

** Tii'^ is very unprecedented behavior, Miss ECalkett," rejoined the governess, getting 
hot, ** and yon set a very bad example to the whole class. Gro to your seat at once, if you 
please, and study your part. I shall expect to hear it perlbct in a quarter of an hour. 
I must communicate with Mrs. Halkett upon your indolence in acquiring your appointed 
tasks. Toung ladies, go on with the class as before. In what way did the goddess 
Diana show the indignation that she felt at the assurance of Actseon? " 

Lucy Halkett retnmed to her seat, but I am ataid she employed her time in anything 
but studying her neglected mythology. 

" She dare not keep me in, the old wretch,** she thought to herself, ** because Gran 
has forbidden her to do so ; and so, if she wishes me to sit here aU the morning, 
Instead of doing my other lessons, all right ; I. prefer it myself.*' And that portion of 
Miss Lucy Halkett's mythology is illustrated to this day with the most wonderful 
sketches of gods and goddesses, and hounds and deer; — proofs of the profitable man- 
ner in which she spent the time allotted to her for redeeming what she had lost. 
Presently, in drawing her handkerchief Arom her pocket, a crushed envelope came out 
with it, which made the girlish heart beat faster. She would have one little look at the 
luind writing — only one — indeed, she had read the note so hastily, she scarcely remem- 
bered what'was in it ; so she brought it out ftirtively, and opened it and placed it 
between the pages of her mythology, whilst she read the fbw words it contained over 
and over again. They must have engrossed her very much, for Miss Parsons rose 
from her seat and came behind her, before she was aware of the drcnmatance. 

** Miss Halkett, what is that letter yon are reading? '* 

Lucy started, and laid her hand upon her precious missive. 

**It's only a letter of my own," she answered, hastily. 

'' I shall be obliged by your giving it to me," returned the governess; **1 allow no 
young ladies to receive or read letters during the school-hours." 

•< IVe not received It during the school-hours, and I am not reading it during the 
school-hours," replied LAcy, with a heightened color, as she thrust the letter again into 
her pocket. 

" Nevertheless, Miss Halkett, I insist upon seeing that letter; yon will give it me at 
once, if you please." 

Lncy was about to dispute the point, but in the first place, she knew it would be of 
no use in the end, and in the second, she foresaw that a sight of the note would per- 
haps enrage Miss Parsons more than anything else ; so she tossed it to her with rather 
a defiant air, as she said, — 

<' Oh ! you're quite welcome to read it, Miss Parsons : I dare say you've never seen a 
love-letter before." 

The expression of the eyes — the compassionate tone of the voice — were impudence 
itself; and Lucy had ample revenge, if that Is what she sought for. Miss Parsons 
trembled with rage as she adjusted her apectades, and perused the note delivered 
to her. 

It was as follows : <— 

•« Dearest Lucy, — 

" I am going to run over, to-morrow by the 2.2 ; will my Butterfly come down to the 
Btation and meet her old Hal? " 

And then there was a hurried signature of two initials, which might have been H. H. 
or W. W. or any other letters in the alphabet. The governess read the brief note two 
or three times over, whilst the girl looked up in her face all the whUe. When she had 
finished, she said, as she refolded the paper and placed it in its envelope, — 

'* And pray, Miss Halkett, may I inqufre the name of the writer of this very strange 
epistle?" 

** O dear, no I " said the girl, decidedly, ** that's my business." 

Miss Parsons opened her eyes in astonishment. 

*^ Do yon mean to tell me. Miss Halkett, that yon reftise to say who Is the individual 
with whom yon correspond in this fomiliar etyle ? " 

*<Mo8t certainly," returned the girl. <<Good heavens. Miss Parsons! whatl kiss 
and tell? " No," — she added, while she slowly shook her girlish head with the air of 
an old womaBy ** no$ that isn't my motto." 
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The tliree preceptresses were.horrifled. Such an act of rebellion in the very midst 
of the school-glrla — in their very feces 1 It was not to be tolerated. . Every eye in 
the room was wide open, every ear alert ; every little heart beating with envy for the 
recipient of a real love-letter. Miss Halkett must be made an example of. She must 
be made to remember. And so assuming an air of intense frigidity, whilst her eye 
went ronnd the whole circle, as much as to say, *< so perish all traitors," Miss Parsons 
placed the letter, with a great assumption of executive justice, in her pocket, as she 
said, '< Miss Halkett, I retain this letter, and shall communicate with your grandmamma 
upon the subject.'* 

Did she expect to see her wayward pupil fell at her feet, and implore her to keep 
silence, and the oiSsnce should never be repeated? Did she expect her to vow an 
immediate reformation, and give up the name of her correspondent (to ascertain which, 
indeed. Miss Parsons was painftilly curious) on the spot? If she did, she was disap- 
pointed. In the silence which ensued, Lucy Halkett's voice rang out, clear and saucy 
as usual. 

" So you may, if you like," she said, " Pve got lots more at home ; " and she turned 
again to her desk as she spoke. 

Miss Parsons was vanquished— her grand eloquence had been set at nought, and her 
weapons turned against herself, so she had no resource but tears, which she began to 
shed copiously; —"Wicked, ungrateful girl," was all she said, gaspingly; whilst the 
two assistants echoed her cry. "And after all my care, too;*' and then found herself 
obliged to leave the room in search of luncheon and sherry, which she always found 
necessary to take in at least twice between breakfest and dinner, to keep up her 
strength. As soon as she had left the room, Lucy Halkett found herself the heroine 
of the day. It was of no manner of use the two assistants requesting the young ladies 
not to whisper, or to change their seats. The subject was too excit&g, they found no 
attention paid to themselves at all. 

" Oh, do tell me all about him, dear," said Miss Addy Wilson, who by reason of being 
chief friend to Miss Halkett, thought she ought to be told ; " is he dark or fair? I wish 
that old cat had read the letter aloud. How I wish I was you, dear 1 " 

But Lucy's ruse had answered her purpose ; she had no wish to keep up the deception 
with her school-fellows. 

" What nonsense, Addy," she said, in whispered answer, "it's only a letter from my 
cousin Henry. I pretended it was a love-letter, to pay out that wretch for daring tb 
read it. . 

" What tan I " said the girl. " But he is very nice, your cousin, Lucy. Such nice 
dark eyes and hair I I think he's such a fine man — and cousins do marry sometimes, 
Lucy, you know — I'm sure I'm quite in love with yours myself. Now don't you think 
he's very sweet?" 

" Is he ? I don't know," replied Lucy, but she reddened as she spoke ; " he's my own 
cousin you know, Addy, almost like my brother. Grandmamma says that if she were 
to die, there would be no one to look after me but Henry." 

" Oh, that would be charming," returned her friend ; " then you could go and live 
with him, and you would grow melancholy and pale, and then he would discover, one 
day, that it was for love of him, and he would confess that he was dying of love for 
you, and then you would marry each other and live happily ever afterwards. What 
lUnl" 

" Nonsense I " said Lucy ; but she looked pleased. 

As she sat silent afterwards, she found herself wondering if it ever would come to 
pass : and how it would feel to live with him always. But then poor old Gran must 
die first I and at the thought the tears rushed from the girl's affectionate heart to her 
eyes, and the words in the book before her grew Indistinct, and changed their places. 

But all that was gone before school was broken up. What mattered it to Lucy that 
" Parsons " dismissed her in chilling silence, and as if she were attending her frmeral. 
Half-past one o'clock, and she should Just have time to walk down to the station and 
linger about there until the 2,2 train had come in. Not on the platform. Gran wouldn't 
like that, — and Lucy, though wild, was not disobedient, — but Just outside the station, 
where she might watch the arrived passengers pass the gate as they delivered up their 
tickets. She reached the spot sooner than she anticipated, she was so afraid of being 
late ; and the fifteen minutes she had to wait seemed very long, indeed. Then, when 
the clock was Just at the five minutes past, and the train was not come, she thoaght an 
accident might have occurred, until a friendly porter, crossing the road after his din- 
ner, Informed her it was a very usual occurrence. Seven minutes past, and there it 
was really, rushing into the station as if it meant to pass it altogether, and then puUing 
up short at the last minute. Lucy stopped on the opposite pavement, gazing wistfelly 
at the passengers as they commenced to emerge from the ticket-taker's hands. AU 
women, — no, two men, common men. Oh, she dare say-ed he hadn't come after all -^ 

perhaps he missed the train, or When, lo ! a figure passed the wicket hastily : 

and Lucy's childish fece (and shall I say, Lucy's childish heart) flared up with a glow 
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fng welcome, as Heniy Halkett distinguished her waiting ibim at once, «Ad came 
across the road to her. Sie did not appear movod at the encounter, though he evidently 
remarked the girl's emotion, and was pleased at it. He held the hand she gave him for 
a long time, and squeezed it as he looked in her fiu;e. 

" Well, Butterfly," he said, " so you've managed to fly down here to pick me up." 

"Oh, Harry I ^ she said, whilst pleasure appeared upon eveiy feature, ** I got your 
note this morning, and of course I came." 

«* How's the old lady, Lucy? " 

" Gran's quite well," the girl answered ; " at least as well as she ever is. You haven't 
got a carpet-bag, Harry," she said, presently, with a look of disappointment. 

"No, my pet," he replied, " I can't stay over the evening. I only ran down to see 
you. Did you tell grandmamma I was coming? " 

"Tes, I did," said Lucy, — but she blushed as she remembered how scanty had been 
the information on the subject, — " but only just before I went to school. I think she 
heard me." 

" You mustn't tell her you came down to meet me at the station." he said, presently. 

" But why not ? " urged Lucy. " I must if she asks me, Harry." 

" Say I met you coming ttom school." 

But she wouldn't agree to that. She wished he hadnt suggested it; but she only 
said,— 

" Gran Is not likely to ask anything about it, Harry; and If she did, she never scolds 
me." 

So they returned together : but the old nurse, who opened the door to them, did not 
look pleased at the circumstance, although Mr. Henry was almost as well known to her 
as her nursling was. The afternoon was spent by Lucy at home. No one said it might 
be so — she asked no one, in flEU^t, whether it was to be so ; she simply decided the 
question herself. Henry was come, and therefore of course she was not going to school ; 
she was going for a walk with him. I do not know if Mr. Henry Halkett was partic- 
ularly fond, in general, of walks amongst green fields and down country roads and 
by-lanes ; I think the pavements of Begent Street, the shade of the Burlington, and 
the seclusion of the Haymarket were a great deal more to his taste in particular, and in 
accordance with his habits in general : but this afternoon he suffered himself to be led 
by his young cousin into the most rural of districts without a murmur; indeed, he 
voted for it before he set out with her. 

" Take me somewhere for a quiet walk, Lucy, where a fellow can smoke a cigar with- 
out meeting half Ealing to stare at him:" and she had done as he had directed her 
to do. 

She looked especially girlish this afternoon, with her skirts still clearing her ancles, 
her slight unformed figure, with its printed cotton dress, and her head covered with a 
plain straw hat. 

When they had wandered away fh>m the place itself, and had lost sight of cockney 
villas and cottages In a series of grassy fields, Henry Halkett threw himself on the 
ground, as he commenced smoking, and Lucy sat down beside him. Presently, he put 
his arm round her waist and drew her towards himself. She glanced round at him iu 
a shy manner as he did so, which caused him to remove his cigar tcom between his lips 
and kiss her. Then she colored up again, and tried to edge herself away from his 
encircling arm. 

" What's the matter. Butterfly? " he said, laughing, " aint you comfortable ? " 

"Yes," she answered; "but " And then she stopped, unable to say what she 

wanted or did not want. He had known her ever since she was a baby ; he had been accus- 
tomed to kiss her always, — there was nothing in it, — or she used to think there was 
nothing in it ; now — she did not know why — but there seemed a difference. And yet 
sho loved him Just as well as ever. 

He read her thoughts better than she could herself. 

" Lucy doesn't care any more for her poor old cousin I " he- said, presently. 

Then she turned and hid her face against his, and kissed him several times ; but as 
she did so she blushed again and again, till her face was scarlet. 

" You know I do, Hal," she said. " Oh, don't say that I " 

And then he held her hand, though it trembled the whole time beneath his pressurOt 
whilst he made her tell him all about Miss Parsons and her school, and the fate of her 
letter. 

" She thought it was a love-letter," she said, with glee, as she ended her recital. 

" Was she wrong, Butterfly ? " said the man beside her. 

The question (which sounded to the girl's unsophisticated heart like question and 
answer in one) fell on her ear like some delicious surprise. For the moment she felt 
giddy andconfbsed: her eyes swam; strange noises were surging in her head; she 
couldn't think or understand. Then they all cleared away, and she was Lucy Halkett 
again, sitting in the summer flelds with her old cousin Harry beside her. Why had she 
thought otherwise ? Who had said otherwise I 
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The qnestloii he had aeked remained unanswered ; for she had no answer to g^re Mm. 
She sat playing with the nodding grass which she had pulled from around her, breaking 
it into little bunches, which she unmade as quickly and threw away ; — sat, thinking of 
nothing in particular, but with a silent wonderment creeping about her, at the newness 
of the sensation which she had felt at her cousin's question; — sat, with her childish 
heart slowly unfoldhig itself from the wrappings of childish innocence, under the re- 
membrance of the warmth of this man's looks and words; and yet before it had any 
better, stronger mantle prepared to shield itself with from the frosts of life. And in 
the mean while he lay as before, his cigar between his lips, watching her through the 
wreaths of smoke which Intervened between their faces. She knew his eyes were on 
her, and yet she felt a dread she had never felt before of turning round to meet them. 
And still Henry Halkett lay and looked at her. He read the child's heart like a book. 
It was an entertaining book to him. It amused him to watch the first consciousness 
s'le experienced of her new feelings; he liked to see her eyes downcast: to feel her 
hand tremble ; to hear her voice stammer and break down under the influence of his 
smile, his grasp, his words. 

He said to himself, that it was quite refreshing only to watch her — so unlike the 
common run of things — so new a phase of the power of his own influence. He watched 
the dawning of love in her tender breast ; the awakening of that great mysterious 
shadow — which is still so bitterly real, and, once aroused, so difficult to lull again — 
with as little concern for what its eflbcts might be upon her, as the analytical experi- 
mentalist feels when he puts small animals to the torture to prove the truth of his own 
theory or supposition. 

" It's getting on for tea-time. Butterfly ; we must be going towards home.** 

His voice made her jump, and she rose to her feet directly in acquiescence to hla 
proposal. But she walked home by his side very silently — she was still in a dream. 
The note she had received from him that morning seemed to have grown in its meaning 
and proportions since he had spoken of it. She wished now that she had not given it 
up to Miss Parsons ; she wanted to see it again — to read it again. When she tried to 
remember its words even, she could not ; it seemed such a long time since that morn- 
ing ; as if so much had been done and said since then. 

When they reached home, they found old Mrs. Halkett up and dressed, waiting to 
receive them in the sitting-room. She was very feeble, and never rose, if at all, until 
late in the day. She was pleased to see her grandson — quietly pleased, not extrava- 
gantly so — not as she would have been to see Lucy after an absence. He was the 
child of her. eldest son, a man who, bom with small means and large ideas, had found 
England too expensive a country for him, and had transported himself and family to 
the Continent, where they had lived now for so many years that they considered them- 
selves naturalized, and looked upon France as their permanent home. 

Their eldest son — the Henry I speak of — had been educated to the law, as I have 
mentioned before, and now lived on his own account in chambers in the Temple. He 
was the only one of the younger branches of his ftimily that his grandmother had ever 
seen, and, with the exception of an occasional visit from her son his father, the only 
thing she saw of any of them. He was not an especial favorite of hers — his mode of 
life was unknown to her — but her afl^ction for him met with no reciprocal feeling on 
his part ; and was gradually growing less. But Lucy was the orphan of her youngest 
and favorite child — her brave, loving saUor-boy — who had been lost at sea oflly a 
year after his marriage, and been followed by his young wife a few months afterwaiHis, 
leaving her baby behind her to its grandmother's care. There were no other children 
left of her own marriage, Lucy had no near relations except herself and this brood of 
foreign cousins, whom she had never known. No wonder that her grandmother, while 
she was indiflbrent towards Henry Halkett herself, was anxious tlmt he should be the 
best and closest of friends with his young cousin. If she died — and her life was a 
very uncertain thing, more so than with most of us— who was to take charge of the 
orphan girl until she was placed under abler guardianship but himself? 

So she received him graciously, and expressed herself disappointed that he had not 
made arrangements to stay the night. 

" You seldom come down to spend a few days with us now, Henry. Your room is 
always ready for you ; you must remember that." 

Lucy had slipped away as soon as they had entered the room. She had run up to her 
bedroom and bathed her heated ftice with cold water, in a fiwhion which would have 
sent her old nurse into fits, had she witnessed the imprudence. For the first time, she 
wished, as she smoothed her hair in the glass, that she didn't wear it in such a childish 
fashion, and that Gran would let have her next dresses with a long skirt, as women 
wore them. Yes, she would have them, she was determined. Why, these short things 
made her look as if she was quite a girl still, instead of the woman she really was. 
And as Lucy thought the words, she drew her slight figure up with a conscioosness of 
being tall. And a woman she certainly was, if height constitutes one. 



i.ucr. 68 

Wlien she ie«entered the Bittiiig-rooiii, her old grandmoiher drew her fnidlj towards 

her. 

<' And how do you think this child looking, Henry? " she a^ed. 

"Very weU, Indeed," he answered; "but Butterfly always looks well.** And as he 
spoke, he tried to pull her down upon his knee. 

She had often sat there, but she resisted his eflbrts this time ; and when he persisted 
In them, she grew scarlet. 

" Don't tease her, Henry," her grandmother remarked. '< Lucy thinks the Ingrowing 
too big to be treated like a little child. Don't you, dear ? " 

The girl sprung to her side as she spoke, and sat down by her knee, burying her tauce 
in the folds of her dress. As she did so, the old lady's hand wandered upon her bent 
liead, and rested there lovingly. 

.She kept her place there most of the evening, and took little part in the conversation 
between her graudmother and Henry Halkett. Only once, as he was talking tost about 
- some of his gayeties in town, and he mentioned the names of the same ladies two or 
three times over, did she raise her flushed flice to his with an enquiring glance in it, 
that was very fUU of an undefined pain— a pain which yet he saw, and attributed to its 
true cause — which o^ly made him rattle on still more pertinaciously, on the same topic, 
as he examined his handsome nails, the while he watched the clouds of distrust and 
Jealousy which gathered over her foir young fhce. 

But when the time came fbr him to p;o, she busied herself getting his hat and great- 
coat for him f)rom the little hall, and in helping to put them on. He had already said 
*' good-night " to his grandmother, with a promise of a speedy return, and now he bent 
to kiss Lucy. As he did so, he felt something wet upon her cheek : he felt it; for the 
passag^c was dark, and he could not see. 

'* Butterfly 1 " he whispered, ** what's that ? " though he knew well enough why the 
tear had come there. 

"Harry! " she said, as he folded his arms about her; *'are they— those ladies you 
spoke of— are they very great ftiends of yours ? " 

^' My jealous little Butterfly I " he said, in return, and he kissed the girl's lips as he 
spoke, * mustn't your old Hal have a lady A*iend even? Naughty child, you shall give 
me a d;>zcn kisses for having asked the question." 

" Oh ! no, Harry," murmured the girl in her fluttering delight at his evasive answer, 
" T wasn't jealous, only I thought " 

'* You thought I had more than one Butterfly, eh? " he went on to say for her ; " then 
vou were wrong, Lucy." 

She stood where he left her in the dark passage, the tears still wet upon her cheek, ^ 
quivering with delight at his last words. When she went back into the lighted room, 
her grandmother noticed the change in her. 

" Why, my darling, what's come to you? you have been so silent the whole evening, 
I have been afraid you were not well, and now you look as happy as a bird. You are 
not glad that your cousin's gone, are you, dear? I thought you liked to have him here 
now and then." 

*< So I do, Gran," answered Lucy, as she resumed her former position at the old 
lady's knee, *' but I was a little tired with my walk to-day, and he's coming back on 
Saturday. Oh I dear old Gran," she continued as she threw her arms about her neck, " I 
ao love you so. Let me come and sleep in your bed to-night; I want to feel you close 
to me whenever I wake. I feel as though if I sleep alone to-night I should cry till it 
was morning." 



CHAPTER Xn. 

ACCEPTED. 

About a fortnight after the flrst ride that Isobel Fane took with Bex Rezerdon in the 
Kow she was sitting alone in her own room, not only alone but unoccupied — a most 
unusual thing for her to be. No paper, pens, and ink, backed up by dictionaries, littered 
the tabic ; her work-box was closed, and her hands were empty. A book indeed lay on 
licr lap, which had evidently slipped from their listless hold, how long before, even she 
herself, I fancy, was not aware of, and what its contents, she knew as little as we do. 
She was sitting in her easychair, her head laid back, her eyes closed, to all appearances 
(Icliciously idle; in reality, actively busy, that is so far as heart and brain were con- 
cerned. 

Klic liucl plenty to think of, a great deal had occurred during the last fortnight; so 
much so, that she could scarcely believe so short a time had past since the evening on 



64 "too good fob bdc/' 

which Bex Reyerdon had brought her the boaqnet in that yeiy house. There had been 
a great many rides taken since that first one in the How — a great many, that Is to say, 
to take place in fourteen days, eight or ten at the least — and there hod been several 
evenings spent at mutual Mends together, and several afternoon calls, prolonged 
beyond the usual calling hours, and trespassing upon the first dinner-bell ; and there 
had been more than one delicate attention paid, in the shape of flowers and such-like 
trifles, — more than one delicate compliment whispered or outspoken. Was it of these 
things Is^el Fane was thinking, as she lay back in her arm-chair that morning? 
Partly of these, which had led her on by degrees to expect a proposal at some Aiture 
time ih>m the man who uttered or did them, but scarcely to expect it so soon as it 
had come. 

, For it had come : Rex Beverdon had proposed to her only the day before. They were 
riding as usual, but alone. Mr. Peyton, whose annoyance at his sister-in-law's persist- 
ent intimacy with so dangerous on acquaintance for him aa Mr. Severdon appeared to 
be, had for the last few days (finding his endeavors to prevent her making appointments 
to ride with him lUil) token reAige in silent displeasure, and reilised to accompany her 
in what he so strongly disapproved of. They had started with the intention of looking 
in upon Lady Charlotte Huntley at Wimbledon, and were riding in that direction. 
Their conversation had flEdlen into a very sober strain : people who talked with Isobcl 
Fane, in her serious moments, generally found that the conversation did, imperceptibly 
to themselves, rise into the discussion of something better and higher than they had 
intended it to be at the commencemect of their discourse ; and they had been speaking 
of what true and false happiness consisted of. Bex had been listening, perhaps, more 
than taldng part in the conversation, for he had very soon found, poor fcUow, that he 
had got out of his depth, and that she was speaking of things too high and too holy for 
him to .understand. He listened to her, and he could admire the soft tone of her con- 
versation, he could recognize the pure principle which breathed through all she uttered. 
He admired, but nothing more. The severe school by which she evidently tried to live, 
and thought every one should try to live, almost frightened him flrom giving her his own 
opinion on the subjects she touched upon. But through it all there was such an evi- 
dent tenderness in her manner towards himself, such an evident trust that if he was 
not all he ought to be, it was not because he did not wish or strive for it, that it gave 
him courage to seize the opportunity for speaking to her, when it offered itself. She 
was trying to define happiness, but she gave up the attempt, laughing. 

<* After all," she said, << what is happiness to one person is not so to another. I am 
sure it does not consist in outward things ; it emanates A:om our own hearts. I am 
convinced that earthly happiness — the happiness of this world — lies in people, not 
places." * 

'* How do you mean? " he asked. 

<< I mean, that if you have only people who love you, and whom you love in returut 
about you, that it does not signify where you live, or how." 

" That is attributing omnipotent power to love, is it not? " 

" I think love is omnipotent," she answered. 

^* Do you. Miss Fane? " he asked, bringing his horse nearer to her as he spoke (they 
were riding over Putney heath at the time) ; " would love be sufficiently potent to make 
you happy with me — as my wife ? " he added. 

He turned his head for her answer, but her face was hidden fh>m him. She had 
hoped this might come some day, might even be coming, but not now, not so soon as 
this ; she had not dreamed of so great happiness. 

Have you ever watched the sea, outwardly smooth as glass, and yet all its billows 
heavinjg as if a living creature were beneath its breast. You will see no foam on such 
a day, no crested waves falling over one another, and it appears Just the moment for a 
row, or a swim. But Just try it. Get into your boat, or, take a header from your ma- 
chine, and you will confess yourself mistaken. Better to dance on the high billows, or 
to be carried, in spite of yourself, over their white crests, than to have to stand against 
that obstinate under-current, either in a boat or without it. It looks clear and calm, 
but there is untold force beneath. 

That is just as her heart felt when she turned away her head and could not answer 
him. Her breast rose and fell, her breath came short and quick, and the words which 
rushed into her mind for answer would not be formed; but yet outwardly she looked 
calm enough. He thought at first she was offended. 

<' Have I spoken too soon. Miss Fane ? " he urged. " If so, you must forgive me. I 
have wanted to say it for the last week." 

Then she turned her head towards liim, her tongue unloosed, and tears in her eyes. 

" Oh, no 1 " she said. " Beginald, you have made so very happy ; only I did not ex- 
pect you would make up your mind so soon." 

She put her gloved hand in his as she spoke, and he, as in duty bound, kissed It. She 
was not a young girl, and would not profess to feel the bashfUlness which was incom- 
patible with the years she hod mixed with the world : but her cheek was veiy bcauti- 
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My brigbt with pleasure when she turned it towards him, and the look of offeetion in 
her eyes was so evident, that Rex*s heart smote him to the quick, and he brought out 
his next sentence very hurriedly. 

''Miss Fane, I don't know whether you think I'm a rich man; but I'm not." 

" Reginald I " she said, and her tone of voice was a reproach in itself. 

" I don't mean," he stammered, ** that I think that would have influenced your answer 
Just now, only you ought to know it first. I have been an extravagant fellow. I was 
brought up in extravagant habits, and this last year I have diminished my income con- 
siderably ; in fact, I've got very little left. It seems to strike me more forcibly than 
ever just now; it seems so unflEilr " 

She understood his meaning before it was put into words, and answered him as if it 
had been. 

" There can be no unfaimesf in love," she said. '* Reginald, if you love me, and I 
love you, it cannot signify which has the money : the one who has it to give is the hap- 
piest of the two, that's all." 

He was going to say something about thanks, when she turned round quickly upon 
him. 

" But are you sure that I shall make your happiness ? Are you sure that you are in 
earnest, that you have not deceived yourself? " 

The energy of her manner startled him into something of a respondent nature. 

" Quite sure. Miss Fane," he answered. *' Is not the fact of my asking you sufficient 
proof of my sincerity ? " 

** Oh, yes ! " she said, remembering his perfections and her many deficiencies, for she 
had a humble opinion of herself. ** Forgive me for having asked the question. If I can 
make you happy, Reginald, I will, so help me Ood." 

"Thank you," he said, very softly. 

Presently he resumed, as he looked at his watch, '< Shall we ride on a little, Miss 
Fane, for it's nearly four o'clock, and if my mother is at home, it will keep us out late." 

" Oh, don't let us go to see your mother to-day," said Isobel, shrinking from the idea 
of meeting strangers, whilst she was still revelling in the dawn of her lately-acquired 
knowledge of his love. " Another day, Reginald, but not now ; I'd rather not pay calls; 
to-day." 

"Just as you like," he answered. ''It is very awkward paying visits in a riding-- 
habit. I'll drive out here in a day or two, if you like. Miss Fane." 

Her face rather clouded as he spoke her name, and she was silent for the next few 
minutes. Then he said, — 

" What are you thinking of, Miss Fane ? " 

" Why do you call me ' Miss Fane ? ' " she asked. 

He colored up at the question. The ftu^t is, he was scarcely aware ho had been doing 
80, and he felt he had been guilty of a breach of love's etiquette. But for the moment 
he could scarcely remember what was her Christian name, he had interested himself so 
little in the matter, and the Peyton's generally called her '' Bell." 

"You know my name, don't you, Reginald? " she said next. 

'' It's Isabella, isn't it I " he stammered. 

"No," she answered, but a look of pain passed over her fitce as she did so. "It's 
Isobel." 

" I have always heard Mrs Peyton call you ' Bell,' " he replied in excuse. 

" Oh ! I cannot bear * Bell,* " she said. " I hope you will never call me so, Reginald." 

He had recovered himself a little by this time, and was ready with a salve for her 
wounded vanity, for it had been wounded, and he knew it. 

" I will never call you anything but what you wish," he said, with one of his " long"^ 
looks ; " but, if you leave it to me, I would rather call you ' my wife ' than anything 
else." 

And would she have been a true woman and a loving woman if such words had not 
had the power to set her again at her ease respecting him ? 

But still he did not call her " Isobel." He talked Areely to-her sX\ the way home, but 
he studiously avoided her name. It sounded so strange, so onfiimiliar to him — so 
much too fiuniliar, if you will allow me to be paradoxical. He had not dreamed of it, 
sighed it to himself, written it in conjunction with his own, as most lovers do when 
their fate is an undecided thing. He only thought of her as ^ Miss Fane," and " Isobel " 
appeared like a stranger to him. Once more he tripped as he was about to lift her fh>m 
her horse, when they arrived at home. 

"Now, Miss Fane." 

She did not notice it this time, but she looked at htm — a look which made him fol- 
low her into the hall and take her hand. The servant had closed :.he hall door, and 
walked away again, and they were alone — she standing by the table, as she prepared 
to put her riding-whip into the stand above it. 

"When shall I see you? To-morrow, Isobel f* he said, awkwardly; but oh I how 
sweet It sounded to her fi:om his lips I She turned her face towards him radiant, and 
9 
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he stooped and kissed her. The action brought both her nngloTed hands before her 
fiice, to hide her tears. 

«* When? " he repeated. 

'' Oh I at any time. Whenever you like. Oh, Beginald, I am so happy ! ** 

And so he had left her, with the touch of his lips stiU fresh upon hers, the sound of 
his voice speaking her fhmiliar name still in her ears. What wonder that this woman, 
old enough to be already weary of the world, had lost herself ever since in a delicious 
dream, ttom which a night's rest had had no power to rouse her. 

As she sat in her easy-chair that morning she went over in her mind all the events of 
the past fortnight, to see if she could retrace the circumstances which had led to the 
wonderftil consummation of yesterday — the incredible certainty that Rex lleverdon 
loved her ; for that he did love her she never doubted. So young as he was, so glori- 
ously handsome, so courted and sought after — that he should have chosen her fVom 
among all the fair women of his acquaintance to fill the honored station of his wife : 
" his wife," the wtffe of that "boy," that " model," that type of everything that she had 
ever conceived of manly beauty and vigor and kindliness. She could not credit it, the 
truth would not grow familiar to her mind ; she was almost afiraid now that it must 
have been a vivid dream only. 

" If you please, miss, master wants to see you in the study, particular." 

" Your master? Why, didn't he go to his chambers this morning as usual? " 

'* Oh, yes, miss ; master's been out and in again, and he and ndssus is together in the 
study, and wants you down there directly, miss." 

" What on earth's the matter now?" thought Isobel, as she went slowly down stairs 
to her brother-in-law's room; "more bills, I suppose. Well, they must learn to do 
without my money soon. 

But when she reached the study it didn't look at all like bills. Her brother-in-law 
was walking up and own the room in his usual style when he was annoyed, and her 
sister Fanny was lolling in a chair, looking very much Mghtened at her husbisnd's pro- 
ceeding, and very much injured by the world in general. As Isobel entered she turned 
a reproachful, watery glance upon her, and ejaculated, — 

"Oh, Isobel 1" 

"Will you be kind enough to hold your tongue, Mrs. Peyton? " said her spouse, stop- 
ping short in his mad career as he confronted her, " and allow me to speak to your 
Bister." 

Mrs. Peyton's only answer was the production of her pocket-handkerchief. 

" What on earth is the matter? " inquired Isobel, appealing to her brother-in-law. 

" Matter? " he answered ; " I should think there was matter enough. Take a chair, 
please." 

His manner was so commanding that she resented it at once. 

" No, I don't wish to take a chair, thank you. If you have anything to say to me, I 
can hear it standing. What is all this lliss about? " 

Mr. Peyton being an excessively fUssy little man, if there was one thing above another 
which had the power to irritate him, it was being recommended not to put himself into a 
fhss, and I am afraid Isobel knew it. 

" The *fu88y* as you elegantly express it," he answered, " is on your account only. 
Pray, did you know. Miss Fane," he continued, in a very loud tone of voice, and trying 
to look very fierce, " that Mr. Beverdon was to send me a letter this morning? " 

" No, I did not kndw it," she replied. " I never thought of it. If I had, I should 
have thought nothing more likely." 

"Oh, you should have thought * nothing more likely,' should you? " he observed, 
passing into the strain sarcastic; "then perhaps you know the contents of it. Miss 
Fane? You know what all your riding and walktog appointments with Mr. Beverdon 
have come to?" 

" Yes, I do know,*' she said, " of course I know. Mr. Beverdon proposed to me yes- 
terday, and I accepted him. Do you wish to learn anything more?" 

" Oh, Isobel ! " whined her sister from behind her handkerchief. 

" Will you hold your tongue ? " exclaimed her husband, stamping his foot as he spoke ; 
and then returning to Isobel, he said, "You've made a pretty mess of it, Miss Fane. 
You've put your foot in It." 

" What do you mean? "she asked. 
. " You don't take my advice," he said ; " you go riding about the country with men of 
no character, and " 

" Take care what you say, Fred," she interposed. 

"But I will not take care what I say," he rejoined; " he is a young man of dissi- 
pated character, who has run through every bit of his fortune, and thinks to patch up 
his own nfEalTs with your money. Perhaps you didn't know t/kxt. Miss Fane, /could 
have told you, though. / could have told you what the men of his own set will think 
of his marrying an heiress, — - what they will think of you for accepting him, — but you 
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didn't choose to take my advice, or I should not have such a pleasant piece of news to 
give you to-day." 

" It is no news," she answered, contemptuously. " 1 knew it before. Mr. Reverdon 
is too honorable to leave any netea relative to himself for you to tell me, Mr. Peyton. I 
conclude your business with me is finished now, and I may go." 

" Do you really intend to marry that man? " 

" Really and truly ; I have promised him so," she answered. 

" Give yourself to a man who only wants you for your money? Why, you're twice 
his age!" 

The last remark brought the blood to her foce, but she didn't notice it. She answered 
only the first part of his speech. 

** Wants me for my money ? What do you want me for — both you and Fanny ? Is it 
for love you wish to retain my presence In your house — for love that you would keep 
me single all my life ? or is it for the sake of those numberless little comforts which my 
money pays for you ? " 

She looked the man so straight in the face, that his eyes f^ll before hers, and then she 
felt for the moment sorry she had been so plain-spoken. 

** I have not been used to mention these things," she Went on to say, with an apolo- 
getic air. " I have paid for them, Fred as you Imow, and been glad to pay for them. 
They have been for my own sister — my own nephews and nieces. I wouKl have given 
twice as much if I had had it. Money has been little use to me in a single state, except 
as it gave me pleasure to spend it upon others. But what have you given me in return 
for it ? What have I received in this liouse as equivalent ? " 

" Oh, Isobcl," sobbed her sister, " I am sure you have always had everything com- 
fortable, and a fire in your room, and " 

" Pshaw 1 " said Isobel Fane, a proud curl of the lip breathing her contempt ; " dont 
speak to me like that, Fanny. You know it is not such things I speak of. I could have 
been contented with half as much of money as I have had if I had received with it/i 
little more consideration. When have my wishes been thought of— my comfort — my 
mental comfort, remember, not my bodily — been considered, or ever your own, placed 
aside to make room for it? Have you made your house so happy a home to me that I 
should dread to leave it, that I should wish to give up the ofi'ered love of an honest 
man in its exchange I You have placed ev^iy obstacle possible in the way of my so 
escaping. When poor Harold died " 

"Well, really I" exclaimed Mr. Peyton, "I should think at this present moment 
when you are discussing the probability of your marriage to another man, that you 
might leave Mr. Gray's name alone." 

" Why ? " she asked. " I am not ashamed of a former love. I am not ashamed that 
the bitterness of that memory has passed away. I am very thankfhl to God for it. I 
am very thankfhl that he has allowed me to feel another love, a better, stronger love 
than that, and to feel it for one who has offered his to me in return. If Harold Gray 
could see me now and hear me, he would say the same. But when he died, when I did 
not think that loving again was a possibility, when all my future life seemed a blank to 
me, what sympathy did I get from your hands or even Fanny's ? • Couldn't I see (or do 
you think me blind?) that through all your affected condolences and expressions of 
pity, that you were glad at what set my heart bleeding; that it was a comfortable 
thought to you that the grave had closed over what was so dear to me, that even the 
excess of my first grief at his loss was a comfort, inasmuch as it seemed to promise a 
single life devoted to his memorj"? Can you deny it ? " 

She spoke energetically and rapidly, and in the last question she appealed to both 
of them, but neither answered. Mrs. Peyton was feebly weeping, while she occasion- 
ally murmured something about ingratitude, mixed up with wax candles and every 
convenience; and her husband was looking over the wireblind into the back yard, his 
hands beneath his coat-tails, trying to appear unconcerned and at his ease. 

^* Can you deny it, Fanny? " Isobel then repeated, putting the question direct to Mrs. 
Peyton, but Mrs. Peyton only wept afi^sh. 

*< You cannot, either of you," she continued; "and now that there seems again a 
chance that my happiness for this life may be secured by marriage, you have first 
endeavored to prevent such a consummation by every argument against Mr. Reverdon's 
character and intentions that you could possibly use, and when it has come, you turn 
round upon me like this, and speak as if I was going to make one of the most disrep- 
utable marriages possible. I have spoken hotly, Fred," she added, turning to that 
gentleman, " but you provoked me ; I might have said as much, perhaps, in fewer 
words, but when one is roused, it is difficult to choose one's language. I have accepted 
Hr. Reverdon, and I intend to keep to that acceptance. Henceforth, therefore, I beg 
that any ideas you may have adopted, relative to his motives for asking me to marry 
him, you keep to yourself, for I will not stand by quietly and hear them. If my pres- 
ence in your house, after this understandiog between us, becomes unpleasant to you, 
yoa must console yourself with the knowledge that it will not be for long» for as I do 
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not antlcipftte any pleasure firom the manner In which you Trill probably receive Mr. 
Reverdon here, I shall agree to any time that he may wish to flx for our marriage. 
Kow, I hope, this is the last that I shall hear ft*om you of so unpleasant a subject." 

She left the room as she spoke, and from her outward manner, no one could have 
told how much she was annoyed at the interview which had just closed. Mr. and 
lilrs. Peyton looked at one another in blank amazement as the door shut behind her. 
They had certainly overshot their mark, if their object was to keep her with theui as 
V)ng as possible, and not one of their arrows seemed to have gone home. lie had 
nothing to say for himself, or of her ; he saw he was powerless, and therefore he vented 
his indignation upon his wife, until something very like a quarrel took place between 
them, and stopped for the time their discussion of poor Isobel^s affairs. 

And she 

That shaft of his, about Rex Reverdon only wanting her for her money, had told 
fMghtfhlly, though she had not shown it. It would have been too great a triumph for 
his unmanly nature, had she let him see that he had drawn blood. But she felt its 
barbed point rankling in the .very core of her heart as she found herself in her own room 
again, free to commune with herself and be still. 

" Only for her money," was it possible ? It was a bitter truth to swallow, if it was 
truth ; but Isobel's nature was too truthful itself to quite believe it. But even, suppose 
he did, suppose he had ruined himself, and her money would save him, could slie hesi- 
tate ? she who would lay down her life for him, who had come to love him, these few 
courting days, so madly that she would have thought everything she possessed too 
Mttle to barter for another such fortnight of his love. And to be his wife, to live with 
him for her lifetime, to have him to herself, no other woman with any right, with any 
possibility of a right to him I The thought was too happy, too great to admit of so foul 
a suspicion even having the power to poison its bliss. 

If she had ever doubted for a moment whether this marriage would bring her hap- 
piness, — if she had ever hesitated for a moment to enter upon so binding, so sacred an 
engagement, — her brother-in-law*s manner towards her, his manner of speaking of her 
betrothed husband, would have changed her mind, would have cleared up, and settled 
her doubts at once. 

If the Pejrtons had spoken kindly and affectionately to her, if they had set their fears 
before her in a calm and steady light, she mif/ht have wavered here, she might have 
stopped to consider if this step would prove the happiness of her life. I do not say, 
she wouldf I say she might. But they had overreached themselves. Mrs. Peyton, 
with her tears ; Mr. Peyton, with his blustering show of control, where he possessed 
none, had disgusted her. She was ready to escape at all hazards from a protection, 
which was so evidently extended to her only for the benefit which accrued to them- 
selves. 

StUl, she knew that the absence of herself and her money would be a serious absence 
for them. They were far from rich, and their family was large, and how they would 
educate and feed and clothe them, without her help, she hardly knew. 

" But I will ask Rex," she thought to herself (already her love had taught her to use 
the shorter and fonder name), — "I will ask him, if I may not still pay for the elder 
boys' schooling, even after we are married. It is not much certainly, sixty pounds a 
year, but it will be a great help to them, and. it is as much as I can — as I ougJU — to 
give of my husband's money." 

And as the last word left her lips, Isobel's face relaxed from the stem expression it 
f^ad worn ever since the interview she had held with her sister and brother-in-law, and 
she gave herself over to a softening happy dream of what the. love of a husband might 
prove to her. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

A NEW SISTER. 

But a few days after, as Rex was driving her over to Wimbledon, to be introduced 
to Lady Charlotte Huntley, she broached the subject to him, which was uppermost in 
her mind. 

" Reginald, I want to have a little talk with you about money matters. I am aftald 
the Peytons will feel my leaving them very much at first. I have* been used to pay Ibr 
80 many little things for them, the children's schooling amongst others. I should like 
(if you entirely approve of it) to continue paying for the eldest one, Robert, for a j-ear 
or two longer. It is only sixty pounds a year. By that time he will be out in the world, 
I hope; he Is nearly sikteen now." 
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Bex didn't answer at once. The fiict is, even sixty pounds a year oat of fifteen hnt»-, 
dred would be felt in his embarrassed circamstances. Fifteen hundred itself scorned' 
little enough in comparison to what he had lost. And yet the money was hers, and he 
did not like to make a remonstrance, it seemed so grasping; so he applied the whip 
lather more smartly than was necessary to the sides of the animal he was driving, aud,> 
wajs silent. Isobel saw at once that the proposal had not pleased him. 

<' I only mean it as a suggestion, Beginald," she added, more timidly. " My sister's 
fbmlly have no right to expect any help firom me when I am once married." 

" Your money is your own, Isobel, to do as you like with. It was settled entirely 
upon yourself, without any reserve. Your brother-in-law told me so in the course of 
our conversation yesterday." 

" But I don't want to do as /like with it only, Reginald. It must be as you like also» 
or it will not be done at all. There can be no * meum et tuum ' with you 'and I. What 
is mine is yours, or will be. I only thought that the Feytons would miss my help so 
much more if it was all withdrawn fi*om them at once. I would not bind myself down 
to anything. I only wished to pay for Bob's schooling until he leaves school. Then 
they must shift for themselves." * 

** Of course, pay for it then, Isobel; it would doubtless only be fair, after alL /am 
not the one to complain, who am about to take you altogether to myself." 

But though he spoke cheer Ailly, and so far deceived her, his cheei*fUlness was only on 
the surf)[ice, and she missed something, she hardly knew what, f^om his conversation. 
Not that it ^as entirely on account of her wishing to pay Master Bob Peyton's school- 
bills for the next few years ; there was a weightier matter troubling Bex Reverdon's 
heart Just then; the unsatisfied feeling which all experience iu the accomplishment of 
an act which they cannot Justify to their own consciences, and yet which they have not 
the courage to avoid doing. At such times we coll the course of our actions Fate ; we 
wore truer to our hearts — truer to what we know to be true if we called ourselves — 
cowards. 

The first excitement of the acceptance of his proposal to Miss Fane being over. Rex 
Rcverdon felt almost frightened at what he had done. He dreaded what he was about 
to bring upon himself, — the prospect of a life spent with a woman he was indifferent 
to ; and although he had acknowledged that even if he c6ntinued free, Pearl Ashton 
could never be more to him than she Was, he regarded with horror the total barrier he 
was about to raise between himself and the possibility of ever making her his. And as 
he sufibred himself to brood over the destiny which it had been his whole aim for th^ 
last few weeks to secure, the evils of it seemed to enlarge and magnify, until they as- 
sumed the proportions of veritable " Giants Despair" in his eyes. And yet he knew 
(to use his own phraseology) that he hod " been and gone and done it," and that there 
was no retreating now. It was bitterly unreasonable of him to visit tjils mood upon 
poor Isobel ; but which of us is reasonable at all times ? Gathering back his thoughts 
ttom resting upon such ideas as the foregoing, the words he uttered were not alwaj^s 
so warm as should have issued from a lover's lips. But Isobel had not perceived it so, 
much as you would have imagined. True, she sometimes thought him a little *' dis- 
trait;" but when aroused his words were always outwardly kind and polite, if not 
ardent, and she was not of an exacting temperament. She was one of those who know 
how to love for love's sake ; who take the passion in its true sense — abnegation of 
self. It was to her so great an honor and glory that Rex Rcverdon should love her at all, 
that she did not stop to test the amount of his affection by weight and balance, and see 
if it equalled her own. To be allowed to love him as a right was all-sufficient happi- 
ness for her; she thought too much of him, too little of herself, to have time to tret 
over the absence of little lover-like attentions. What he gave her she took thankAiUy, 
atkd magnified their importance in largo measure, giving iiim back threefold. You see 
8ho was a very unambitious woman, and very ncglectfhl of the rights of her sex — par- 
ticiilarly in courtship days; the rights of teasing and worrying a man out of his life, 
and expecting him to adore and be grateM for it in return. But she was a very woman 
through it all. 

LadyCIiarlotte Huntley had of course been duly informed of her son's engagement to 
the heiress, and had been graciously pleased to approve of it. In fact, nuirrying an heir- 
ess was about the best thing poor Rex could have done at this period to retrieve his shat- 
tered character in his mother's eyes ; indeed, I may say the only thing. As to whether hQ 
loved her or didn't love her, that wOiS a matter of quite secondary importance. It was 
no concern whatever of Lady Charlotte's ; she never thought even of making an inqui- 
ry upon the subject. The day for the marriage had already been fixed, and it was to 
take place at the same time in the ensuing month, the middle of July. Indeed, there 
was no reason for delay, and several, on Rex's part, for haste. Th^y were to spend tho 
first three months on the Continent; after that to settle near London — at Wimbiedoiv 
Uaelf most likely. All this had l;>een arranged the day before, i^id La^y Charlotte had 
been made cognizant of the new-made plans, and put her slgA and sea^ thereto. Anc| 
she had been quite eager that Rex should bring his affianced bride as soon as possible 
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on the very next day down to lunch at " The Oaks." Mr. Huntley was going to stay at 
home expressly to be introduced to his new daughter-in-law. In fact, considering tlie 
mauvaisB odeur poor Rex had been in but a fortnight before, the advent of Miss Fane 
made quite a little commotion down at Wimbledon, and on their arrival, on the present 
occasion, at ** The Oaks," she was decidedly the star ascendant for the day ; Rex was 
not indifferent to the homage paid her. He may not have felt it so much as he would 
have done had the woman he presented to his fkmily as his future wife been the woman 
of his heart : but, nevertheless, he liked it for her sake as well as his own. Isobel was 
looking her best that day ; she was becomingly dressed, and her recently-acquired hap- 
piness, mixed with a little proud shyness at being received as a Reverdon to be, mantled 
her cheek with such a charming flush, that Lady Charlotte's look of pleased surprise 
was so evident as she advanced to receive her, that Rex felt as if the reception was ac- 
corded to himself, and his spirits rose ten per cent, immediately. And, indeed, some 
of his mother's cordiality to her future daughter-in-law did reflect itself upon him, so that 
seeing them together, you would scarcely have believed that the interview I described in 
a former chapter had really transpired between them. Mr. Huntley was also there in 
honor of the expected guests. He was a fine, well-made man ; and handsome still, al- 
though he was over fifty years of age ; but his face was of that order of beauty which 
never goes with brains. He had a good complexion though, still, and dark, bright eyes, 
and a good stock on hand of senseless nothings for women's ears, so that the ladies all 
pronounced him " charming," and what more could a man desire ? When Isobel was at 
last released fJrom their congratulations, compliments, and good wishes, and had been 
carried off by Lady Charlotte to lay aside her bonnet and mantle before luncheon, and 
returned looking so much at home in her soft muslin dress aud dassically-bruided hair. 
Rex took her hand, and led her into the dining-room, where Gabriel was already seated 
in his invalid chair. 

" Isobel," he said, as they came up to the boy, " you have seen my brother Gabriel 
before, but he did not know then that you were to be his sister, did you, Gabriel? " 

Gabriel Huntley had heard, of course, in general with the rest of the family, that his 
brother Rex was going to be married to the lady whom he had seen riding with him in 
the Park. How the news had affected him he could hardly say himself. For Rex, whom 
he had almost considered as his own property, to be married, and belong to somabody 
else, was a bitter pill for Gabriel to swallow, though he was too unselfish, too like Iso- 
bel herself in his nature, to say so ; but then again, the marriage would inci'ease Rex's 
happiness, and Gabriel would have died to make Rex happy. Tliis interview with his 
future sister had been regarded by him with a degree of nervous dread, which hud 
made him remonstrate against having his chair wheeled into the drawing-room to wit- 
ness her first arrival, but when he raised his dark eyes at his brother's affectionate ad- 
dress and saw Isobel's face, beaming with womanly compassion and tenderness for his 
afilicted state, the little undefined jealousy of her gave way, and as she stooped to kiss 
him, he put his other hand (one was already fast locked in that of Rex) into hers at 
once. 

" Will you think of me as a sister, Gabriel? " she said. 

" Oh, Rex I " exclaimed the boy to his brother, while he answered her, " I vjill love 
her, for your sake I It will make you happier, won't it. Rex? " 

He was alluding to the marriage, and his brother understood him. The appeal, so 
earnestly put, as if it wovJd be answered, and truthlblly, startled Rex. It startled Iso- 
bel also. She raised herself again ftom her stooping posture, and stood looking at her 
betrothed husband, as she waited for his reply. Her eyes, bent so earnestly upon him, 
seemed to cry out even through their dumb eloquence, " Will it make you happier? Tell 
the truth ; we two, who love you best, wait to hear it." 

But Rex did not tell the truth. His hearers waited in vain. He only answered, very 
gravely, — 

" It would make me very unJiappPf Gabriel, If you didn't love her; but I have no ffear 
of that myself." 

She ought to have been satisfied, but I do not think she was. As her eyes left his 
face without a glance A:om his meeting them, she sighed ; a very slight sigh, very low, 
and very quickly checked ; but Gabriel heard it. 

'' I must go and hand my mother in to luncheon,** sidd Rex, presently, and he left the 
room. 

<< Miss Fane," said the boy, eagerly, as soon as they were alone, '< you love him dear^ 
ly, don't you?" 

" Very dearly," she answered. 

*< Who could help It? " he went on to say, '< so good and generous and kind as he Is. 
Miss Fane, he's the dearest brother in the world. I love no one so much. Oh, love him 
and take care of him, for my sake I " 

She was touched by the boy's earnestness, and knelt down by his chair, to bring her 
&ce close to his, as she said, — 
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"Always and forever, Gabriel, as long as I hare life to love him; and yon will love 
me too, will you not, for his sake f " 

"Yes," he said. **I do already. I have been very wicked, Isobel, may I call yon 
'Isobel?'" 

She nodded her head. 

" I have felt so miserably Jealous ; bnt it is all gone now I have seen and spoken to 
yon. I know you love htna by your eyes. You wiU never turn against him as some 
others do." 

It was a strange speech to come fh>m so young a boy, and she felt it to be so ; but it 
confirmed a sospicion she had held in her mind before, that Reginald was not a great 
i)sivorite at home. And as the idea crossed it, she vowed aft'esh that she would only 
love him all the more for it. The drawing-room party now entered the luncheon-room, 
and she rose hastily Arom her kneeling position, as she told Lady Charlotte that she had 
been maMng the acquaintance of her son Gabriel. Lady Charlotte was not displeased 
to find her there. She would have had all the world, if she could, kneeling and wor- 
shipping by the side of GabrieVs invalid-chair. She considered him worthy of all 
worship and honor. As they placed themselves at the luncheon-table, Miss Fane was 
of course allotted the guest^s place, at the right hand of her host. He tried to make 
himself as agreeable as he could to his visitor, and deluged her with small talk during 
the whole of the meal. But l^ir. Huntley's small talk was of the very smallest, the mild- 
est possible, and chiefly turned upon the sayings and doings of people she had never 
even heard of before, therefore it cannot be supposed that she felt very much interested 
in it. But presently he mentioned a name that was well known to his step-son, who 
pricked up his ears from the other end of the table. 

" Chire, did you say, sir? What of him? »» 

"He's going to do pretty much the same as you're going to do, Reverdon — hang 
himself, and without half so good an excuse either," he added, with a little bow to 
Isobel. 

'* Going to be married, is he?" exclaimed Rex, recognizing the stereotyped Joke; 
" why I have heard nothing of it. Who to ? " 

" I only heard it yesterday," rejoined Mr. Huntley. " Clarkson, of the War Office, 
told me. Who to ? well, who should you think f " 

" I can't imagine at all," answered Rex, with a puzzled expression on his face. " He 
was never a man for society, you know, or anything of that sort. I don't know any of 
his clique. Clare's the last man in the world I should have thought of, as going to be 
married." 

" So I should have said of Mr. Reginald Reverdon a month ago," observed Mr. Hunt- 
ley, which made Isobel blush. But Rex only laughed. 

" Ah, I've got a good excuse, sir, as you said yourself Just now." 

"Well, I suppose Clare thinks the same," answered Mr. Huntley, "though I don't 
know if every one would agree with him so readily. Clarkson tells us she's a Mrs. 
Daly, a widow, with lots of money; so I suppose it's all right." 
•Before the words "lots of money" had scarcely resolved themselves into thin air 
from Mr. Huntley's mouth, an ominous dry cough from Lady Charlotte's had warned 
him of the imprudence he had been guilty of. He was a stupid man, — an empty rattle, 
who was constantly putting his foot in it, from talking with too much speed and too 
little thought ; but he was not so obtuse as to be blind in the present instance to the 
mistake ho had made. Isobel did not seem to have observed the illusion, or if so, to 
have connected it in any way with herself; but Rex Reverdon looked guiltily coilfecious, 
as he fixed his eyes upon his plate and commenced playing, in an insanely, unrecessary 
manner, with his knii'e and fork. Finding he had made a mistake, Mr. Huntley quickly 
strove to remedy it, by dashing into another phase of the subject, only desirous that 
his hearers should at once have it wiped off the tablets of their memoiy, that he thought 
" money " a desirable appendage to a wife. 

" I dare say she's a very nice creature, and all that sort of thing," he said, whilst ho 
fidgeted with the wine to cover his contusion; " but the worst of it is, that she is half 
a dozen years older than he is, at least Clarkson swears so ; but I don't quite believe 
him, as I said at the time. Clare is an orphan, I know, but I can't think he misses his 
mother quite so much as to want to replace her at this time of life. Why, what can 
the boy be thinking of? He isn't as old as you are, is he Rex?" 

" I don't know his exact age," said Rex, looking across the table, out at the window, 
up at the picture-frames, anywhere but towards his step-father's face and Isobel's 
chair. 

It was her turn to feel the allusion now, and she grew scarlet under it. She did not 
commence to play with her food as Rex had done, nor to fidget at all. She sat quite 
still, and she kept her eyes fixed on her host's features ; but the bitterest pain shot 
through her heart as she listened to his words. Pain, not so much for herself as for 
Rex ; pain that he should be subjected to hear such cutting allusions for her ^ke ; that 
she should be the cause for which he was subject to theuL She thought he must feel 
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It SO mnch for her; she .did not dare to look his way either: she almost expected to 
hear his voice say — " Isobel, don't mind it, for I do not." But, of course, no such 
thing happened. No dry cough firom Lady Charlotte warned Mr. Uuntley this time 
that he had again overstepped the bounds of prudence ; on the contrary, she made her 
own remarks on the subject in question; made free to believe that Mr. Clarkson was 
wrong, and that Mr. Clare would never think of doing anything so foolish. 

" Why, she would be quite an old woman by the time Clare was still a young man." 
She concluded by saying, " Women are always ten years in advance of men, my dear, 
even if they start together.* 

And as she sat and listened, a feeling of wounded pride rose up in Isobel's breast 
that they could so speak before her, and not know that they were touching upon a deli- 
cate subject. But in this she did both Lady Charlotte and Mr. Huntley wrong. Rex 
had not communicated the knowledge of his intended wife's age to " The Oaks " party, 
Dot considering it necessary for them to know it. and they had no idea she was older 
than he was. They may have guessed her to be about the same age. She certaiuly 
did not look older than he did. He had led a dissipated life, and late hours had left 
their mark upon his five-and-twenty years, and had added several to them, in liis appear- 
ance. She, on the contrary, had spent her thirty summers peacefully, if not happily. 
No great storms of passion had crossed her spirit ; even her grief for the death of 
Harold Gray had been more subdued and quietly despairing than violent ; and, there- 
fore, time had passed over her lightly. Yet, had it been otherwise, since Isobel Fane 
was sufficiently honest to tell her real age, without reserve, to the world, I doubt if she 
would not still have borne the reputation of looking younger than she was. All, with 
her, was fair and above-board. She was one of the sincerest women possible. The 
remarks of Lady Charlotte and Mr. Huntley pained her, because they suggested to her, 
for the first time, that perhaps she was wronging Rex in her contemplated marriage 
with him. It had never struck her he might be subjected to humiliating remarlts on 
her account. How would he bear them ? What elTect would they have upon his affec- 
tion for her? The thought disturbed her greatly, and the light spirits which she had 
displayed during the first part of the meal disappeared under its influence. But the 
conversation was general again, and no one seemed to observe her change of manner ; 
80 she thought, at least, though she was mistaken. 

When the luncheon was ended, they all adjourned into the garden, where the little 
girls were introduced to Miss Fane with great pride by their mother. They were all 
fine, rosy children, taking after their father, and made great friends with their now 
sister-in-law, hanging about her and crumpling her muslin dress, as they became ulmocit 
as familiar with her as they were with their brother Rex. After they had been a short 
time in the garden, Mr. Huntley walked towards his farm-yard on a tour of inspection, 
and Lady Charlotte left the young people alone, and returned into the house. The 
mid-day sun was too powerftil for her to remain in it long. Then Rex commenced a 
game with his little sisters, and Gabriel and Isobel were left alone, his chair was 
wheeled upon the grass lawn, and she sat down upon the footboard of it, as she watched 
the romping of the children. Up and down the green slopes and round the beds of 
flowering shrubs they chased their big brother, until they fairly beset him on every 
side, and feigning to be conquered against his will, he tumbled, and was instantly 
covered with all on top of him at once. He looked so boyish, care for the time ban- 
ished fVom his mind, his bright, disordered hair falling about his flushed and heated 
face, that the remembrance of the conversation at the luncheon-table re-struck her 
painfully, and she sighed. 

" What has worried you, Isobel? " said Gabriel. 

"Worried me, Gabriel?" she asked, trying to Speak lightly. " Why^ what s/wmW 
Worry me ? Why do you ask ? " 

" You sighed just now," he said. 

"Did I sigh?" 

"Yes; and there was something worried you at luncheon, I am sure; for I was 
watching your face, and I could see the change come over it." 

"I shall be afhiid of you, Gabriel," she said, attempting a lai^h; "you are a little 
wizard. You musn*t fancy every time my face changes that I am worried; it often 
(ihanges. I have a great many things to think of." 

" Not sad things ? " he asked. 

" Some pleasant and some sad," she answered. 

" I should have thought you could have none but pleasant things to think about, 
Isobel, when you are just going to marry Rex. Now look at the difference between 
you and me : I suppose I shall be chained to this wretched chair all my lif«. I do not 
dare to think of the possibility sometimes I " 

" Dear Gabriel I " said Isobel, pitifully, " I feel so sony for you 1 Bat you are very 
likely to get well, are you not? " 

" So rrmnma says,'* answered the boy, In a tone of slight contempt; "but her wish 
IS fiither to her thought, you see ; and I believe the doctor tells her so Just to please 
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her; bnt I know better myself: I' shall never get well again, and the only qaestion Is 
how long I shall have to lie here— perhaps for yeaxs." 

'* It's a great affliction," she said, softly ; she scarcely knew what else to say. 

" I should think it was," he replied; ** and Ilex's love is the only thing that has made 
it bearable to me. If it hadn't been for Bex I should have wished myself dead scores 
o«f times." 

" But your mother? ** urged Isobel. 

** What good am I to her ! " exclaimed Gabriel, <* lying here like a useless log? I had 
better be dead at once, and then all her suspense will be over. The longer X live the 
more she hopes." 

'* But, Gabriel," said Isobel, and the tears had risen in her eyes at his words, ^' there 
must be a purpose in your living, or you would not be permitted to do so : we all live 
for some good, to ourselves or others." 

" I wish you would show me what good I can be," he said, gloomily. 

^*Do you?" she answered. *' Gabriel, will you let me show you? I should so liks 

to talk with you about it. When " And there she stopped ; for she had made a 

resolution in her heart during the last hour which might make ** when " ** never." But 
Gabriel took up her sentence, and finished it for her. 

" When you are my sister," he said, "and live here (Rex says very likely he shall 
bring you to Wimbledon), I hope we shall often talk together about many things. I 
am sure I shall love you, Isobel ; I don't know what it is about you, or why, but I felt, 
from the moment I saw you in the Park, that I should like you. Is it because you love 
Ilex so much; or because you speak so kindly to me, that I feel as if I knew you 
already? I am sure I couldn't have called another woman 'Isobel' so soon, for they 
say, in general, I am very shy ; but I don't feel a bit shy to-day. 

She was pleased to hear the boy say so ; if it had not been for that resolution growing 
up in her mind, she would have turned and told him how glad she was to have the 
prospect of being his sister, and the right to talk to him and attend on him more than 
other people. But, as she tried to say it, something flashed across her mind, and tied 
her tongue. But she did tell him that she was very glad he was not shy with her; and 
she hoped that they should be always fHends. But when Rex came up to know when 
she would like to return to town, Gabriel was disappointed that she wished to go as 
soon as possible, and would not hear of staying for a late dinner, or even coffee. 

" My sister expected me home early," she said, in apology to Lady Charlotte, when 
they returned to the house ; " and I should not like to disappoint her." And Lady 
Charlotte said of course she hoped Miss Fane would please herself; but she trusted 
that was not the last time, by many, that they should see her down at " The Oaks " 
before a certain happy event took place. Which allusion made poor Miss Fane color 
up — but not with pleasure — as her eyes unconsciously sought the direction in which 
Rex Reverdon was standing. But when her adieux had been properly administered to 
Xady Charlotte, and Mr. Huntley, returned firomhis farm-yard, was waiting to hand her 
into the carriage, she ran back once more to say a last word to Gabriel. 

" Good-by, dear Gabriel. You won't forget me, wUl you? You will try to love me, 
whether I am ever your sister or not ? " 

" Don't you think I shall live to see it, Isobel? Yes, I shall; Tm not so far gone as 
that." 

<' Hush ? I didn't mean that," she answered. *' I only thought, * there's many a slip * 

you know." 

<* Not here," ho rejoined eagerly. " Isobel, if I was the woman that Rex Ibved I 
wouldn't let him slip." 

She tried to laugh it off. 

** Good-by," she repeated. " We mustn't talk any more nonsense. Good-by." 

Ajid yet at that moment she had voluntarily resolved to give her lover up. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

AN OFFERED SACRIFICE AND ITS CONSEQUENCES. 

When they were once more driving together on their way home, a spell of silence 
seemed to fiUl upon Rex Reverdon and Isobel Fane. He was a little put out at her 
liAving left Wimbledon so early, although a word firom him would have kept her there, 
asd t&t word had not been spoken; but be fancied that his mother had not been 
pleased at their quick return, and at present he wished to remain in his mother's goo<k 
graces. Isobel, on her part, as soon as she found herself tete-a-tete with her lover, had 
erinoed a feverish restlessness, as if she wished V> say something, and yet was half 
10 



74 "too good for him." 

aAraid, which made itself evident in her absent manner when he spoke to her, and the 
sudden way in which she would commence a subject to him and then break oif. 

" Rex, do you know " 

•• Well, what? " perhaps he would answer. 

" I mean — Gabriel and I got on very well together, didn't we ? " 

<< I was suire you would like Gabriel. I always call him a child ; but he is scarcely 
more of a child than myself. He has laid in that chair thinking and observing all his 
life, till he knows about twice as much as most men. What do you think of my moth- 
er, Isobel?" 

" She was very kind and polite," said Isobel. " Did you tell her all about me, Bex ? •• 

" How do you mean * all ? ' " 

" Everything that concerns me — everything that you know yourself." 

"I told her everything that concerns her, Isobel: not more. What makes you 
ask?" 

'' Oh, nothing — that is, nothing in particular." 

"Are you tired?" 

**No, not at all; thank you." 

It was after this brief intercourse that the spell of silence fell on them both that I 
have mentioned. They lefb Wimbledon fox behind them, and Putney and Clapham, and 
still they were both silent. Then Isobel woke up, and knew that half their drive was 
over, and that If she wished to speak to him she must do it soon ; so she said, 
timidly, — 

"Rex." 

But he didn't seem to hear. 

** Rex, dear." 

<' Eh ! what ? Did you speak to me, Isobel ? " he then said, waking up in his turn. 

" What are you thinking of. Rex ? " 

He could not tell her : he had been thinking of Just the same thing as herself — the 
conversation at luncheon ; but not with the same feeling regarding it; not with any 
idea of giving up his projected marriage ; but only considering what people would say 
of him, and whether that he wanted a mother as well as Clare. It was not a cheerful 
thought, for Rex was not proof agidnst banter of any sort, and the prospect of it had 
made him feel depressed. 

So she answered, evasively, — 

" I was thinking of several things, Isobel; you have been so silent, I had nothing to 
do but to think." 

"I wonder if you have been thinking of the same thing as I have," she went on to 
say, hurriedly; " of what Mr. Huntley said of that Mr. Clare at luncheon." 

Rex was startled to ilnd that her thoughts had really corresponded with his own, but 
he was too good a politician to let her see it. 

" You don't mean to tell me," he said, affecting a gayety he did not feel, " that you 
can think twice of such nonsense, Isobel? My fatiier-in-law is always saying some- 
thing he does not mean. He would have cut out his. tongue sooner than have men- 
tioned it, if he had imagined for a moment that you would have even noticed his re- 
mark. It is not worth a thought." 

" But I cannot think so, Reginald," she answered. " I have thought of it ever since ; 
the difference in our ages never struck me in that light before ; of course I have known 
all along that my being the oldest is a disadvantage for you ; but somehow, you seem so 
infinitely above me in all things, and I feel so young, .that it did not appear so great as 
perhaps it ought to have done. But when Mr. Huntley spoke of Mr. Clare in that 
manner, as if he was so very foolish to marry a wife six years older than himself, and 
your mother, too, agreed in his opinion, the injustice I have done you, in accepting 
your generous proposal, seemed to strike me for the'^rst time. Reginald, it must not 
be ; you must think again before you throw yourself away upon me ; suppose people 
said the same of you as they do of Mr. Clar^, I don't think you could bear 
it, and I am sure it would make me unhappy. I love you too dearly to 
demand such a sacrifice on your part ; whatever it cost me to give you up, I 
would rather do it than that you should repent of our rqOBirriage afterwards. Reginald, 
I am much too old for you : I can see it plainly now, andyou have been in too great a 
hurry, you have not looked about you enough yet. liCt us put off this marriage untU 
you have sounded your own heart better." 

She spoke with a great deal of emotion, but with a quiet dignity that stood champion 
for her own deserts, and a vast tenderness that seemed to claim protection for his fu- 
ture happiness against himself. There is no doubt that Mr. Rex Reverdon was con- 
siderably taken aback, and did not know, at first, how to answer her. It was true the 
same suggestion had made itself to him in other words, but nbt at all with a view to 
the same results. Here was the woman to gain whom he had- been laying himself out 
for the last month. Just as he had secured her, offering herself up a voluntary sacrificei 
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not at his feet, but to rid him of herself, if he so willed. And it was what he did not 
will, as we well know. It was what he could not afford to will either. Added to which 
there was a certain nobility in her offer which touched the best part of him, for Kex 
Beverdon knew fUll well that she loved him dearly. And so, it is not surprising that 
his answer, when it did come, said a great deal more than it really meant. 

<' My dear girl,'' he began, ** do you know you're talking a great deal of nonsense ? " 

She had expected a grandiloquent answer to her grandiloquent address, but this tor 
miliar caressing form of speech was the yeiy one best calculated to soothe her wounded 
ieelings and allay her fears. Rex had never spoken to her in such a tender way be- 
fore, and the name he used to call her by seemed a contradiction in itself, to any sup- 
position on her part, that he acquiesced in his step-father's opinion or hers. A look 
of intense pleasure passed over her face as the words left his lips, but she did not speak. 

"I knew your age before I spoke to you of marriage, Isobcl. Do you think I am 
such a child as not to know my own mind upon the subject ? Don't you remember you 
told me, that last evening party at Mrs. Peyton's, thilt you were thirty? " 

'^ Oh yes ; I remember," exclaimed Isobel, as that evening and all its wonderftd new 
delights rushed back upon her imagination. 

'* 80 you see I knew all about it, and it made no difference to me. Why should you 
begin to talk to me now about stopping to consider and sounding my heart? " 

"But I am afl-aid you may not have thought of the consequences," commenced 
Isobel again ; " it seems as if I was doing you an injury to link myself to you for life, 
when, as Lady Charlotte says, yon will be a young man still when I am an old woman. 
Think of that, Reginald. It does not signify so much now, but ten years hence — how 
WiUltbethen?" 

Reginald did think, and the thotight made him almost shudder. If he could have get 
out of it, would he not? but there was no other chance. He kept repeating that over 
and over in his own mind, ** no other chance." If she could have only road his 
thoughts, poor Isobel; but she judged Arom his words and actions alone, and for her, 
too, there came '< no other chance." He was silent for a moment, and then he said, 
while she seemed to hang upon his words, — 

** Well, I have thought, Isobel ; I have looked forward beyond those dreadM ten 
years, and I see nothing to frighten mo there. You say that you are afraid I proposed 
to you without thinking of all this. Well, now, I have done so; and I say again, will 
you have me for a husband? and what is your answer? " 

" Oh, Beg^ald, you know my answer before it is spoken," she said, a happy mist be- 
fore her eyes. ** I did not say it for myself, I thought it a duty that I owed to you; 
but if you have no fears, I have none, my dearest Bex," she added, looking fondly round 
at him as she spoke. 

Bex felt as ifhe had escaped a danger, she had really seemed so much in earnest. 
He had not been quite sure if she meant to take the law into her own hands, and pro- 
nounce a decree niti between them; and, on the repetition of her promise he breathed 
again. His spirits rose considerably in consequcucc, and he was very anxious to make 
amends for his previous silence. He again reverted to the subject they had discussed 
together in the morning. 

" About that money for the boy's schooling, Isobel ; I hope you quite understood me 
to say that I wished it paid as usual after our marriage. You had better settle all that 
with your brother-in-law. Hadn't you better pay for both the elder boys? It will 
only be for a few years.** 

** Ohl no," said Isobel, "pray dont suggest such a thing, dear Reginald. To have 
the expenses of Robert's schooling taken off their hands will be an immense help for 
them, and quite as much as we ought to give. In fhct, I am not sure yet whether we 
are bound to dQ as much as that. I have thought several times since this morning that 
I was foolish to mention it to you." 

" But I wish it done," returned Rex, with energy; ** and if yon do not mention it to 
Mr. Peyton, Isobel, I shall; but of course it would come better from you. / couldn't 
touch on the subject until after we are married." 

** How kind of you. Rex — how generous, — I scarcely like to accept it ftom you." 

So, even at this early time she took the disposal of her own money as a favor at his 
bands, and glorified him in her mind for liberality worthy of such a princely giver. 
After that they were soon at home again, and he parted with her for the night. His 
last words whispered in the hall were, — 

« Remember, Isobel, that I can't hear of any alteration of dates ; I hold yon to the 
15th of next month, and shall make all my arrangements accordingly." 

So he wouldn't give her up, not even delay the marriage ; her offered sacrifice had 
beefl^in vain; yet not in vain, Isobel thought, as she remembered the assurances it had 
drawn forth ftom him. In her own room that night she set him down as the most 
noble, most generous of men. 

** How well he bore those horrible remarks about Mr. Clare," she thought .- " how 
little he seemed to mind them. He must love me if he can stand ridicule for my sake : 
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men sae so sensitiye to anything like being laughed at. How glad I am that I do not 
look older than I do ; I wUl always dress young as long as I can, that the difference la 
our aged may not be remarked upon. Dear Reginald, my dear generous-heartcd Rex, 
how chcerfhlly he agreed to this business about Bob's schooling; and I am sure he 
didn't like the idea at first, and yet he gave in, — and not only so, but gave in with an 
appearance of liking to give in, which is what so few people can do; but Rex is as 
nearly perfection, I think, as mortal man can be. Oh, what have I done to deserve 
such happiness? How can I be gratefhl enough to Heaven? O God, make me worthy 
to be his wife, and give me grace to love him and make him as happy as myself I " 

Isobel Fane knew he was wild» thoughtless, extravagant, and accused of wanting 
money. 

And though I do not go quite so fhr as to say she liked him the better for bis sins, I 
do maintain that, in consequence of them, so deep a pity mingled with her love that 
ihe more he was run down and abused by the Peytons the higher rose her determina- 
tion to let them and the world see that one woman could love and trust him without 
measure. It was acting upon l^is principle that, a few mornings after the visit to 
Wimbledon, she stopped her brother-in-law, on rising from the breakfast table. 

** Can you spare me a itew minutes, Fred? I want ta speak to you alone." 

Mr. Peyton, not being a man in great requisition in Lincoln's Inn Fields, thought he 
could spare her a few minutes, and followed her into his study in consequence. 

When they were seated she opened the conversation without the slightest hesitation. 
She looked like a very cahn, sensible woman of business as she did so. 

" Fred, my thirty thousand pounds were left to me absolutely, were they not, by my 
godmother?" 

'* Yes, Isobel, certainly ,'' replied Mr. Peyton, scarcely knowing to .what her preamble 
was to lead. 

** The will I made after poor Harold's death you drew up for me, so you know that 
the greater part of my money was left to your wife and children and dear Charlie ; but 
that must be altered now, of course." 

'' Of course," echoed Mr. Peyton. He had known this must come» but he didn't like 
it any the better for the foreknowledge. 

" Who it will go to eventually, one cannot tell; but, in the prospect of my marriage, 
I want you to destroy that wUl for me, and draw up a settlement instead." 

<* It ought to be settled on you and your heirs, Isobel," he remarked. 

She shook her head impatiently. 

'< I don't know about < ought; ' the money is my own, to do what I like with, and I 
wish it settled, without reserve, upon Mr. Reverdon." 

" What/" exclaimed her brother-in-law, every hair on his head standing up on end 
with horror. 

" I wish you to draw up a deed, Fred, settling my thirty thousand pounds upon my 
fhture husband ; you know his name, don't you? Reginald Hopeaway Reverdon." 

** But, Isobel, this is monstrous. I cannot consent to it; to place the money entirely 
in Mr. Reverdon's power, to have no control over it yourself, no security in case of 
children ; it is perfect madness ; you cannot know what you ore talking about, what you 
are proposing to do." 

"Know? "she answered; "I know as well as you do, Fred, that such a deed will 
place every shilling of my money as a gift in my husband's hands, and that he may 
spend it all the next day, if he chooses." 

" Which he will do, in all probability," said Mr. Peyton. " Why, Isobel, he bets 
frightfully ; he lost all his own money on the turf; he is a most dangerous man to trust. 
You'll lose every penny of it, as sure as you sit there." 

" If I do," she replied, '^ I may thank yourself for it. I should never l^ve thought of 
this if you had not assailed me ever since my engagement to this man with hints that 
he only wants me for my money, and prophecies that ho will throw it all away. There's 
not a soul trusts him by your account, every one (even his own mother I believe) gives 
him credit for being incapable of acting rightly or fairly, even by the woman he mar-i 
ries. If every one is against him it behooves me, who love him so dearly, to moke a 
decided stand, lest I am classed against my will with those who do not trust him. I do 
trust him, Fred, and I will show him and the world so, not by empty words, but by 
deeds^ as far as I am aJble. I have such fsdth in him and in his honor that I can trust 
him with this money, which you think so much of —and trust him absolutely. It shall 
be his, every penny of it, before our wedding-day, and then we shall see which is right 
and which is wrong." 
" And suppose, I prove tight?" suggested Mr. Peyton. 

" Then God help me," said Isabel, sadly. ** I shall have lost my trust, and I db not 
care how soon the money goes after it. But there is no chance, not the shadow of a 
chance of it, Fred," she added, firing up again ; '* and if there was, I'd risk it. Draw 
up the settlement for me as I tell you; but don't say anything about It, please, to Mr. 
Beveidon." 
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" Bnt if ho should ask me ? " urged Mr. Peyton. " We were spealdng of your money 
xmitters only yesterday, and Mr. Kevcrdon quite agreed with me that it should be set- 
tled upon your children, and tied down so that he cannot touch the principal." 

" Dear, generous Rex," said Isobel, warmly ; " do you think that looks like squander- 
ing all my money away? Fred, you don*t know him as I do, or you wouldn't do him 
such injustice as even to think of such a thing." 

Mr. Peyton shrugged his shoulders and said nothing. His was doubtless the shrewd- 
er character of the two, but I cannot think it the most noble. However, he had pru- 
dence upon his side, and his business certainly was, as far as he could, to look after his 
sister-in-law's money. 

" But, since Mr. Beverdon sees the sense of it, Isobel, don't you think it would be 
better after all to have the settlement made upon you and your heirs? Your husband 
would still have the benefit of the interest for his lifetime." 

But her generous intentions had been fanned into an ardent flame by his last words 
regarding her intended husband, and she would not hear of anything short of the entire 
sacrifice. 

" No," she repeated, " I wish the deed drawn up exactly as I at first said, Pred : that 
I settle the whole of my money, absolutely, and without reserve, upon Reginald Hope- 
away Reverdon, without any conditions whatever. Now is that plain enough? After 
we are married he can do as he likes with it, but it shall be his to do with as he likes. 
Then, if he chooses to settle it upon me, it will be my husband's gift and not my money." 

" Very romantic, I dare say," grumbled Mr. Pe3rton, »*but a great deal of trouble 
nevertheless ; two deeds to be made out instead of one. I wish you would think twice 
of it, Isobel." 

" Twice, or two hundred, would make no difference to me, Fred. I am quite deter- 
mined, and you know when I have once made up my mind I do not easily change it." 

This was true enough, and so he prepared to leave the room without 'farther com- 
ment. 

" You shall have the deed in a few days," he said ; " but I hope you won't deliver it 
over to Mr. Reverdon before the marriage." 

8he looked wonderfhlly contemptuous at his infidelity, but stopped him before he left 
her. 

•« To prove to you, Fred, that Mr. Reverdon is not quite so grasping as you so chari- 
tably seem to imagine, he wishes me to tell you that after we are married he would still 
like me to go on paying for Bob until he leaves school ; of course hoping that you will 
accept it as a joint gift from us, and that you will believe that if we could have done 
more we would. Indeed, Reginald wanted to promise to pay for both the elder boys, 
but i was sure that was more than you would like to accept from us." 

Isobel said the latter words out of politeness, with more politeness than truth I am 
afraid ; for both the Peytons were of that grasping and unrefined nature that will take 
anything, as much as ever it can get, and feel no delicacy about the matter either. 

But this little proposal really did come very apropos to Mr. Peyton. He had no busi- 
ness to be ill-tempered about it, but he had certainly reason to dread the flight of his 
Bister-in-law from his roof-tree. Sixty pounds a year deducted from the elder chil- 
<Iren'8 schooling was sixty pounds a year in the younger children's mouths, and without 
doubt would be a great help to him. But to accept any obligation gracefully from a 
person with whom you have been at daggers drawn for the last month (for it had been 
little less than this between Isobel and her brother-in-law) is not easy to do, and Mr. 
Fe3rton was an awkward little man at the best of times. 80 he shuffled about a good 
deal at the news, said he was sure it was very kind of Mr. Reverdon and Isobel to 
think of it, and that his son Robert would have reason to be very grateftd to them for 
it (he would not acknowledge the obligation as one to himself), and then shuflled out 
of the room altogether, and left her standing there alone. 



CHAPTER XV. 

BEX HAS AK UNEXPECTED YISTTOB. 

If Isobel Pane's happinsss had depended upon the sympathy she met with in Torring* 
ton Square, it would certainly have had but a frail tenure, for her sister gave her still 
less than did Mr. Peyton. Ever since the day on which she had expressed her deter- 
mination to marry Rex Reverdon, Panny had behaved to her as if she had committed a 
crime too bad to mention, but of which it was fit she should be hourly reminded by a 
method of silent reproach, which was mixed up with everything she said or did. The 
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only ones In Torrlngton Sqnare who rejoiced with Isobel at her new prospects were the 
servants ; and tvom them she received the heartiest congratulations ; and Mary, the 
house-maid (with whom she was an especial favorite), had been heard to declare down 
stairs, that It was '' the next t>est thing to being married herself." But, in the mean 
while, Isobel cared very little for the dearth of good wishes for her happiness ; she ffelt 
too sure of it. When, a few days after, she received the ponderous looking deed which 
set forth in so many sheets of parchment, and such incomprehensible words, the simple, 
loving truth, that she could trust the man with her money with whom she was not 
afraid to trust herself, she could have cried with joy that she had it in her power to give 
her beloved one such a proof of her fSeilth in him. 

The summer days flew on to Isobel rapidly and happily, notwithstanding that all the 
preparations for her wedding had to be looked after by herself. One might have sop- 
posed that Fanny would have taken a little interest in her sister's trousseau. Women 
a '.'? not often such fools as not to know the difference between an ugly dress and a pret- 
ty one ; and neither was Mrs. Peyton, but she was sulky, and jealous of IsobeVs pros- 
pects, and continuaUy maintained an air of martjrrdom, which luust have been anytliing 
but cheering to the bride-expectant. Fanny would take interest in nothing : had no 
choice when appealed to ; no advice to give on the relative merits of glace or moire 
antique ; no idea whether blue or pink would suit IsobeFs complexion best. It was dis- 
heartening work even to ask her opinion, and her sister soon dropped doing so. 

But there was one Mend who took the most vivid interest in everything that con- 
cerned the marriage of Isobel Fane; to whom all her little secrets were told; all her 
accounts of Rex's beauty. Rex's genius and Rex's virtues detailed ; and who was never 
tired of listening, believing, and shopping with her. And this was, of course, Miss 
Burnett. Isobel had even on one occasion decoyed Rex to the old lady's lodgings to be 
introduced to her, where he had sat for half an hour, looking and feeling very uncom- 
fortable, and very little at his ease — almost afraid that Miss Burnett might take him 
for a good young man, and commence to question him in the Catechism ; at the end of 
which time, having clapped his hat on his head and bolted, he had never been lured 
within a mile of the street in which she lived again. But that short visit was sufficient 
for Isobel : Miss Burnett had seen her lord ; she could judge now for herself; and 
thenceforward, as she praised his personal appearance, his manners, and his language, 
her pupil's cheeks would glow with the fhlness of her content, and she would smother 
her old governess with kisses in return. 

And so, between shopping and talking with Miss Burnett, and driving and riding 
with Rex Reverdon, the days slipped one after another, and the 14th of July dawned, 
notwithstanding all Mrs. Peyton's sulks and Mr. Peyton's pepperiness. 

It was the day before the wedding, and the deed of settlement was still in Isobel's 
possession. A dozen times she wanted to give it to her lover : a dozen times she had 
hesitated from shyness. Would he be pleased, or would he be proud and angry? She 
could scarcely say. As yet she knew so little of his heart. 

She had cautioned her brother-in-law not to disclose her secret to Rex — to stave off 
his questions with an assertion that the deed of settlement was drawn up, but not to 
tell him its contents. This had satisfied Rex for awhile, but on the morning of the I4th 
he surprised Mr. Peyton by walking into his office, and, without ftirther preamble,'^say- 
Ing that he had come to look over the deed himself. 

" I suppose it had better be signed this evening, Peyton; so Pll just run over it first. 
I conclude you have it here." 

But Mr. Peyton explained that he had not got it there; for it was in Miss Fane's 
possession. 

"The rough draft?' 

" No ; the rough draft had been destroyed." 

Which was a lie, for it was in the drawer before which he sat. But the fla,ct is, Mr. 
Peyton, with all his bullying, was a little afraid of his sister-in-law, and preferred soil- 
ing his own conscience to breaking his word to her. 

" You had better run round to Torrington Square, Mr. Reverdon, and ask Miss Fane 
for the deed yourself. You ought to see it before the marriage took place." 

Mr. Peyton was earnest in saying this, because he thought it more likely that Rex 
Reverdon would object to the settlement if he saw it before marriage, than after — and 
so far he proved right. But he wished it altered for his own sake, not for Isobel's ; he 
thought that more of the money was likely to find its way into his hands, from hers, 
than from Rex Reverdon's ; and in this, I am glad to think, he proved afterwards to 
have utterly defeated his own purpose. 

" Of course," answered Rex, " we ought both to read it over. There's nothing like 
making sure of a thing. Well, 111 wish you good morning, then, as to-day is likely to 
prove a busy one." And sauntering out of the office as he spoke, half an hour after- 
wards found him in the Torrington Square drawing-room, waiting to see Miss Fane. 
She ran down to him, flushed from his sudden arrival, in a Ught morning-dress, which 
showed off her beaatlM figure to great advantage. As she entered the room, Rex could 
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not help remembering his fHend Ilalkett's words respecting her, and his inward thought 
was, " Well, hang me, if ever I saw a woman better built." Her dainty waist was clasped 
with a band and buckle, which seemed as though it could have rivalled that far-famed 
one of the Empress of Austria. As she came close to him, he could not resist placing 
his hands around it to see if they would meet. '* Here's a thing to coll a waist,'* he said, 
OS he did so ; and her pleasure shone out of her eyes and on her checks at his remark, 
for his compliments to her were very few and far between. But when he added, — 

" IVe come to see the marriage settlement, Isobcl," she colored still more, though 
from a different cause. She actually trembled at the idea of having to tell him of her 
generosity. 

" Oh, why ? "she asked ; " dear Rex, there's lots of time for that, surely." 

*^ It most be signed and sealed before the marriage takes place, Isobel ; and I suppose 
you have not forgotten that is to be to-morrow." 

No, I don't think she had forgotten it. ^ 

Sundry clouds of carmine, which appeared first on either cheek, and then mounted up 
to the parting of her hair, seemed to uphold his sr.pposition. 

" You won't be able to understand it," she next dcmuiTed. 

" So that*8 your opinion of my ability, is it? " he said, laughing; " I dare say it will 
be Greek to me, but I must wade through it all the same, so fetch it at once and let me 
begin." 

" Must I really? " she again asked. 

"Why, what have you done with it?" he then said, surprised at her evident reluc- 
tance to produce the deed ; " I believe you've lost it, Isobel, and are afraid of discovery." 

** No, Indeed I have not," she replied, " it is safe enough. You shall have it. Rex, 
since you wish it ; " and she left the room as she spoke. 

Whilst she was gone he walked up to the mantel-piece and looked at himself in tho 
glass, humming as he did so. He felt really quite in spirits this morning. All his debts 
were settled — that was one great load off his mind. He had nothing left, it is true, but 
to-morrow he should come into fifteen hundred a year, and start clear. Ho was almost 
impatient for to-morrow ; impatient to feel himself quite safe. And he could hum, under 
the anticipation of it. Perhaps the dainty waist — still more, I would believe, the lov- 
ing looks of a pure woman — had something to do with his humming. Anyway he was 
in higher spirits to-day than he could have conceived it possible for him to be. But 
then, since the hour he had parted with her, he had never set eyes again upon Pearl 
Ashton. He had studiously avoided all approach to the little house at Islington. And 
though it may sound very treasonable to love to have to write it down, we all know"' 
that absence has something to do with these matters. And Rex Reverdon's feeling for 
Pearl Ashton was a passion, not a true love, and therefore absence had a good deal to 
do with it. He had resolutely kept away. He had shown great command over himself 
in this respect, notwithstanding all Ilalkett's sneers at him, and Ualkett's laughter. 
Though even that gentleman had thought it best to let Rex have his own way for a 
while, after the scene which took place between them In the cafe. You see Rex was 
trying to do right. He may foil hereafter — who knows ? My story will tell you that 
by and by ; but we have all failed in our turn, and no one can do more than try. Remem- 
ber so much for him, if his ftiture actions do not please you. The idea that he was in- 
juring Miss Fane by marrying her, with his present feelings, had ceased to trouble him. 
She loved him, evidently, and would be very unhappy if he did not ftdfil his engage- 
ment with her. So he argued with himself, and was at rest. 

Isobel returned to the drawing-room still in a state of carmine, and placed the parch- 
ments in her lover's hands. 

•'Confound these sharks!" he said; "who do they expect to wade through this? 
Can't you give me an epitome of it, Isobel? Have you read it? " 

" Yes," she answered. 

''And I suppose it's all right," he went on, as he unfolded the deed, " settles your 
money on yourself and your hehrs. Halloa! what's this about me? " he added, as tho 
same of Reginald Hopeaway Reverdon, of the second part, stood out in old English 
characters of an Inch high, and caught his attention. He was lounging across a sofis^ 
and she came up at this juncture, and sat down near him. 

" Look here, dear," she sold, very hurriedly, and as if she was confessing a fault, " it's 
not Just what yon think it — it's not settled on me ; it's all the same thing, though. I 

thought it better I . Look here. Rex, dear, it's settled on you — it's all the same 

thing you know." 

Her words tumbled out one after another pell-mell, as she kept on rejgeatlng herself; 
and her color rose to keep pace with her tongue. 

Rex Reverdon's blue eyes grew perfectly round with astonishment. 

" What do you say? " he exclaimed. " Settled on who?" 

" On you," she answered, timidly, and then, as If to deprecate his anger, she added, 
** Oh) Reginald ! won't you take it from me ! It's the only thing I have to give you. I 
flhaU bo so unhappy, if you don't." 
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" On me /" he repeated. " YouVe settled all your money on m«, Isobel ! " 

" What is It? " she rejoined. " What does it signify if it belongs to you or to me, 
Bex ? It ought to be yours -— entirely yours, since I am to be so too." 

Bex Beverdon rose Arom the so& and walked to the mantel-piece. There she followed 
him, fearing he was vexed at what she had done. 

" You are not angry, Bex? " she said. 

"Angry?" he repeated. "Isobel, you are too good for me. I am not worthy to 
marry you." 

Yes I if at any time Bex Beverdon felt that he was doing her a wrong, it was now. If ho 
had loved her, how different it would have seemed, but for his want of love, her hourly 
actions seemed to reproach him. For the first time he felt sorry that he did not. For 
the first time, perhaps, he felt almost as if he could. But not loving her, but marrying 
her for the s£ke — the convenience of this money, which her generosity had placed in 
his hands as a tree gift, because she thought she had received his heart in exchange. 

No! Bex Beverdon was wild, thoughtless, unprincipled — everything, perhaps, that 
was bad; but he wasn*t this; he wasn't what he what he would have been if he had 
taken this woman's gift, as she wished him to take it, — as she had given it, — as au 
offering of love to love. It would have been a silent acknowledgment (or so it seemed 
to him) that he loved her as she loved him. Had he done so, it would have been noth- 
ing ; not doing so, he felt as if the devil tempted him to swindle. When he spoke to 
her again, it was very kindly, but with firmness. n 

" My dear Isobel, I cannot let this settlement stand." 

She was disappointed, and yet not disappointed. She would have given him every- 
thing she possessed, and had he taken it would have called him nothing less than man, 
but to reflise was more than manly, it was godlike in its generosity. Yet still she ufjed 
hira, — 

" Dear Bex, it is nothing— whether I have the control of it, or you. If you wanted 
it at any time, you would only have to ask for it; it can make no difference." 

" It must neither be under your control nor mine," he said ; " it must not even be in 
your power to give it to me. You have made this settlement in my name, Isobel ; I 
thank you for it. I don't know how to thank you as I ought. I shall never forget that 
you have done it ; but you must let me have it altered, and at once. Your money * 

" Your money, you mean," she said. 

" Well, my money, then must be settled upon you and your children, so that we 

^cannot, neither of us, touch the principal. I am an imprudent, extravagant fellow, 
Isobel, — I am afraid you do not understand yet how Imprudent and extravagant — and 
I could not trust myself with the entire control of your fortune. You forget that I have 
thrown away my own already." 

" I forget everything," she murmured, " excepting that you are the dearest and most 
generous-hearted of men." 

" Don't, Isobel," he said, nervously, "please don't speak to me like that; I am not 
worthy to be your husband, as I said before ; but if you will have me, you must make 
the best of your bad bargain." 

Much need to tell the enraptured woman that, as she stood by him, listening to his 
words as if they proceeded ftom the mouth of a hero. 

" I must leave you now," he said, presently, " for I must get Peyton to set his clerks 
about this at once ; but I will come back, Isobel, and spend the evening with yon; our 
last evening as two people, remember." 

Mr. Peyton was not at all sorry, as you may suppose, to see Bex Beverdon re-enter 
his chambers with the deed in question, and order it to be drawn up in a different form. 

Bex did not waste many words upon the why and wherefore of the change, for his 
future brother-in-law was no favorite of his, but he begged Mr. Peyton to put it in hand 
at once, and have it forwarded to him, wherever he might be, as soon as it was fin- 
ished. Then his mind felt more at rest, and he strolled homewards to give his servant 
some final orders about his packing, and joined the party in Torrington Square at the 
dinner hour. There he spent a contented evening, the last contented one he was to 
spend for some time. 

Sauntering homewards to his club chambers about ten o'clock at night, his cigar 
between the lips upon which Isobel had left her last maiden kiss, he felt a serenity 
which had been so unknown to him of late that it came almost as a stranger feeling, - 
Ho had promised his Jiancee, laughingly, that this night he would rest quietly in hi» 
bed, and not bring a pair of bloodshot eyes, and a pale face, to greet her at the altar 
of St. George's on the following morning. And, as he took his way home, he fliliy 
intended to flilfil his promise. Indeed so determined was he to be " good for once,** 
that he had already decided that as soon as he reached his chambers he woulii despatch 
a line to Halkett, to tell him not to expect him to have his final pipe with him that 
evening, as he had previously engaged himself to do. It did not take him long to 
reach his club on that fine July night. The head-waiter was surprised to see Mi\ Bev- 
erdon walk in so early, but he thought he knew the reason. It was early hours for the 
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aembeTs of the "Waterloo " to return to their nests, the generality of them not beings 
particularly fond of their beds. The club itself was at the very height of its daily 
bustle and business. Every room was blazing with light, and through the open cur- 
tained windows you could hear the calls for the waiter, demands for favorite bever- 
ages, and the clatter of knives and forks, as its members despatched their ^^petita 
smtpers/* The vestibule was crowded with flashionables, to all of whom Bex Reverdou 
was known, but he passed them on the present occasion, with little more than a recog- 
nition. Some were about to detain him, others to call him back, but the wiser of the 
parfy restrained their attempts. 

"Leave the poor devil alone, can't yon? " they said, with looks in which the deepest 
compassion, mingled with a species of awe, was blended ; such looks as one might 
regard a passenger with, who was about to cross the river Styx. "You knowhe*s 
to be turned off to-morrow. He wants to be alone and meditate." . 

" I should think that would be the worst thing possible under the eircumstances," 
lemarked one of the group : " if we let him do uat, we shall find him with his throat 
cut to-morrow morning." 

And then one or two Jokes were bandied about, which were very amusing, no doubt, 
and very applicable to the occasion, but scarcely suitable for me to write down here. 
Bat Rex tiie while was quite unaware that he was amusing his ftiends with so little 
trouble to himself. He had walked through the first vestibule and reached the second, 
the staircase of which ied to his own apartments, when the head-waiter approached 
him, napkin in hand, with an air of great mystery, and a muffled voice, — 

" If you please, sir," he said, " there's been a you^g person waiting to see you for 
some time in your room ; I thought " 

" In my room I A young person I " exclaimed Rex. . " Who is it ? " 

" I am not aware, sir ; the young woman gave no name. She said she wished to see 
Mr. Reverdon, and hearing you 'were out, requested to be shown to your private room« 
I thought it was all right, sir ; the young person seemed to know your name so weU." 

" And what the devil do you mean," exclaimed Rex, wrathfUlly, " by showing any- 
one who chooses to come here and ask for me to my room? How do you know it 
mayn't be a common thief, and all my things lying about? I know no more of who it 
can be than the deuce." 

" I am very sorry, sir," conunenced the man ; " but I thought — I made sure " 

" You have no business to think," rejoined Bex, hastily, as he took two steps at a 
time in his ascent up the staircase ; " you'll not act another time, if you please, with* 
oat my orders." 

" Who the devil can know I am here? " were the last words he said to himself, as he 
reached the door of his own apartments, and turned the handle. It op^xed with a 
touch, and he entered the room. 

Yes, the servant was right ; there was a " young person " waiting for him there — a 
woman with her shawl and bonnet laid aside, her flaxen hair streaming about her 
shoulders. 

" Good God, Pearl ! " he exclaimed, " yoxi. here ! " 

He was so utterly astonished that he could say no more than this, and then stare at 
her. Even in his surprise, however, his first thought was for her, — fbr he turned and 
locked the door to prevent any intruders upon their interview. 

She had risen A*om her chair at his address, and stood confronting him. She marked 
the wild stare in his eyes, the pallor which had overspread his l^e,.the quivering of 
his lips, and saw that he was still hers. 

" Yes, it is I," she said. " Why shouldn't I be here? I came to take a last look at 
yon before I lose sight of you forever. My last protector goes in yon, Rex. lam 
alone now in the world ; my father died this morning." 

" Your father I " exclaimed he. " How ? " 

Hitherto he had fblt disposed to resent the intrusion of her presence ; but as she 
burst upon him with this news, so sudden and unexpected, all other feelings were 
merged in the idea that she was in trouble, and as he spoke, he quitted his position at 
the door, and drew nearer to her. 

" He had been ill for days," she answered, " with his old complaint — you know what 
It was, delirium tremens — and to-day it killed him. Of my two protectors now- one is 
about as much use to me as the other. Dead or Mse -^ which does it signify ? " 

" "^o — not fidse. Pearl; If you mean me, I am not ftilse." 

" Are you not to be married to-morrow? " she said. " Were you not. going to leave 
England without a farewell word? How much have you seen of me during the last 
month? Is that faith?" 

" Pearl, Pearl, don't torture me," said Rex ; " you know the reason for my marriage 
^- the reason for my keeping away. I have not deceived you. It has been a hard 
[Struggle with me not to see you; but I don't think, if I had, that I could have gone 
through with this business. How did you know it was to be to-morrow ? " 

" Your Mend Mr. Halkett told me, Rex. Do you think I could know it, and kee|^ 
11 
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quiet — bear It, and sit down silently at home with that dead man? Enow you were to 
be gone to-morrow, and not have one parting word ftom you? " 

He had sunk down in a choir by this time, and leaning over the table, had hidden his 
Ikce in his hand. Where were all the good resolutions gone ? Where the new serenity 
be was content to ei\joy half an hour before? Where the satisflnctlon in the contem- 
plation of his marriage with Isobel Fane? All vanished — fled away before the influ- 
ence of this fiUse woman, the glance of her meretricious eyes, the sound of her inflex- 
ible, metallic voice. The sight of Elizabeth Ashton had brought back all his old feel- 
ings with redoubled force. 

<* Rex," she said, coming up to him, and laying her hands about him, *' Rex, don*t you 
love me?" 

Still covering his eyes, lest the sight of her charms should blind him, still trying to 
gather up a little moral courage beneath the shelter of his hands. Rex Revcrdon kept 
his foce where it had been. 

" DonH you love me I " she went on to say. " Are you angry with me, Rex, for com- 
ing here ! Could I let you go without one kiss, or word of aflbction, — I — who would 
lie down and die for you? Rex, speak to me ! " 

Then he turned towards her, and she looked so true, her attitude was so despairing 
as she writhed about his feet — a second Vivien — that his courage broke down, and he 
held out his arms. When she was in them, when her heart was against his, her eyes 
nptumed to meet his own, then the citadel was hers. He had opened the gates, and 
the enemy had marched in to claim a victory earned by stratagem. 

" Pearl," he murmured, as he passionately caressed her, " don't I love you, my own, 
my darling, my true Pearl, who cannot forget me through weeks of neglect and unkind- 
ness ? Oh, dear I how I have longed for you ! How I have thirsted for a look, for a 
kiss, for a word, during these weary weeks I but it would have been madness to have 
sought them since they must never be mine again. This is madness. Pearl — madness 
in you to come here, in me to hold you thus ; but it is for the last, last time. Olf, Pearl 
— my Pearl I " 

He did not weep, but a burning pain rose up behind his eyeballs, and seemed to 
scorch and blister them. He did not groan, but as he hid his face against hers, he 
suffered more than any groans could tell of. 

" Pearl," he murmured, " if you were not true to me, I could not love you as I do; 
but. I am the only man you care for, and you the only woman that I love I Oh, Pearl I 
why did I not risk eveiything, so long as we two passed a life of happiness together? " 

" It might be, still," she whispered, as her soft lips touched his. But even as they 
did so, and sent a thrill of fire through his fTame, another voice, a sweeter, better 
voice, and just as loving, sounded in his heart, a voice which said — '^ I forget every- 
thing but that you are the dearest and most generous of men ; " and as he heard it, Or 
seemed to hear it, his moment of weakness passed, and he turned his head away. He 
turned his lips Arom the touch of hers : he untwined the arms which clung about him; 
he rose and left her, kneeling by the chair. 

" No more of this I " he exclaimed, passionately. "Pearl! What right have you to 
tempt me with your sorceries ? what business have you to come here, and take what is 
another woman's ? I have avoided you, I have kept clear of you hitherto : is a man's 
room not his own that he is to be followed there and tempted by the devil, till he sins 
against his will? Gro home I I won't look at you, I won't touch you again, I cannot 
trust myself, ever with the knowledge of right in my heart I " 

The woman's fkce had changed with his change of manner, but she did not show her 
surprise except by the tone of her voice. 

" How long have you been practising these outbursts of virtue? " she said, sarcasti- 
cally, still kneeling by the empty chair. " I suppose your new flame has been teachin/^ 
you how to declaim, and how to love her at the same time I " 

" I almost thought she had, this afternoon," he answered, sadly, " bnt if so the sight 
of you has undone her work already I " 

A look of satisfaction passed over the fiftce of Elizabeth Ashton, bat it did not last 
long. 

" You have a great deal to answer for. Pearl," he added, though without anger; '< yon 
know my weakness, and yon trade upon it. I have made a dozen resolutions since we 
parted, bnt one look of yours can put them all to flight. I believe you are the very 
devU himself." 

Not pleasant words for any one to hear even though they are merited, and spoken by 
a person to whom we are indifiierent. Elizabeth iUhton felt them, hardened as she 
was, for her pale cheeks flushed, and she rose Arom her kneeling attitude and com- 
menced to reassume her bonnet and shawl. 

" You are complimentary," was all she said, as she prepared to leave the room; 
«• good-night, Mr. Reverdon." 

But he could not let her go thus. He cared too much for her character. Thestali^ 
case and vestibule wore very public and crc^ded, and she wore no veil. 
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•* Forgive me. Pearl I " he said ; " but you try me too hard ; I cannot let you go like 
this, not until I have settled something definite about your fhture. You cannot live 
alone ; what do you intend to do ? " 

** I am going on the stage," she answered ; " the manager of the Prince's Theatre has 
ofTered me employment. I shall earn enough, at all events, to keep bread in my 
nouth, and perhaps I may find a market for the wares you despise, who knows ? *" 

The woman hit him hard there, and she knew it, and meant to do so. He bit his lip, 
but restrained himself firom noticing her last remark. 

"Kot on the stage, Pearl," he urged; " anything but that. Ill make you twice the 
allowance that Jones will oflTer you, if you will only stay at home. You arc a great 
deal too pretty to be an actress with safety. It is a cUmgerous position, I should trem- 
ble for you, Pearl. Pray, think of something else I " 

"Yon tremble for we," she answered, "who have not a scruple in leaving me alto- 
gether. Don't talk such nonsense ; I must learn to take care of myself." 

What could he say, unless he forgot himself and transgressed on forbidden grounds 
again? Yet all his love for her went out in one last entreating cry. 

" Oh, Pearl! take care of yourself, for my sake I " 

" Why are you so cruel to me," she said, " since you love me? " 

" I am not cruel, child," he answered, sadly ; " it is the truest kindness for both of 
us, since we can never be more to one another than we are I " 

" Rex, you will not quite desert me? you will sometimes let me see you? " 

" Desert you, no. Pearl; if ever you want aid send to me : but see you, that I cannot 
promise. I wish I had not seen you to-night. It is so hard to part with you I " 

" Oh 1 let me stay I " she cried. 

But Rex was hi&self again, and his eyes met hers firmly, and his voice was decided. 

" You have stayed here too long already, Pearl ; you should never have come here. 
Ton must let me take you home at once." 

She made no fhither resistance, and he conducted her down stairs, and put her into a 
cab. He even got in himself, and saw her safely to her own door at Islington, but no 
more endearments passed between them. When he had parted with her, the cabman 

•waited for his orders. «* Drive me to ^," he said, mentioning one of the cafes in 

the Strand, " and look sharp about it. I give you fifteen minutes to get there." And 
as the cab flew over the jolting stones at his bidding, I am afraid he forgot all about 
his resolution to go to bed eany. Indeed, to tell you the truth, no bed whatever had 
the honor of his acquaintance that night. 

And Elizabeth Ashton sitting in the little house at Islington, with the body of her 
dead &ther in the room next to her, what were her thoughts, as she reviewed the cir- 
cumstance of her visit to the Club Chambers? Repulsion firom a lover is not an easy 
thing for the female heart to bear. If it comes fi*om a man whom she loves truly, it 
covers her with so bitter a mortification — so burning a shame, that she feels as if she 
could never bear to stand in his presence again, and the mere remembrance of it will 
make her blush to herself. But, when the woman does not love, it has a different 
effect. It had a different effect upon Elizabeth Ashton. The mortification was there, 
but rage took the place of shame. Rage that she had not more power over him ; more 
power to make him forget what was right, to make him more utterly miserable in giv- 
ing her up ; and feeling powerless, for the moment, she hated him. 

Yet so bad was she (for I believe Elizabeth Ashton to have bee]\ as utterly bad a 
woman as this world ever produced, for the worst of us have redeeming qualities), 
that in spite of all her feelings against him, she could yet derive pleasure firom the con- 
' templation of a certain bank-note for twenty pounds (almost the last ready money 
which poor Bex could boast oQ as she deposited it for safety in her work-box, before 
she retired to rest. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

THE HAPFT DAT. 

What an awftil thing it is to think that we mortals have power, by the exercise of 
our own evil passions, to undo God's work in others ; that we can unravel by our in- 
fluence the conunencement of a web of right which might have gone on, being added 
to until it was woven into the very life which we aid to drag downwards — not perhaps 
forever, for I believe the work of Heaven once begun, no earthly power can really 
destroy; but we can hinder it; we can force our fellow-toilers to commence their work 
afiresh ; we can lay up for them years of remorse and dlfilculty, the punishment for 
Which I sorely believe will come back upon ourselves. For if there is one thing upon 
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wliicli the Snpreme Power looks with greater severity than another, It must be when 
He sees his fallen creatures striving to keep one another down as they essay to rise. 

And yet this Is what Elizabeth Ashton had done for Rex Reverdon. She had destroyed 
the Incipient love he w^s beginning to feel for Isobel Fane. She had rent the pure, 
delicate fabric In pieces, and interposed instead her own woof of gaudy, staring colors, 
before which the other paled and faded away. She had renewed her old inlluence, to^ 
be ever ready to battle with the young influence which his promised wife was unwit- 
tingly commencing to hold over him, and with It she had renewed the feelings which 
accompanied it. For though the rawness of his pain at first parting with Fearl had 
worn off, and he had even commenced to like another, the wound was still veiy freshly 
closed. And now he had all the old ground to go over again ; he stood exactly in the 
same position with respect to Isobel Fane as he had done the day he proposed to her. 

I am afraid, as he prepared to meet her at St. George's, Hanover Square, the next 
morning, that he could not boast himself entirely free from the bloodshot eyes and 
pale face which he had promised her he would not take as a wedding gift to the altar. 
But he had passed a night which was not calculated to produce that kind of countenance 
which a happy bridegroom should wear. All his mind seemed changed since the day 
before. As he dressed himself aud watched his haggard looks in the glass, ho could 
scarcely believe that he was the same man who had stood humming iu the drawing- 
room in Torrington Square only the afternoon before, and felt, as the generous propo- 
sal of his Intended wife was being urged upon his acceptance, as if he could almost 
love her. Now all his head and heart were filled with but one idea — the image of 
Pearl Ashton, and he wondered at himself to think how he could have let it grow dim, 
even for a day, in his memory. All his endeavors to do right, his nobility of purpose, 
which was the true language of his heart, seemed to have melted away beneath the 
renewed influence of a bad woman's presence. Mr. Halkett, who in his character of 
" best-man " called to conduct the bridegroom to church, told him downright that he 
had assisted at many weddings, but he had never had the pleasure of supporting such 
a thorough " carry-rae-out-and-bury-me-decently " looking man before. 

" Why, hang it," he said, "haven't you got a little paint to put on your cheeks, or a 
trifle of that innocent crimson lip-salve for your lips that the ladies use onhj just to 
prevent theirs from chapping, but which leaves them such an uncommonly red color 
into the bargain? What have you been doing with yourself? You don't look at all as 
if you had been the * good boy ' that you pretended you were going to be in your note 
to me last night. Had any bad news, eh? Has Miss Fane's fortune proved a myth, or 
does it revert in case of marriage to her uncle's fiftieth cousin by the grandmother's 
side ? I am sure something dreadful has happened by yi»ur looks." 

But Rex was in no humor for his friend's jokes. He winced as Halkett mentioned 
Isobel's name and money in that careless, off-hand manner. He had made the subject 
of his marriage in conversation too much a matter of bargain and sale ; he had spoken 
too openly of his own indifference in the matter to know well how to stem the torrent 
of his friend's free remarks ; but he did observe, rather haughtily, " Please to remem- 
ber, Halkett, that the lady you speak of will be my wife in another hour." 

And then he said lio more. He did not mention the visit he had received from Pearl 
Ashton. He would hav? scorned to disclose what he considered a woman's secret to 
another man. His own feelings, too, on the subject were too deep for general com- 
ment ; so he was silent. But he little thought how Henry Halkett saw through his 
silence, and rightly interpreted his wearied looks. He little thought that the very visit 
Itself had been at the instigation of his friend ; that he had urged Elizabeth Ashton 
taking the step, because, however much he liked her company himself, he did not like 
having to pay for it. If Rex Reverdon deserted her, if he left off supplying her with 
what she wanted, slfe might come down upon him for money; who knew? and the 
little Mr. Henry Halkett possessed he preferred keeping to himself. 

** I'll tell you what it is, Lizzie," he remarked afterwards in confidence to Miss Ash- 
ton, "you women can't see two inches before you. Why, the fellow was as cut up the 
next morning as if he had just been committed for ten years' transportation. What 
would you have more ? " 

" Well, he was pretty decided at the last that I should clear out of his chambers, at 
any rate," was her answer, half-pettlshly, half-incredulously given. 

Halkett laughed at the idea. 

" Of course he was," he said ; do you know so little of men as not to see through 
that, Lizzie ? Why, he was afraid to trust himself with you. No, you take my advice : 
stick to Rex Reverdon ; hell be the best friend you have yet ; for if he doesn't care fbr 
you as I do, Lizzie, he's got more of the ready, and as long as he gives you that, you 
leave the other to me." And her lip had curled at his remark, showmg how very little 
she cared for the love of either of them. 

Could Rex Reverdon only have known or foreseen all this, he would scarcely have 
said, as he passed his arm through that of his friend on their way to the carriage, — 

" Well, whatever changes this business makes in my life, I hope it wUl never make 
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any difference to our fHendship, Halkett ; for if that was to fall me, I think I really 
should begin to doubt if such a thing as happiness exists in this world." 

The church of St. George's was not very crowded, either inside or out, when they 
arrived there. Marriages, which occur at that celebrated place at the rate of three d 
day, are too common for any one to care to stop to look at them, except a few nursery- 
maids, to whom brides and bridegrooms are a never-ceasing and ever-ftesh source of 
curiosity, and perhaps a few truant school-boys, or a member of the Shoe Brigade. 
And by Isobel's especial request, the wedding was a very quiet one — so quiet tliat the 
member of the Shoe Brigade above mentioned, after the last carriage had deposited 
the bride in the church porch, pronounced the whole affair " the biggest sell as he'd 
come acrost that season." Indeed, with the exception of the immediate Mends on both 
Bides, the ceremony was strictly private. Lady Charlotte Htntley, who was a great 
stickler for the proprieties, alias " Les bietis^ances de la societe ** (which was a phrase 
forever in her mouth), was quite scandalized when she understood that Miss Fane in- 
tended walking up the aisle without the stereotyped dozen fair creatures in white and 
blue, or pink and white, which is one of the first commandments in the decade of *' Zcs 
bienseances de la society," 

** So strange it appears to me," she had observed to her son on the occasion, " that 
Hiss Fane should like to go unsupported to the altar. You should remonstrate with her, 
Beginald." 

" Miss Fane is quite old enough to walk alone, mother," had been his careless an- 
swer; " and if she prefers to do so I sha'n't interfere with her wishes." 

And Lady Charlotte had said, that really, to speak to Reginald, one would think 
that he had never been brought up to know what ** Les hiensiances de la socieU " were. 

She was still more shocked, when Isobcl appeared on the morning in question 
dressed, in open defiance of every law of wedding etiquette, without veil ot orange- 
blossoms — not even in white. 

'* Miss Fane looked mu(^ more," she said, <* as if she was going to Chiswick or The 
Oaks than to be married. I declare I felt quite ashamed to see her." 

Whether she was calculated to inspire shame in a mother-in-law's breast I know not ; 
but I am quite sure that no man who skims these pages need have been ashamed to 
own her as his bride. Over a slip of the palest French pink, she wore a dress of some 
cloudy white material, which looked as if it had a dozen skirts, and over which the 
white lace mantle was so happily arranged that you could not tell where one began and 
the other ended; and on her head a small white bonnet, which might have been made 
of anything, it was so crowded and couflised with pale-pink roses and rose-buds, both 
inside and out. And this was the dress in which Isobel Fane chose to change her 
name, and scandalize her new relations. She had almost laughed at the idea of a 
wreath and veil. 

"A wreath for me?" she had said. "You must be dreaming, Fanny. I won't even 
wear white ; it will only direct people's attention to the difference between my age and 
Mr. Revcrdon's." 

And, whatever "Xea biens^ances de la society** demand, I think, for mf oWn part, 
that the men would not be the ones to find fault if their brides sometimes acted some- 
what after the fashion of Isobel Fane. 

When the holy, solemn troth is plighted, and a woman feels her lover's hand in hers, 
and as she hears him repeat his vow after the clergyman, knows that his heart echoes 
the words f^om his lips, then, if the tears rise In her eyes, and even fall down her 
cheeks, they are the best compliment she can pay him. 

They did come in this manner to Isobel's eyes ; and when she knelt by Rex Revcr- 
don's side afterwards, and heard the solemn prayers offered up for a blessing on their 
tmion, her heart was very ftill, and she could scarcely say Amen, although she felt it. 
And then there was a pause, and a blessing, and they stoodi up again, and heard a few 
words read, and it was over. 

** la it all done? " said Rex, quite audibly, appealing to the clergyman; and the cler- 
gyman intimated that it was. 

lie had gone through the whole ceremony In a dream — a wretched, low-spirited 
dream; but that had not been so observable during its progress. Now he stood as 
not knowing what to do next, A very pretty custom has come in of late years — I al- 
lude to that of the husband kissing his new-made wife at the altar: I like to see it : it 
seems like a public acknowledgment that henceforth there is to be a glory instead of a 
shame in such caresses. The present wedding-party had expected some such thing to 
happen — Isobel herself had half expected it. She stood, looking up at her husband, as 
the marriage was concluded, rather shyly, not knowing what he intended to do, her 
soft, womanly eyes looking still softer than usual ftom the few happy tears which she 
had shed. But Rex seemed not to understand what was expected of him, or to have 
forgotten; he stood as he had risen, until the clergyman passed out of the altar-rails 
to the vestry, and the clerk intimated to him that he was to follow. He commencea 
to do so ' by himself —and then he drew bdck, feinenbering hid bride. 
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" Oh, I beg your pardon, Isobel,*' he said, as he let her walk before him. 

She, dear tender heart, was fUll of excuses within herself for his omission. 

*' He is a man,** she thought ; ** and men are so Jealous of anything like a display of 
affection in public. I am almost glad that he did not do it." 
•But Lady Charlotte was not disposed to let the delinquent off so easily. 

*' Well," she said, affecting to appeal to Mr. Huntley aloue, though all the party heard 
her, ** if Miss Fane is satisfied with that amount of politeness in a bridegroom, I sup- 
pose it's all right ; put my opinion is that he behaves more like a bear than anything 
else ; but, however, that's Reginald all over, he's exactly like his father, and always 
■was." 

Mr. Huntley replied, rather gravely, — 

'< You should make some allowance, Charlotte, for the nervousness due to the occa- 
sion. My wife is ratherhard upon her son, Mrs. Peyton ; don't you think so ? She 
wants her part of the play to be perfection." 

Lady Charlotte was just beginning to make an indifferent rejoinder, when the bride 
and bridegroom reappeared arm-in-arm from the vestry, and the bells of St. George 
struck out their best wedding peal. Then there was a hurried getting into carriages, 
a few streets to be traversed, and they were in the dining-room in Torrlngtou Square, 
and seated at the wedding breakfast. It was a dreary, unsociable meal, as it always is. 
The only thing which warmed Isobel's heart, on re-entering what had been her "home,** 
was the sight of Gabriel Huntley, already located at the table. He had shrunk from 
appearing in the church, but his chair had been sent for him expressly from Wimble- 
don, that he might see the last of his brother. When Isobel went up to kiss him, he 
exclaimed, — 

" Oh, Isobel I I like you so much for having no fUss about your wedding, and for 
being dressed so plainly and yet so prettily. Doesn't she look pretty, Rex? Turn 
round and let me see you on every side. You are the nicest bride I have ever seen 
yet." 

Isobel laughed at his compliments, and said he would turn her head completely. 

" You are better than the prettiest," the boy said earnestly, holding her ungloved 
hand — "I believe you are the best. You must be if my brother Rex loves you. Isobel, 
you haven't forgotten what you told me the first day you came to Wimbledon, that you 
would always love him." 

" No, dear," she whispered, »*how could I? and on a day like this." 

" I was sure you hadn't," he answered; **I am sure you never will cease to do bo or 
to be happy with him, for he is so dear, — Rex," he added aloud to his brother, " come 
to me." 

. He had been standing by the dingy window, looking over the wire blind into the 
quiet square, but he turned at the sound of his young brother's voice and came to his 
side. 

«^ What is it, old Gaby ? " he said. 

" I have been telling Isobel that I am sure she will be happy. I am sure of it for 
you, too, brother ; for I don't think you could have given me a dearer sister ; I shall 
think of you so much whilst you are away." 

« Thank you, dear child," said Rex; and he stooped and kissed his brother's fore- 
head. 

This was just before the breakfast party arrived. As soon as it was over, the Rever- 
dons prepared to go away. Lady Charlotte Huntley also refused to stay longer; so 
that the dining-room in Torrington Square was soon deserted. This latter lady was 
anything but pleased with the morning's performance. She was very hard and critical 
for the want of style about it. " Well, I don't think I shall trouble Torrington Square 
much." 

And in the mean while B(jilkett had handed Mrs. Rex Reverdon into the carriage 
which was to convey them to the London Bridge Station, on their way to Folkstone ; 
whence they were to embark the following day en route to Paris. As her husband 
placedhimselfby her side he put his hand out of the window to grasp that of Ms 
friend. 

" Good-by, Halkett," he said, " I dare say we shall be home before we anticipate 
now, for a month of Paris is always enough for me. Take care of youraelf, old ftellow, 
and (here a firmer pressure of the hand which held his told Halkett what was meant) 
take care of all my friends till I come back. Drive on I " 

In the church and at the hurried breakfast Rex Reverdon's want of spirits had not 
been so much noticed; but as soon as he found himself alone with Isobel, they sunk to 
such a low ebb, that a wife would have been blind indeed who did not see it. She 
ignored the foct at first, and talked cheerfhlly to her husband, hoping to draw him out 
of what she considered a transitory fit of the " blues." But her efforts were unavail- 
ing; more than that, she saw they only made matters worse, and therefore she wisely 
refrained from exerting them. When they reached the station, and were seated in the 
train, he loaded her with books and newspapers to beguile her Journey; but as they 
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bad a carriage to themselres, a few fond words or looks f^om him, she thought, would 
liaTe beguiled it far better, and made the hours fly. Only once she ventured to allude 
to his evident depression. 

<* Are you not well, dear Bex? have you a headache ? " 

*' Eh I what ? " he said, rousing himself from a chain of painAil thought. 

She repeated the question. 

'^ Oh, yes, thanks ; I'm quite well," he answered. ** Give me one of your papers, Isobel« 
and ril try and amuse myself." 

And then he read until they had almost arrived at Folkestone. 

Once there, the bustle of seeing after luggage and reaching the hotel where apart- 
ments had been secured for them, occupied a good deal of time and attention. Isobel 
was fain to believe that that was what detained her husband for so long after she had 
laid aside her bonnet and shawl and seated herself in the handsome sitting-room which 
had been reserved for their use. 

When he did make his appearance, it was dinner-time ; and of course at that meal, 
and before the servants, nothing but commonplaces could pass between them. But 
even that came to an end at last, and then they were alone. 

** Good heavens 1 " exclaimed Rex, looking at his watch, *< do you know what time it 
is, Isobel? it's past ten; our train must have been very late." 

*' I don*t think we sat down to dinner till past eight, dear Rex," she said, as she rose 
fi^om her seat and came near to him. 

Ostensibly to look at the watch he held in his hand — in reality to see one loving 
look upturned to meet hers — to hear one word of affection. Oh, Rex, are they so 
scarce that you cannot spare a few to your one-day-old wife? Not scarce, but scared, 
frightened, and driven away into a wilderness of regret for an unworthy object, from 
which her sweet voice and sweeter love shall lure them back again before her holy 
work is accomplished. 

But it was not to be to-night. 

As she came up to him, and rather leaned upon his shoulder, he rose as if her touch 
was almost unpleasant to him, and rung the bell. 

"You must be very tired, Isobel," he said, "after such a journey, and you have 
another before you to-morrow ; you had better go to bed." And then, as the bell was 
answered, he asked if the lady's bed room was ready for her reception, and if not, 
ordered it to be made so. 

" I should so much rather sit up with you a little longer. Rex," said Isobel, as the man 
left the room again. 

" You had better not," he answered, shortly. " You have gone through a great deal 
of fatigue to-day." And then she took up a lighted taper to do as he wished. He 
walked with her along the passages and up the wide staircase, and left her at her own 
door with the same serious face. " I suppose there are bells," he said, peeping into 
the room. " You must ring if everything is not as it should be, Isobel. Won't you 
have the chamber-maid to help you? " 

" No, thank you," replied poor Isobel, trying hard not to let her voice falter. " I don't 
want any aid, Rex." 

When he had left her she sat down in a large arm-chair by the fireplace, and tried to 
guess what was the reason of her husband's depression of spirits. 

" He seemed so happy yesterday," she thought, " happier than I have ever seen him. 
I wonder if he regrets having refUsed my offer then. Oh I it is not too late," she said 
to herself; " the deed can be altered a second time. I will tell him so when I see him." 

She proceeded to robe her slight figure in a dressing-gown of pale blue, thinking as 
she did so. Of a sudden a thought struck her; what if it should be regret, too late, 
for his marriage, that l)ad made Rex so gloomy and reserved, and her- so unhappy? 
for his manner had caused her great uneasiness throughout the day. 

Her face grew quite pale under the pressure of the horrid thought, and her knees 
trembled. "Oh, no I" she said, "the idea is too dreadAil to be entertained. Why 
shouldhe wrong himself so? Did I not offer to release him, and he would not hear 
of it? Oh I God forgive me for such a thought." 

And as she spoke she threw herself on her knees before the arm-chair she had been 
Bitting in, and poured out all her heart in prayer. 

Rex, walking back to the sitting-room by himself, did not feel satisfied with his own 
conduct. He was aware that he had been out of humor all day, and absent and pre-oc- 
cupied. He had intended going in for billiards for an hour or so, but somehow he 
didn't like the idea of letting Isobel stay alone in her room, of absenting himself for 
60 long, without saying a word to her first. With this intention, after a little while, 
he retraced his steps. 

" She will not be undressed yet," he thought. " I will tell her that I shall not be gone 
long, and then she will know the reason of my absence." 

When he reached the door he knocked, not a particularly gentle knock, but it re* 



88 "too gooi> fob Hnf.** 

malned nnanswered. Kex was always rough and ready; so he opened the door with^ 
oat father ceremony, and put his head into the room. 

She was not occupied unpacking, as he expected to find her; she had not even fallen 
asleep from fatigue in the arm-chair, as he had imagined likely ; but she was on her 
knees, her head bent down upon her clasped hands, her long, dark hair, streaming 
over her shoulders to the skirts of her dressing-gown, praying. 

It was an unusual sight for him. Rex almost held his breath as he gazed at her, 
praying in all her holy, uncorrupted womanhood — praying with all the fervor of her 
loving, trustfhl heart — praying for him. He felt it, he knew it, without being told ; he 
needed not to hear the fervent words, to see the tearful eyes, to note the throbbing of 
her overladen heart ; without all this, he knew intuitively that Isobers prayer was for 
him, who had made her marriage day a long day of doubts and uneasy fears. At first 
he was about to go forward and wait tUl she arose ; but suddenly something struck 
him — a great sense of her purity, her worth, her love of God, and then of his own liffe 
BO full of stains, his worthlessness, his irreligipn. A wide gulf yawned between them; 
her prayer seemed to divide and separate them as they had never been divided and sep- 
arated before ; and with a more conscious sense of pain at his own faults and follies 
than he had ever perceived in his life. Rex Reverdon shut the bedroom door with a 
hasty slam, and walked rapidly away down the staircase to the bar of the hotel. She 
had heard his entrance, she had even heard his previous tap ; but much as she longed 
to answer him, she had not thought it right to disturb her devotions. Even through 
them she knew that he had stood and looked at her, and yet strove against the Impulse 
to rise and speak to him ; but when the door was slammed, and his hasty footsteps were 
heard in retreat, she could pray no longer. She could only think of him, and she was 
aft:aid he was angry. The night was oppressively hot, and she had previously opened 
the bedroom window which looked upon the court-yard of the hotel. As she stood, 
her hand upon her heart, almost expecting him to return and reopen that door, she 
heard his voice in the court-yard beneath. 

" Here, landlord," he said, " where's your billiard-table ? Any good players about 
here?" 

Of course the landlord affirmed that Folkestone was peopled with good strokes, and 
the room was lighted, and the markers at hand, and would the gentleman walk that 
way. 

She stood behind her white blind listening to every word uttered, her heart ftill of an 
undefined fear — of a horrible, sickly dread, which would creep upwards, do what she 
would to keep it down. And then when the sound of her husband's voice and step had 
died away amidst the sea of sounds with which the busy place rang, she sat herself 
down again in the arm-chair, her clasped hands supporting her chin, whilst she pon- 
dered upon the day that was past. And there she sat, sometimes dozing off in an uneasy 
slumber, and then waking with a nervous start to find she was alone, until the night 
was far spent, and the gray streaks of light which shot across the horizon proclaimed 
that dawn was near. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

BEHIND tllE SCENES. 

LtJCY Halkett had not been looking well of late. She was pale and listless, and not 
half so high-spirited as usual, and if it had not been that her appetite was still good 
(for what girl of sixteen could live without an appetite?) her grandmother and nurse 
would have been seriously alarmed about the change. As it was the two fond old 
women had many a coi^ecture together, after Lucy was in bed and asleep, as to the rea- 
son that their darling^s looks and conversation were less lively than they had been. 
The old nurse was a privileged talker on anything that concerned Lucy, for site had 
had the charge of her ever since she was a baby, and brought her up by hand ; and so 
Mrs. Halkett naturally turned to consult her first in any matter of difficulty respecting 
the girl. On the subject in question, nurse had a great deal to say. 

" Pm sure, ma'am," she observed, " I've seen the change in the dear lamb as clear as 
clear can be, and many's the night I've lay awake and thought over the meaning of it, 
till my head's been quite muddled with thinking. It's my belief she's kept too close to 
her books." 

*< I think it must be the heat, nurse," rejoined old Mrs. Halkett, <* she's growing so 
fast, too, and girls are so apt to lose their health when that is the ca^e. Don't you think 
it must be the heat, nurse ? " , 
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"iTo, I dont, ma'aniy not if you ask me the question ; I dont belieye it is the heat, 
nor yet her growth, though she is uncommon tall for her age," 
" What do you think it is then, nurse? " inquired her mistress. 
** TVell. ma'ora, I may have my ideas and I may not; it's neither here nor there, but I 
do think as it would do the dear child good to go about a little more, and see the world. 
Lora*, ma'am, this is no house for a girl like that, no one but you and I to speak to all 
day. Bless my heart, how spirity the dear lamb used to be, and now yon may listen all 
day and j'ou'U never hear her whistle, and as for the balustrades — there, I don't be- 
lieve that child's been down the balustrades for the last fortnight. I'd give anything to 
see her take a good ride down 'em now." 

And poor old nurse grew quite pathetic as she mentioned Lucy's abandonment of her 
favorite exercise. 

" She has Master Henry sometimes to speak to, nurse." 

The nurse became indignant. 

" Lor* I Master 'Enry, he don't do her a bit of good, I can tell you. It's my belief she 
wants a few holidays. Why don't you let me take her up to London, ma'am, and show 
lier the British Museum, and Madame Twosword's, or some of them lively sights, 
lliey'd brighten up the child, sure enough." 

But Mrs, Ilalkett, with all her fiiith in nurse's love for her young charge, drawing a 
mental picture of Lucy, being dragged over crossings, and in and out of omnibuses, by 
the old woman, who always became as frightened as a child herself directly she set her 
foot in London, did not think that it was a prospect calculated to minister to the girl's 
diseased mind. 

" It cannot be that she Is kept too close to her studies, nurse," she said, without no- 
ticing the old woman's proposal, "because she has done nothing for the last month, 
being holidays, and so I really think it must be her bodily health. I shall have Dr. 
Bustle in to see her to-morrow, and ask him to give her a tonic, or something Strength- 
ening, and I will get Mr. Ilcury to take her out for a holiday now and then, and I dare 
$ay she will be better soon." 

" Lor', ma'ain, don't you go for to do that," exclaimed the nurse, her fears aroused by 
the latter idea ; " Miss Lucy will bo ever so much better in the country than rantering 
about London, and tiring herself to death." 

" Why, nurse, I thought you wanted to take her there yourself Just now," said Mrs. 
Halkett, in surprise. 

" Ah I well — yes," answered the old woman ; ** it's diflferent you see, ma'am, my tak- 
ing her. I shouldn't hurry the child ; nor let her get filmed and ftissed, as a gentleman's 
likely to. However, ma'am, you know best." 

Mrs. Halkett did think she knew best in this instance, and said so. 

" Mr. Henry is her cousin, you must remember, nurse, and it is not as if he was a 
young boy of her own age, he is so much older than she is." 

" I know that," sold the nurse; and then added to herself, " Yes, older, so he is, asid 
so's another gentleman as isn't fit to be mentioned, but I've never heard as he was any 
the better for it." Slie had her own suspicions as to the reason of the change in Lucy, 
aud very correct suspicions they were, only she dared not communicate them to her 
mistress. The consequence of which was that Mrs. Halkett took the first opportunity 
of consulting her grandson on the subject. Mr. Henry Halkett had been a great many 
times down at Ealing during the past month. He had appeared to grow suddenly very 
much attached to his grandmother, and very solicitous about her health — so solicitous 
indeed that it seemed impossible he could exist without making a couple of Journeys 
a week down to Ealing to make his tender inquiries after it. And he never came with- 
out taking his young cousin out for long rambles in the surrounding country — rambles 
ftom which she returned flushed and glowing — but which invariably left her stiU more 
languid and indisposed for exertion than belbre. 

I think it was the very day after her conversation with the nurse, that Mrs. Halkett 
told her grandson, on his appearance, that she wished to speak to him for a few minutes 
alone. Mr. Halkett felt at first rather alarmed, and thought he was about to be ques- 
tioned about something or other, that Lucy had let out, but his fears were soon set at 
rest, although the words with which his grandmother commenced sounded ominously. 

** My dear Henry, I want to speak to you about Lucy, the dear child has not been 
looking well lately. Have you observed it ? " 

Ko ! well — Mr. Hallcett could not say he had observed it. He had always considered 
Lucy an uncommonly fine girl of her age. 

'^ Ah 1 you mean she is taU, my dear; but height is not strength, remember. 8he has 
looked very pale lately, and has lost her spirits, /think it is the heat, but nurse's opin- 
ion is that the child Is too much cooped up here with us two old women, and that she 
wants a little amusement ; but how am I to take her about, Henry?" 

'* Oh ! I'll take her about. If you like, grandmother, and show her a little life." 

" Now that's a good kihd boy," said the old lady, laying her hand on her grandson's 
knee I '* it's Just what t wanted to ask you, Henry, but didn't like to do. I really call it 
13 



90 ••too good fob Hnf/* 

very good of yon to offer to encumber yourself ^th a child like that, for I know It is 
not a task yonng men often like." 

'* Oh ! Lucy and I are capital friends, you know, grandmother, and I dare say it is 
rather dull sometimes for the poor chick down here. Ill take her up to town for a day, 
if you like, and run over to Wimbledon and introduce her to the Hantleys. They'll be 
nice people for Lucy to know, for she sees scarcely any gentle-people down at Ealing. 

" I should like her to know Lady Charlotte's family very much," answered his grand- 
mother. 

She knew them herself, although, flrom her age and infirmities, she never visited any- 
where now. I mentioned before that Henry Ha&ett was known to the Llttlctln family, 
and approved of by them. And what her aristocratic progenitors approved of. Lady 
Charlotte always patronized, consequently Mr. Halkett was as intimate at *^ The Oaks " 
as any one ever became. 

" I'U take Lucy there with pleasure," he said, " and then 111 show the child some ex- 
hibitions afterwards. You mustn't mind my bringing her back by a late train, grand- 
mother, the best things are always in the evening." 

" Cut you mustn't take her to a play, Henry," said his grandmother, hastily. 

She was a dear good old soul who had never been to a play in her life, and considered 
them perfect sinks of iniquity, pitch which you could not touch without being defiled. 
If Lucy went to a play, Lucy could never appear the same innocent creature to her 
grandmother again that she did now. The girl knew this well, she was used to hear 
long tirades against the stage and every one on it from Mrs. Halkett, which had been 
the means of raising an insatiable curiosity in her breast to witness a dramatic perform- 
ance. She entered the room at this juncture, and was about to retreat again, but her 
grandmother called her back. *' Lucy dear, what do you think cousin Henry says, that 
he will be kind enough to take you out for a holiday some day, and show you some of 
the wonders of London. How shall you enjoy that ? " 

The color came rushing into the girl's face at the news, and then retreated suddenly, 
making her look almost blue- white by the contrast. 

" There, that's how she goes off," exclaimed Mrs. Halkett, anxiously; " I sometimes 
quite think she is going to faint. You'll be sure and not tire her, Henry, for she's any- 
tiiing but strong, and don't let her walk more than is necessary, will you? " 

<' She sha'n't walk at all," answered Halkett, as the girl sat down by her grandmother 
and leaned her head against the old lady's shoulder; <' I'll take the greatest care of 
her." 

** And you promise me about the play, Henry?" said Mrs. Halkett. 

" Oh I yes, of course," he replied. 

" What's that ? " asked Lucy, raising her head a little. 

'< Henry is going to take you to some place of amusement, dear child, but 1 have 
made him promise it shall not be a theatre. You know the horror I have of anything , 
dramatic." 

" Is it to be • never,* grandmamma? " said the girl ; " must I never see a t>lay ? " 

" Not with my consent, Lucy, and you wouldn't eiyoy it without, dear." 

'* Oh, no ! " she answered, and laid her head down again. 

** When is it to be? " demanded Halkett. 

"Whenever you are at leisure, my dear," answered his grandmother. "I suppose 
your time is very much taken up." 

" Well, it is rather," he answered; " but let me see — to-day's Wednesday, will Fri- 
day do? I will keep Friday open for Lucy and sight-seeing, if that will suit all parties." 

" Lucy has not many engagements," said Mrs. Halkett, smiling, " and I think I can 
guess whether it will suit her or no. £h, Lucy ? " 

" Thank you, Henry." 

The girl said no more, and then the arrangements were made for meeting, going, and 
coming home again, and it was decided that her cousin should fetch her early in the 
morning, and bring her back by the 10.10 train at night. Because the Polytechnic, or ^ 
Madame Tnssaud's, or the entertainments at the Egyptian Hall, never looked so well 
by the afternoon light as they did in the evenings. And so Mrs. Halkett, after a Uttle 
demur, consented that her darling should remain away until the 10.10 train. 

Lucy, in her delight, was not long in communicating the news of her projected holiday 
to her nurse, but that old personage did not appear so pleased as she usually was at 
anything which pleased her nursling. 

" Missus is a fool, and that's what she Is," she muttered to herself when the girl had 
left her again; " she might as well shove that dear lamb into a lion's mouth at once." 
And her behavior for the whole of the day towards Mr. Halkett was, to say the least of 
it, curt. Once she encountered him in the passage alone, and put herself on the defen- 
sive immediately. * 

** I hear, Mr. Henry," she said, " as you're to be trusted with my child on Friday, for 
to gallavant her about the streets of London, all day. Now, I tell you what, don't you 
go a tiring of her, or first will be last, for such trips. And don't you go a putting any 
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nonsense in Iier bead, for the talk of gentlemen isn't always such as does good to a girl 
of sixteen." 

" Who said I was? " he rejoined; " I think you're calling out before you're hurt, 
nurse." 

"Ahl well," answered the woman, "there are some hurts, as no calling out after- 
wards will cure ; however, you mind what I say. I know my child's constitution, and I 
think missus must be mad, to let her go a trapesing about the streets in that fashion, 
that's all ; " and she began to mount the staircase, muttering to herself as she went. 

" Old idiot ! " said Henry Halkett to himself, as she disappeared. But he didn't like 
the woman's remark any the more that he professed to despise it. He knew that she 
saw through him. 

On the day appointed, howeyerr Lucy met him, as had been agreed upon, at the sta- 
tion, looking so innocent and pretty in her simple white tulle bonnet, with a few blue 
forget-me-nots set in the cap around her childish face, that if he was really the lion that 
nurse took him for, she was certainly too much of a lamb tabe trusted to his tender 
mercies. Her delight throughout the whole excursion would have been very rofVeshing 
for any one to see, let alone a time-worn, world-hardened man like the one beside her. 
The day was all before them, and Lucy assured him that she had an unlimited stock of 
strength ; so he took her first to the Polytechnic, where she took as much interest in 
the diving-bell, and galvanic shocks, the whispering gallery, and dissolving views, as a 
child of ten years would have done, and more, because she was intelligent enough to 
understand them. Dissolving views and diving-bcUs were not exactly to Henry Hal- 
kett's taste, but sitting in the darkened room, with Lucy's hand fast clinging to his own, 
and feeling it tremble as he whispered in her ear, was not unpleasant, and therefore 
he endured the first for the sake of the last. After they had done the Folytechnic, he 
^ook her to Verey's to dinner. Oh I the delight of Lucy, at their having a little table all 
to themselves, in that charming back room, and she to* be allowed to order the dinner 
herself, and choose whatever there was on the *^ carte,** and then to have it served so 
quickly and cosily, and to finish up with champagne (which Henry vsould call for), and 
having her pockets stuflTed with all kinds of French bonbons. She would have liked to 
stay in that prince of pastry-cooks' shops all the afternoon ; she was quite sorry when 
her cousin said they must think of moving on. 

" I promised that old dragon, nurse, not to tire you, Lucy," he said; <<and so, if you 
will wait here for five minutes, I will order a carriage, and we will drive down to Wim- 
bledon and see Lady Charlotte Huntley." 

As she sat upon the velvet-cushioned seat, awaiting his return, how her thoughts, 
poor child ! dwelt upon him : his kindness, his generosity ; what did they proceed from, 

if not from She scarcely Uked to gay the word, yet, it seemed so daring — but she 

felt it ; and she believed what fthe felt. 

He was really gone not much longer than the five minutes he had promised, and then 
they passed out, and were rolling through Knightsbrldge on their way to the open 
country. Oh I iha.t seductive drivel that cosy barouche I with its soft cushions and 
deep seats, in which, when she lay back, Lucy was almost hid I those quiet bits of 
country road and open heath, where Cousin Harry made the best of his time for steal- 
ing kisses ! that brilliant August sun, which forced them at last to have part of the 
hood put up, and left them as private as if they were alone at home I And during that 
drive she asked hhn, in the ftdness of her girlish heart, if he really, reaUy, really loved 
her? And he had answered " Yes 1 " a dozen times, and sealed his " Yes ! " with fresh 
embraces. 

A dangerous drive for poor little Lacy — a &tal drive, which she remembered often, 
afterwards, with tears. 

Lady Charlotte Huntley was at home, and received the young cousin of Mr. Halkett 
with her usual stiflhess, though she intended to be kind. But Lucy found her way into 
the garden, and, being introduced to Gabriel, made great friends with him, and exiijoyed 
her visit. The sight of the afflicted boy, so much her own age, made a great impression 
on her, and she a&uded to it, as they drove back to London, with much feeling. 

^ How dreadfbl it must be for poor Gabriel to lie there day after day, Harry I " she 
said. ** I felt as if I was quite wicked to be so straight and tall beside him, and to feel 
so strong. Will he never get well again ? " 

*( I^ever, I am afraid," answered her cousin ; <* he has been so for years. But come, 
Lucy, I can't have you brooding over Mr. Gabriel Huntley's misfortunes to-day of all 
days. If you don't look more cheerihl I shall be jealous. I don't want you to be 
crooked and deformed, you know, and have a hump on your back. I like you better as 
you are." 

She slid her hand into his for a reply, and that was all. 

«* I am going to take you to my chambers to tea," Henry Halkett said, presently. " I 
told my charwoman, Mrs. Jones, that I was going to bring a lady home to tea this 
evening; and you should have seen how she stared. We shall have all the best china 
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oilt foi^ the occasioii— a cup without a sancer and two cracked mngs—you see if we 
don't." 

She Ihnghed hedrtilj at this, and told him she was quite anxious to see his estab1ish<* 
ment. I think she really believed what he had said ; and was quite surprised when, 
after ascending d rather tall flight of stairs, ahd passing several doors, niunbered and 
named, with knockers and bells to them, he ushered her into his own apartments, and 
she found herself in a most comfortably and prettily fhrnlshed room, hung with pictures 
and strewn with ornaments, and only wanted to be purified fVom its smell of tobacco 
smoke, and cleared of a ffew pipes and cigar-cases, to render it fit for any lady's use. 

As soon as the woman who attended on him understood that the young lady had ar- 
rived, she bustled up A*om some underground offices and took Lucy into the bedroom 
to take off her bonnet and shawl. 

" 'Tain't so tidy, mayhap, as it ought to be," she said, as she moved about, altering 
th^ position of a pomatum pot there, and shoving some article of clothing out of sight ; 
** but gentlemen is that careless of throwing about their things. I'm sure it would take ' 
the hands of two women to tidy np after them. I hope you'll find all comfortable, miss, 
though it isn't a place like for ladies to come to. There's clean towels on the 'orse 
though ; and Mr. Halkett, he tells me this morning to put a new piece of his scented 
soap out in the soap-dish, if so be you want to wash your hands." 

So, rattling on, the Abigail of the Temple Chambers helped Lucy off with her things, 
and gave her what was necessary to arrange her crushed hair afVesh. And then the tcsi 
was ready, and she must go into It. 

" You must make tea for me this evening, Lucy," said Halkett, as she entered the 
sitting-room ; " and then I shall fancy I have a little wife sitting opposite to me, and 
making me comfortable. When is the happy day to be, Lucy? When are we to be 
married? I can't live here much longer alone, you kUow. I shall never feel happy 
again — making tea for myself; this tastes so moch sweeter than usual." 

So he went on, joking with her; whilst she, foolish child, drank in every word he 
uttered as gospel, and laid it by to dream upon, 

" Now what are we to see to-night ? " said Halkett, as tea was ended ; " which is it to 
be, Lucy? the Adelphi, Lyceum, or Haymarket?" 

" Oh, Hall those are theatres, aint they?" she e;cclaimed. 

«* Well, yes, they are ; something of the sort, at least ; but we must go to one of them." 

" Oh, no,'* she said, " we mustn't ; you promised grandmamma, Harry, and I — I almost 
promised as well. She would be so very angry." 

" No, I don't think she would," he answered. " She said I might take you to some 
evening entertainment ; and there none worth seeing except the theatres." 

" The Polytechnic, you said." 

** Yes, but we saw the Polytechnic this morning, so we can't go and see that again. 
It's all grandmamma's nonsense, Lucy, about theatres. There's no more harm in them 
than in any other show. She's never been to them herself, and so she's no judge.'* 

<< But she has so often asked me not. Oh, no, Harry I I can*t go; she wiU be so 
angry with* me when I tell her.** 

" Don't tell her, my dear." 

" It would be so wrong,'* sighed Lucy. 

" Not at all ; you needn't tell a falsehood about it. If granny or nurse asks wher6 
you've been, say to some show ; and if they ask where, say you don't know. I won't 
tell you the name of the theatre, and so that will be perfect truth." 

" it seems so like a story," urged Lucy, again. 

" Well, look here, Lucy,' said Halkett, presently; " if you're really deterinined not to 
go, I think I must take you home earlier, because I'm sorry, but I've got an engagement 
at one of the theatres to-night (only a little business with a gentleman there). I forgot 
it when I fixed Friday for our holiday, but I can't put it off. Shall I take you to Ealing 
by the 8-train instead? " 

Poor little Lucy 1 it was very hard upon her. This glorious holiday, the evening part 
of which she had anticipated above all the rest, to be brought to a close so suddenly. 
And she had brought a blue ribbon with her to tie up her hair with, and a pair of white 
gloves, in case she was taken to any entertainments at which she lUust take off her 
bonnet. The tears came into her eyes, and she looked very downcast. 

" If you think best, Harry," she said. 

** But I don't think best. Butterfly; I think it would be the worst thing possible for 
me. I should be miserably disappointed myself. I want you to stay with me, darling, 
and enjoy yourself. Look here, Lucy, it isn't exactly a theatre after all; it's more a 
place of entertainment. Can't you trust me, and say nothing about it?" 

** But I always tell Gran everything." 

" Then you love Gran better than me, I suppose." 

" Oh, no, Harry, you know I don't." 

She laid her little trusting hand upon his as she spoke, and looked in his face with 
her innocent eyes. How could he have the heart to lead her wrong ? 
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" (;ome," he said, "youll just be naughty for to-night for the sake of your old Hal, 
iron't you, Lucy ? and it shall be the last time. But really I must keep my appointment, 
and if you oblige me to take you home, you'll make me very savace You needn^t look 
at the stage if you don't like, only come and sit in the box till I have spoken with my 
friend." 

But when she had allowed herself to be persuaded to go to the theatre with him, 
what girl of sixteen, never having seen a play before, could be expected not to direct 
her attention to the stage and what was going on ? He didn't expect it. He knew 
when he said so that she would never take his advice. When he had put her into the 
cab, he gave the directions to drive to the Prince's Theatre to the cabman in so low a 
tone that she did not hear it. So far, he kept his promise to her. He dwelt largely on 
this ignorance of hers as an argument that she would not be deceiving her grandmother 
in saying that she didn't know the nature of the show she had been taken to. But Lucy 
had been too well brought up to be satisfied with such arguments. She only shook her 
head, and felt miserable. She was miserable, poor little girl, from the time she entered 
the theatre, and twice as much so when she came out. The box they occupied was on 
the stage, and commanded an occasional view of what went on behind the scenes. 
Lucy was at first almost as much amused to watch this as the play. It was wondcrfdl 
to her end very new to see how ready the scene-shifters were to change the scenes ; 
how quickly woods were turned Into drawing-rooms, and brightest sunshine into dark- 
est night. The first piece played, which was half finished when they arrived, was a 
long and rather dull melodrama ; but then came a "ballet divertissement," which was 
succeeded by a farce. Very soon after the latter commenced Lucy observed that her 
cousin seemed restless. The piece had opened with the appearance of a very pretty 
young lady, who was dressed as scn'ant-raaid, and had a great deal to say all by her- 
self. Lucy thought she was very pretty indeed, with her beautiful pink cheeks and her 
hair in golden curls round her head : but she thought that the young lady didn't seem 
at all shy, and she wondered that she liked to wear such very short petticoats, and 
wanted to know why she was always obliged to look into the stage boxes every time 
she said anything, and why her eyes* rolled all over the theatre so much instead of look- 
ing at what she was talking about. She wondered at all this to herself, because she 
didn't like to ask her cousin, he appeared so fidgety, and as if he was afraid she was 
going to question him. Presently some funny men came on the stage, with plaid trou- 
sers and coats and very big neckties, and then the young lady walked oflT again. Then 
Henry Ilalkett said to Lucy, — 

" Butterfly, it's nearly half-past nine, so I'll go and get my little business over, and 
then we must be gone. It wouldn't do to miss the train." 

And Lucy had said, " Oh, dear, no ; pray don't let us, Hal," and quite trembled at the 
bare idea. Henry Halkett, sauntering through the passages, and thence, behind the 
scenes, ran against the very young lady in short petticoats who had astonished poor 
Lucy. 

♦* Holloa, Lizzie ! " he said, " I was coming after you.** 

** I thought so," she answered. " I saw you in the box. Who's the child? " 

♦* Only a little cousin. You're getting on first-rate, Lizzie." 

She had been on the boards about a month, taking very inferior parts, but paying 
well because of her face and figure, which looked far better than usual, with the ad- 
vantages of paint and powder. But she was changed in manner, and greatly for the 
worse. What before had been a look of cunning slyness in her, had deteriorated to a 
horrid leer, and her boldness had become almost insolence to those around her, in ac- 
cordance (as she imagined) with the etiquette of the stage. In efilect the boards, short 
a time as she had graced them, had certainly not improved Miss Elizabeth Ashton. 
She acknowledged Halkett's last compliment with a coarse *<I should think I was," and 
then he said, — 

*» Have you heard ft-om our fHend abroad yet, Liz?" 

" What, li. li. ? " she inquired. 

" The same. You wrote to him, didn't you? " 

<' Yes, twice. Ko, I've never heard a word; he's either a fool, or he's mad. I don't 
think I shall have anything more to say to him. Holloa, child I " she said, turning 
round to a man who nodded to her in passing; " how wags the world with you? " 

♦* But look here, Lizzie," remonstrated Halkett," " you mustn't be so foolish as to 
quarrel with your bread and butter. R. R. will be back by and by, and you mustn't let 
the acquaintance drop. It's easy to resist answering a letter, but the bodily presence 
is quite another thing." 

«* I know that," she said, carelessly. " I sha'n't let him drop as long as he's any good 
to xnc, you may trust me for that. Now I must go to the side ; It's my turn on in a 
minute." 

He walked with her to the side scenes, never thinking that they were visible as they 
stood there to the occupant of the box he had quitted. 
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" I cannot stay either," he said, "because I have to take that child back to Ealing j 
bat I shall be back soon after you're ont: Where are you bound to to-night? " 

She mentioned some place of amusement to which she was going, and he promised 
to meet her there. 

*' Be quiet,'' she said sharply, as he commenced to speak again, and she leaned her 
fiice forward to listen for her cue at the side scenes. " I shall have to go directly." 

" So shall I," he answered. 

They were alone, and as she pressed her head forward to listen, his followed it, and 
he kissed her. 

** Don't be foolish," she said, and appeared upon the stage at the same moment, and 
he looked after her for a minute, and then walked quickly away to regain his box. But 
the first sight he saw on entering it astonished hhn. Lucy, in the furthest seat tcom the 
stage, her head in her hands, sobbing violently. 

"Why, what is the matter, Butterfly? "he exclaimed; "aint you well? I haven*t 
been long, dear." 

But all Lucy said was, — 

" Oh, take me home, Harrys-take me home to grandmamma. Oh, how I wish I had 
never come here ! " 

He thought the tender conscience was already troubling her, and strove to comfort 
her with a kiss. But she thrust his lips away ft'om hers, and kept on repeating, — 

" Oh ! do take me home, Harry. Oh, I wish I'd never come. Let us go home at 
once." 

Then he took umbrage at her girlish folly in his heart, but he did her bidding. 

" Come, Butterfly, then," he said, " dry your eyes, and we'll get your bonnet, and go 
home. We shall only catch the train as it is." 

And so poor little Lucy's holiday was ended, and she went home with a heart Ikr 
more burdened than the one she had brought out with her for the day. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

HB. AND MRS. BEX BEYEBDOK. 

"Have you seen that paragraph, Isobel?" said Rex Reverdon, pushing the "Morning 
Post " across the table to his wife, as they sat at breakflust together in their hotel at 
Paris. 

She had not glanced at the newspaper yet, and said so. He indicated the paragraph 
he had alluded to with his finger, and she commenced to read it. It was as follows : — 

" Gold in Australia. — The * Melbourne Mercury* of the 26 th of May has the follow- 
ing : * The largest nugget that our town has ever seen was exhibited in the Commer- 
cial Hall here some few days since, by its fortunate possessor. We are almost afraid 
we shall not gain credence, when we state that the weight of this " pledge of Croesus " 

is said to be oz., carats. The ore is remarkably free flrom mixture, and of the 

purest quality; the shape rather oblong and less irregular than nuggets usually are. 
The finder of this valuable specimen is, we understand, a Mr. Charles Fane.' " 

How her color came and went as she lighted upon the name. 

" Rex," she exclaimed, as she lifted her glowing ISace to his, " can it be possible? " 

" I don't see why it shouldn't be possible," he answered ; " the name Is not a common 
one." 

<' But Charlie was in America when we heard of him last." 

" And that was " 

'' Two years ago," she said. " Oh ! Rex, if this should really be him, he may think of 
coming home now. Dear Charlie I how happy I should be to see him again." 

" It appears to me," seid Rex, taking out his cigar-case, preparatory to smoking, " it 
appears to me, Isobel, that nothing is more likely than that a young scamp, as yon de- 
scribe your brother to be, should,' finding trade fall in America, cut over to the gold 
fields ; and if he has done so it fhlly accounts for yotir not having heard ft'om him, which 
otherwise would be unaccountable. He'll turn up again, depend upon it, some day; 
scamps always do." 

*' Oh I but Charlie wasn't such a dreadful scamp as all that," pleaded his sister. " He 
was very wild. Rex : but then, poor papa was too violent with'him. I was not at home, 
you know; but fi*om what Fanny tells me, I think no boy eould have put up with such 
treatment quietly, and Charlie was always high-spirited." 

*< Is he older than you, Isobel? " 

" No, two years younger; my poor mother died when he was bom. Charlie was al- 
ways the best-looking of us; he is more like Fanny than myself: iSftir and blue-eyed; 
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but so active and merry. He often used to visit me, and my god-mother was almost as 
fond of him as she was of me. Bex, shall I write to Melbourne ? Do yon think a letter 
addressed there wonld reach him ? " 

" Well, that's a difflcnlt question to answer, Isobel ; but if the Charles Fane mentioned 
here is really your brother he will probably have made a little stir in Melbourne, and 
been a little lionized in company with his nugget : and if so, your letter might get for- 
warded, if he should have left. You can but try." 

" Oh 1 I will write at once," she said, " 1 will not lose a day." 

" There is no hurry," replied her husband ; " the mails don't go to Australia every 
day, and you have enough to do. You have not forgotten that we gahome to-morrow, 
have you?" 

" No, dear Bex," she answered, " and I am glad enough to go. There is no place like 
home ; I feel quite anxious to be settled." 

" Well, I sha'n't be sorry, either, for I*m tired of this hole. Where's my hat? " 

She fetched him his hat and his gloves, and kissed him as she did so. He accepted 
her little service as if it was his right, and suffered the caress, even removing his cigar 
iVom his mouth to receive it, but that was all. Yet Isobel seemed to see nothing strange 
in his behavior, for she stood and watched his departure down the broad stone stair- 
case, with a fUce radiant with gratified affection and pride in his possession. They had 
been married now for two months, and durinq: those two months she had been very happy. 
The gloomy depression which her husband had maintained upon his wedding-day had 
gradually worn off, and although he was not very lover-like in his behavior towards 
her, he permitted her to love him, and Isobel was of that large-hearted disposition that 
can almost make itself content with loving. Bex let her watch for him, and welcome 
him,, and wait upon him, with as much enthusiastic ardor as she chose. He suffered 
her caresses ; if she laid her head against his knee he would place his hand upon It ; if 
she asked him, woman-like, a dozen times a day, *< Do you love me, Bex?" he would 
answer, "Yes," and ask when she would be tired of asking. It never occurred to Isobel 
that her husband did not seek for these things of his own accord, that he did not weary 
her with questions in his turn, nor angle for caresses out of time and place. She was 
too happy, she thought herself too blest in being allowed to love him and have him for 
her own, to- have the leisure to think of all this. She had no thought of Jealousy, no 
f^ar of losing him, of another taking his heart away firom her. Why should she, when 
he he had given it to her as a ft'ce gift ? 

As they strolled along the Boulevards together, or through the Tuileries gardens, and 
she heard in passing, the bold, outspoken comments of the French women upon the 
beauty of the Englishman by her side, her heart would swell and thrill with pleasure, 
that was almost pain in its magnitude, to think that what they spoke of was her own. 
Bex, who with all his education had never a taste for languages, and was as rusty in 
his French as most men are after they have left of studying it for a twelvemonth, used 
often to ask his wife the meaning of the sentences which were audibly given for his 
edification, and of which perhaps only a chance word here and there was intelligible to 
him ! and Isobel would translate them in their most glowing meaning, without a fear 
of any effect they might have upon him, generally adding to their flattery by a good 
squeeze of the arm she held, as she finished up with, — 

<* And it's all true, Bex, dear; they couldn't say too much about you to please me." 

And sometimes the same feeling had come over Bex Beverdon that had possessed 
him before his marriage, that he thought he really couZd love her or should love her, after a 
while. But two letters had reached him during those two months — two indifferently 
spelty indifferently written letters, but fhll of passionate words and unholy wishes and 
regrets : letters which he had had the moral courage not to answer, but which had done 
their work, nevertheless. We have all seen how a delicate little plant may be kept back 
by the cold, although it is not killed ; it flowers in due time, may be, but not so soon as 
it ought to have done : this Is what those letters did, as the interview had done before, 
for Rex Beverdon's affection for his wife. Just as the tender flower of love was about 
to put forth its blossom beneath the warmth of her goodness — s6me remembrance of 
that woman's charms, or her professed attachment for himself, would come and chill it. 
JBut even the frost itself must give way, sooner or later, to the sun. When Bex Bever- 
don did, on occasions, permit his real admiration of the natural beauty of his wife's 
character to escape him, Isobel treasured up each word as if they were precious stones, 
and magnified them into expressions of the same adoring love for herself that she felt 
ibrbim. 

There were a great many balls, fimcy and otherwise, going on In Paris when they had 
first arrived there ; and Bex was very fond of dancing, having perfected himself in the 
art nnder prof essional auspices. But Isobel didn't care about balls; she had been unused 
to go to them for many years past, and had no Inclination to renew her acquaintance 
with them, and she told her husband so, frankly. 

'* You don't think balls wrong, do you.*Isobel?" he had asked, upon that occasion. 

** No, dear, certainly not, as a rule," she answered; <* I wouldn't presume to say that 
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anything was wrong that was not actually breaking one of the commandments. I think 
people ill this world too often forget that they have been told not to Judge one another. 
What is wrong for one person to do is often quite right for another." 

" Well, I cau*t say I understand that line of argument," said her husband. 

** I mean, Hex," said Isobcl, rather timidly, for she was always atr&id he might think 
she was assuming the teacher over him, *' that the mere fact of moving our feet in time 
to music cannot be wrong. If, therefore, there is any sin in the act it must arise from 
the feelings with which we do it. And in that fact, I think, lies the essence of all right 
and wrong. There is far worse sin in allowing our thoughts to wander in church, or at 
our prayers, than in fixing them on what we are about at a ball or a theatre. But in 
this age men strain at gnats and swallow camels." 

'' I believe you there," he said, laughing, but when she deprecated his laughter, he 
added, — 

** I was only making believe to laugh, Isobcl ; you've more sense than I gave you 
credit for. But why then won't you go to balls ? " 

** I don't say I won*t go, Sex ; I only say I would rather not go, if you don't mind my 
staying at home. I don't care much about dancing, and I think it Is best, for the sake of 
what I profess, to stay away. But that is all ; and rather than vex you, Bex, I would 
go every night. If I am to choose between the sin of dancing and the sin of making 
my husband angry Avith me, I choose the former, and let God be my judge." 

" Isobcl, you're the only really religious woman I ever came across in my life," said 
Bex. " No, I won't ask you to do anything you don't wish; but you won't mind my 
going alone, will you? " 

" Mind your going alone ! " she echoed, with the most genuine surprise ; " my dearest 
Bex, how could I ? No, of course not ; ten thousand times, no. I shall love tothinlv of 
your enjoying yourself, and to imagine how all the women are lighting for my handsome 
Bex. Let them have you all the evening, darling, to any hour, so you come home to 
me." 

And on such a conversation as this she would live for weeks, going over each word and 
look in her own mind, and feasting herself upon their memory. It was at such moments 
that Bex's admiration for the purity of Ills wife's principles would almost take the place 
of allcction. But alas I almost cannot stand in the court of Love. It must be quite or 
none, and it was not yet " quite " with Bex Beverdon. Therefore Isobcl had her mo- 
ments of depression as well as her moments of beatific rapture. But on the whole she 
was happy. And the probability of ascertaining some news respecting her brother 
Charlie considerably added to the enjoyment of her feelings as the next day saw them 
on their journey homewards. Isobcl was the "j oiliest " woman possible to travel with : 
tvcn Rex Beverdon had told her that in the first days of their married life. She was 
never sea-sick, nor faint, nor hysterical; she went about with very little luggage (for a 
lady), and she was never out of humor. Jf all the caliches were engaged, or the best 
hotel was full, or the train met with a stoppage, all her anxiety was lest Bex should be 
put out, Of Bex inconvenienced by it in any way. If he was all right, Isobel was quite 
happy. She would have stood until she dropped ; she would have laid herself to sleep 
upon the floor, and done both with a smile, so long as her husband retained his equan* 
imity. I know some prudish people will afiirm that such love on my heroine's part was 
undignified, that even if she felt it to that degree, it was'unwomanly to show it. But 
down to the ground, I say, with all such humbug. There can bo nothing done by a 
woman to the man she loves — to the man who loves (or whom she thinks loves) her, 
that is undignified or unwomanly. I do not care if she chose to lay her head beneath, 
her sovereign's foot ; if sho humbled herself to kiss his feet, to kiss the ground he trod 
upon. I would still maintain that no act springing from love could lower her. The 
** unwomanly women" are those who try to change places with the men, to subvert God's 
ordering in their creation, to have the lordship over them. Oh, women! if you only 
knew that you never look so " imwomanly " as then. Let the man who loves you place 
you on a pedestal, and lie down and grovel in the dust before yon, if so be he will, 
but don't climb there of your own accord ; or, sure as fate, when his eye has become a 
little accustomed to the elevation, he will dethrone you, if only to show his God-given 
power. 

I had commenced this subject with a view of introducing Isobel to you on board the 
stcam-packct which took her across to Folkestone ; but I find I have been led into a 
reflection therefi*om, for which, perhaps I have .to beg your pardon. As she sat upon 
the deck during their short passage across, which occupied part of the day and night, 
she was too happy at the peaccfhl prospect before her to sleep, although they had come 
through from Paris without stopping, and she was very tired. She could only sit and 
dream of her future, to which each wave that was cut by the steamer's paddles, and 
gtcattercd in foam upon the sea, leaving a white line behind It to mark their track, was 
bearing her nearer and nearer. She looked forward to no disturbance in tlie life which 
she had just begun; it seemed to her as thoiljgh the disturbance lay all behind in the 
death of llaxold Gray and the Peyton manage, and that the open sea was passed, and 
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and the port was at liand. So mortality is apt to settle for itself. The Beyerdons 
slept one nighi at Folkestone, in their old quarters, and went on the next day to Wim- 
bledon— a villa there having been taken by them previous to their marriage, and fur- 
nished moi^tly by Rex himself, with his usual good taste. As they entered it on that 
floft Augubt evening, and found eveiythlng ready for them in such comfortable style, 
and their modest establishment, which consisted of a footman, a lady's-maid, and two 
other female servants, all waiting in the pretty fresh hall to receive them, the vUla 
looked to Isobcl like some terrestrial paradise. It was really like coming ** home," too, 
for there was Mary, the house-maid ttom Torrington Square, installed in the same 
capacity here, ready to welcome " Miss Isobel " with her old familiar face. For when 
she had found that Miss Isobel would not listen to any of her entreaties for her to take 
her away when she was married, she had gone straight to Mrs. Peyton and given warn- 
ing, and then applied afresh as a candidate for the vacant honor of becoming house- 
maid to the new villa at Wimbledon. 

" And I'm sure, ma'am," she said — as she usurped the lady's-maid's place for that 5 
evening, and bustled about Isobel's bedroom, unpacking her boxes for her -* *< I'm sure • 
the peace and the happiness of this place, after the noise and racket of those rampagious 
children, is past telling; the last few days, as we've been setting it all to rights against 
master and you coming home, have seemed for all the world like heaven to me." 

The villa was not far ftom "The Oaks," and after their dinner was over. Rex Rever- 
don gave his arm to his wife, as they walked across the common together to visit his 
mother. The evening was as balmy as August evenings usually are ; not the faintest 
breath of air stirred the folds of the light muslin dress which Isobel wore as they swept 
after her over the short grass. Little children flitted about the open space in white 
Dnock and blue sashes fttr from the skirts of nursery-maids and the track of perambu- 
lators ; pony carriages and groups of equestrians passed rapidly one after another along 
the pablic road ; and over the wide common was spread the outpourings of two or 
three boys' schools, busily engaged at cricket, and girls with their balls and skipping- 
ropes. It was the picture of a nappy English scene — a picture which, although so 
conunon, seems sometimes to speak to us more powerftdly than words. It did to 
Isobel to-night. She looked at the little children, the parties on horseback, t^e merry 
Bchool-boys, and then she said, — 

" Oh, Rex, is there any place like England? How happy and how innocent they all 
seem I " 

And I think her reflection must be a very general one when Paris is exchanged forr ^ <^' 
the English country in the height of an English summer. :>.. \\ '?• 

The scene Inside "The Oaks" was no less cheerftil than the one outside. The lafifr -^ > - 
dinner was over, and the whole family was out in the garden behind the house : ^n . 7^/^. 
Huntley quietly enjoying his cigar, with his wine on a table beside him, and the news- , . 
paper in his hand; Lady Charlotte, in a sun-bonnet and gauntlet gloves, a basket over, 
her arm, and a formidable pair of scissors in her. hand, pruning and clipping the j^ad 
leaves and blossoms ft'om her fovorlte roses ; Gabriel in his chair, a book of poetr^tlpoQ ' 
his knees, whilst he lay backward, his eyes fixed upon the ever-changing shadows of 
the evening sky. And roundabout them five girls playing " I spy I " with a-couple of 
nurse-maids, and making a great deal of noise in the course of their g^ame. As the 
Reverdons emerged from the glass doors which led from the drawing-roo^to the ter- 
race, a general cry of surprise was uttered, and each one prepared to liteet them after 
their own fashion. Lady Charlotte touched Isobel's forehead with her thin lips-. 

** Well, my dear, I'm sure It's very good of you to walk over here so seem Reginald^ 
I don't think Paris has improved your looks. How long your hair is I " 

Mr. Huntley Jumped up from his seat, nearly upsetting his^ table as he did so, 
with a — 

" How are you. Rex? My dear Mrs. Rex, I'm delighted ttf see you. We were not 
quite certain if you would arrive to-night or to-morrow morioing. I'm defiglited to see 
you both ; sit down. Rex, do, and help yourself." 

And Gabriel, opening his half-closed eyes with a start, came to a sudden conscious- 
ness of tci^o was standing on the terrace before him, and growing crimson under that 
consciousness, and unable to speak, could only raise himself into a sitting posture, as 
he stretched out his feeble hands in welcome. Then there were five loud shouts of 
** Here's brother Rex — here's sister Isobel," and the tramp of ten sturdy feet upon the 
terrace, and ten arms divided between the married- pair,, and the Rex Reverdons' first 
reception was over. Scarcely over, though. Rex shook oif all the five little sisters at 
once to make way for a clasp of Gabriel's thi& handf, and Isobel scarcely heard either 
Lady Charlotte's or Mr. Huntley's speeches as she darted to the side of the invalid 
chair, and returned the boy's warm kisses. Ah 1 how frail and attenuated he looked as 
he lay there ; how sharp and pinched &e foatures which lighted up with so much 
pleasure at seeing them again ; how gre^t an alteration two short months seemed to 
have made in hini I *^ 

*' Dear Gabriel," said Isobel, '• have you9»een worse since we have been away? ? 

T- - • ■ 9 •'; <^ 
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Lady Charlotte, who nerer could bear the sUghtest alluaioD to Gabrlcrs illness, 
answered for him, and rather sharply, — 

<* Worse I Oh, dear, no ! What can yon be thinking of, Isobell He's mnch better; 
he gets better every day now." 

" I thought he looked thinner," she answered, feeling she had made a mistake ; << but 
perhaps it is my fancy." 

" No, it isn't, Isobel," said the boy, " I am much thinner and much weaker, only it's 
treason to say so in this house." 

" Well, then, wo mustn't be treasonable any more, dear," answered Isobel, trying to 
smile, though she felt more inclined to cry. 

'* Brother Rex, wha{ have you got for me ? " was the exclamation which broke. fW>Ei 
Ave voices in succession, the only distinction being in time and tone. ^.^1 

" Why, what should I have for you," was his universal answer, " but a gooa whip- 
ping. Come here and I'll give it you." ... »/'^' ' 

And then there were heard loud shrieks in pretence of mortal fcftf, and a scdjnpcr 
and chase round the rhododendron bushes, and tJiroiigh ^th^: shrubbery, until a small 
prisoner was captured and well shaken, and promJsecTlote of French bonbons, If they 
would ask mamma to let them come and see what. was in brother Ilex's boxes to- 
morrow. 

Isobel had followed her husband to the end of the lawn, during one of his wildpur- 
suits, and stood there awaiting him as he returned breathless, with Ada lumglng. ov^r his 
shoulders like a sack of corn. 

I wish, Reginald, you wouldn't encourage the children to be so boisterous,", said 
Lady Charlotte, who was clipping roses near at hand. " Ada, my dear, get down 
immediately, and go to nurse. Young ladies should be quiet, and not romp or mq,ke a 
noise." And so little Ada^ released, walked off, with a very downcast 'Viisage, to the 
guardianship of her nurse, with some doubts as to the certainty of those promised 
bonbons being hers on the morrow. 

In the mean while Rex approached Isobel, 

** How fond you are of children, dear," she said, as he stood by her — wiping the 
drops off his forehead. 

" Pretty well," he answered. " These are all very jolly little girls, and wo have been 
used to romp together ever since they were in long Rothes. They'll soon be past 
romping now though, I'm aflraid." 

** I have often thought," she said, blushing a little as she spoke, " when I have seen 
you playing about with these children, how very fond you would be of a child of your 
own, Rex." 

*' I assure you I shouldn't," he answered, quickly. <* I should bate to have a child of 
my own. It makes all the difference in the world, romping a little now and then; but 

" and then, as if struck with a sudden thought, he added, hastily, *' you're not going 

to tell me, Isobel " 

*' Oh, no I " she said, coloring crimson, as she answered his thought, " I meant noth- 
ing of the sort. Don't alarm yourself. Rex." 

" Thank God I " he ejaculated. 

The expression seemed to wound her, for she turned away from him and walked 
slowly back to Gabriel's chair. As soon as Lady Charlotte perceived her action, she 
dropped her basket and pruning scissors, and came and took a seat near them. Gabriel 
had talked more about his new sister*s return than had pleased her ; she already began 
to feel symptoms arising of her old curse — jealousy, when she saw them together. 
Her presence tied Isobel's tongue in a measure, and the fear of offendiug her by what 
she said ; but Gabriel had no such fear, and talked openly of whatever came into his 
mind. As Isobel came near to him on the present occasion he reached forth his hand, 
and taking hers within it, held it so. 

" Dear Isobel," he said, <' I am so happy to see you home again. I have thought so 
often of you since you have been gone, and of the promise you made me the first day I 
saw you here. Do you remember it? That you would teach me what is the good of 
my life. I have so often pondered on your words since, and tried to guess for myself, 
but I can't make it out without your help. I have longed for you to come back 
again." 

'< I am so glad we have come then, dear Gabriel," was all she dared reply. 

*^ You must set up an easel in my private room, Isobel, and then when you hare the 
leisure to come over you shall paint whilst I will play to you, and when it is too dark to 
paint you shall come and sit, Just so, with your hand in mine, and teach me ; will 
you?" 

'* I will do anything, dear, that you wish, and your mamma thinks right fbr you," 
answered Isobel, " but I mustn't tire you." 

** Dear mel " exclaimed Lady Charlotte, testily, ** you always speak, my dear, as If 
my son was a regular invalid — like a man in a consumption, or something of that sort* 
He has only outgrown his strength. Dr. Bowlderby assures me that rest is all that U 



KB* AND MBS. BEX BXTEBDOir. ^9 

needed, and he will be an the stronger, most likely, for it, by and by« I wi«h you 
wouldn't talk as if he was regularly iU.*'^ 

" Only regularly * breaking up,' Isobel," said the boy, slyly. 

** Gabriel," exclaimed his mother, ** I shall be very angry with you if I hear you say 
that again. You know how it annoys me." 

" I know, mamma, that you can't bear to hear me call thinss by their right names. 
However, you'll acknowledge I'm right some day. Isobel is wiser than you ; she sees 
it plainly enough." 

*'Hush, Gabriel! " said Isobel, for Lady Charlotte was getting angry, and the con- 
versation was becoming painfUl to herself. 

As they walked home again, she mentioned the subject to her husband. 

'' Don't you see a great change in Gabriel, Rex? " 

"No. Do you?" 

" I think he is wonderftilly changed," she answered. '* His fkce is so drawn and hi£| 
eyes so unnaturally large to what they were. Oh, Rex, what a pity that your mother 
will shut her eyes to his illness. If he never recovers, what a blow it will be to her I " 

'* Isobel, you don*t think old Gaby's dying? " Rex asked the question almost spas- 
modically, as he stopped short in his walk, and confY'ontcd his wife. 

*' I think he's very ill! " she answered, sadly. But when she said " I think," his 
momentary conviction passed. 

'^ Oh, you're mistaken," be said. ** You women always make mountains out of 
molehills. Why, he's been like that for years, and all the doctors say that he will get 
over it in time. It's only a weak spine, Isobel ; you know it isn't like a heart disease, 
or consumption, or anything that must kill in the end. Oh, Gaby will be strong again 
by and by, you'll see." 

She didn't think she ever would see, but she didn't say so. She did not wish to 
make the first evening they spent together in the new house an unhappy one for Rex, 
so she appeared cheerM and lively for the rest of the time, and made him so, though 
her own spirits were only assumed to that end. For when she said her prayers that 
night, she added to them a new clause, to the effect that it might pleacie God nev^r tO| 
send her a childy since her husband had said that he should hate it. 



caarAPTER xrx. 

GABRIEL. 

B(r. Henet Halkett was one of the earliest to call upon the newly-married couple 
at Wimbledon. From the first day that this man had been introduced to Isobel, she 
had taken a dislike to him ; an intuitive dislike for which women, I think, are to be 
trusted more generally than men, for nature seems, in most instances, to have gifted 
them with an instinct that shall make up for the weaker powers of their minds. But, 
instinctively or not, she disliked him, although when she knew that he was such a par- 
ticular Mend of her husband's, she tried to persuade herself that it must be a foolish 
Ikncy, based upon a dislike to dark eyes, and hook noses, that made her imagine this 
chnm of Rex's a man who was not to be trusted. Halkett, on the other hand, had 
always taken pains to make himself particularly agreeable to Isobel, and did not 
neglect to do so on this occasion of paying her hb first visit in her new home. She, 
therefore, tried to throw as much cordiality as she could into her voice and manner as 
she greeted him ; particularly when she saw the empreaaemefU with which Rex rushed 
In on hearing of his Mend's arrival, and held his outstretched hands. 

'^ My dear Halkett, I am so glad to see you again. I should have looked you up this 
evening myself, if you had not made your appearance. We only crossed two days ago. 
How are you, old fellow? " 

**' I'm right enough," answered Halkett. <' Huntley tpld me of your arrival yester- 
day, and I took the first opportunity of paying my respects to Mrs. Reverdon. I've 
missed you sadly, Rex." 

" So have I you," returned the other, fhinkly, ** but there's an end to that now, 
Halkett. I hope you'll make yourself at home here whenever you feel inclined. 1 am 
sure Mrs. Reverdon will be delighted to see you at all t^^es.*' 

At which Mrs. Reverdon, although Uie conventional untruth dropped rather lamely 
from her honest lips, bowed in so graceful a manner, that the want of cordiality in her 
irolce was not so readily perceived. 

^' Vm much obliged, I am 3ure/' returned Halkett, <' bu( I kcipe op your p^ that 



100 "too good for htm.** 

you dont intend to desert the ' village ' altogether, Bex. Yon will keep yonr name on 
at the * Oxford and Cambridge * and * Waterloo Clubs,* I suppose." 

" Oh I certainly," rejoined Rex, " I had no Intention of withdrawing it." 

" And where do you intend to have your own nest, in chambers or apartments I If I 
were you, I should try and get my old chambers at the * Waterloo.* *' 

Now Rex Reverdon had had no intention of keeping a **nest" for himself at all. 
His home was within an easy distance of town, and he was not disposed to commence 
again the careless life he had Just quitted. But Halkett seemed so certain that he 
should, that it was with a degree of indecision that he answered his question. 

'* Well, to tell you the truth, Halkett, I have not even thought about It. I don't think 
It will be necessary fbr me to have either." 

Henry Halkett burst out laughing. 

" Why, my dear Reverdon, you surely don't intend to make a custom of always 
traversing this road between Wimbledon and town, at any hour of the night, and any 
time of the year, in order to reach your bed? You'll be tired of it very soon, if you 
do." 

" Well, when one comes to think of it, it does seem rather impracticable," answered 
Bex, '' but then I don't expect I shall trouble town much, Halkett, — at all events, out 
of the season. There's nothing to be done there now." 

" That's rather a bad look out for poor me," said his friend, meftilly, " who so seldom 
get a holiday for myself and have been looking forward to your return. In the hope of 
enjoying your company occasionally. I was going to ask you to go back with me this 
afternoon, Rex, and take the softi in my chambers, but I suppose it's no use doing so." 
And he looked inquiringly Into Rex's face as he spoke. 

" Well, I really don't know, whether I could this evening," said Rex, dubiously, sa 
he looked at his wife. " What are you going to do, Isobel? " 

" Oh I don't think of me, dear," she answered quickly. << I can walk over to ' The 
Oaks,' and dine there if that is aU." 

'* Well, in that case, I think I really should like to run back with yon, Halkett ; but 
not to sleep, thank yon ; I can return by the last train." 

*' What I when the evening's Just commencing? Oh ! come, Rex, you musn't do that. 
Mrs. Reverdon will absolve you beforehand, for once, I am sure ; she would be the lost 
to wish to spoil your pleasure, wouldn't you, Mrs. Reverdon ? " 

She took no notice of his appeal, but turning her eyes towards her husband, spoke to 
him instead. 

" Rex, you know all that, without any need of Mr. Halkett telling you I Don't let 
any thought of me stand in your way, dear ; I shall be very happy spending the evening 
with Gabriel." 

She would not permit her eyes to meet Mr. Halkett's, for fear he might read there 
how much she resented the impertinence of his interference, but he would have cared 
little if he had done so. When Rex, consenting to the proposed plan, had left the 
room to make the few arrangements necessary for passing the night away, the conver- . 
sation of these two turned on very ordinary topics, and did not again touch on the one 
which had been under discussion. 

'< Gabriel Huntley has been talking to me about a cousin of yours, Mr. Halkett, whom 
you brought down to * The Oaks ' a short time since. He seems to have been wonder- 
fhlly taken with the young lady's charms." 

" All ! my cousin, Lucy Halkett, Mrs. Reverdon. Yes, she is a very nice little girl ; I 
shall hope to introduce her to you some day, if you will allow me. She is just of that 
age when the acquaintance of a few accomplished ladies will be of the greatest service 
to her. Have I your permission to do so ? " 

" Certainly," replied Isobel ; " I am very fond of the company of young girls before 
€hey have had the freshness of their minds wiped off by contact with the world. Your 
cousin has not come out yet, I presume, Mr. Halkett? " 

<' Oh, dear, no I She is but a school-girl ; but a very charming school-girl, neverthe* 
less. You will find Lucy fresh enough, Mrs. Reverdon, I can assure you, to suit any 
taste. My grandmother has kept her almost entirely in the nursery." 

(And here it may not be out of place for me to mention that Henry Halkett did bring 
his young cousin again to Wimbledon, not very long after this period, and made her 
known to Isobel; and that she, taking a great fancy to the girl, asked her so often to 
go and see her, that Lucy had many summer holidays there during the next few months 
— days which, apparently spent only in pleasure, yet laid the foundation of a friendsliip 
between them which will be dissolved, only with their lives.) 
When Rex was ready to start, the friends took their departure together. 
" I don't half like going now, Isobel," were her husband's last words — words which, 
meaning little on his part, were sufficient to insure her a good night's rest, as she tlell 
to sleep repeating them to herself. 

She was so glad to see them happy — so glad to think that his union with herself 
would not prove the br£aking-up of his old friendships (since he enjoyed them), and 
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his old pleasnres — that no Idea of its being hard that she was left alone fbr an after- 
noon and night to herself, crossed her mind. 8he never thonght once that it was early 
days for him to leave her, or that he seemed very ready to go. The one idea that per- 
vaded her mind as she pat on her things to walk across to <'The Oaks " was, that her 
Bex was enjoying himself, and that was qoite sufficient to make the day enjoyable to 
her also ; so that she sung whilst she dressed herself and walked across the short, 
spring turf of the common which lay between the houses, with as elastic a step as 
any girl of eighteen there. The sun was just sinking behind the clumps of poplar-trees 
which edged the common as she did so ; and the red glory he was shedding around in 
Ids last look, reflected upon every little flower teneath her feet, every leaf of the trees 
around her, and turning the large duck-pond in the centre into a pool of blood, made 
every common fowl thereon into a rara avis. 

Past five, already ! Isobel had had no idea the afternoon was so far advanced as she 
made the discovery. She quickened her footsteps, for she was fearM of a cool recep- 
tion ftom Lady Charlotte if she went in late for the dinner-hour. 

She did not half like inviting herself to dinner there as it was, not having been 
received into the family by her mother-in-law with that cordiality which sets a new- 
comer at ease. ** If she doesn*t propose it herself," she thought, as she , neared the 
house, "I shall walk home again; for I cannot be the first to do so. I don't think I 
shim ever be sufficiently intimate with her for that sort of thing, not if I lived here for 
years. If I did not know she was Rex's mother, I should never have guessed it." 

But Isobei's courage was not put to the test this afternoon, for when she arrived at 
'* The Oaks " she was informed that Lady Charlotte and Mr. Huntley had driven out 
some miles to dinner. And the footman said it, holding the door in his hand, as if he 
expected the news would send her home again, like any ordinary visitor. 

" But can't I see Master Gabriel? " she inquired. 

" Mr. Gabriel Huntley is within, madam, I believe. If you will walk into the draw- 
ing-room I Avill inform him of your arrival." 

*' Is he in the garden? " pertinaciously asked Isobel, quite ignoring the dignity which 
Plushes wanted to maintain between them. Plushes was taken aback by the direct 
question, but his was still true to himself as he stammered, — 

" I believe so, madam." 

*' Then I'll go to him," answered Isobel, passing through the flower-laden hall into 
the drawing-room beyond, and from thence on to the terrace, t 

Plushes opened his. eyes wide at this undignified proceeding — so unlike an3rthlng he 
ever saw on the part of his mistress. In the mean while she had found what she sought, 
lying in his usual position, dreaming and alone. In the summer air. 

** Oh, Isobel 1 " he said, as he recognized her; " do you want manuna? for she's out, 
Pm sorry to say, and so Is father. They've gone to Croydon, to dine at the Durhams', 
and won't be back till midnight, probably." 

'' But suppose I didn't want mamma so much as you, Gabriel? " she answered. *' I 
came over expressly to see you, dear; and am rather glad than otherwise to find you 
alone." 

** Bat Where's Rex? " said Gabriel. 

Then Isobel told him where Bex was gone, and that the evening was theirs, to do as 
they willed with. 

" Oh, tliat's delightfhl I " cried the boy. " But look here, Isobel, what will you do 
about dinner? because I've dined, and was going to have tea when the children do. I 
generally dine early when mamma goes out." 

Isobel assured him that 'Hea" was all she wanted either; and then Gabriel sum- 
moned the aristocratic footman before alluded to, and ordered him to have a table 
placed on the terrace, and tea laid there, with a haughtiness which he had caught fVom 
his mother, and which contrasted strangely with the usual softness of his disposition. 

'* And look here," he said, with the decisive dXr of a master; *< see that they send up 
some cold meat or other. Mrs. Reverdon has not dined; and let us have plenty of 
fhiit; and look sharp about it, now»" he added with an emphasis, as if the man had 
already committed a fault. 

Plushes appeared to be quite accustomed to the tone, however, and to see nothing 
nnusool in it; for he merely said, '^ Certainly, sir," and disappeared to put the com- 
mands Into execution. 

«« Why do you speak so sharply, dear Gabriel? " said Isobel, when the man was gone. 

'* Did I speak sharply? " he inquired, in his turn surprised at her remark. 

** Very — I thought," she answered ; *^ and it is so unlike your usual manner of speak« 
Ing, Gabriel." 

*■ Ah! you see It wont do to talk to servants as you do to yonr equals ; they'd pre- 
sume on it if you did. There's nothing like keeping them in their pUices, mamma 
says." 

** Yes, I think she is right there ; but is it only possible to keep them in their places 
by speaking to them as if they were dogs ? I should be sorry to think that." 
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" Like dogs ! Come, Idobel, tliat^s a little too severe ; isn't It? ** 

"I didn't mean to be severe, dear/' slie answered; '* bat yon certainly speak much 
m6re kii^dly to Bean than you did to tlie man-servant Just now." Beau, a bcautifOl 
tan-colored setter, who was Gabriel's constaiit companion, now put up his silky head 
fbr a caress, as he heard the mention of his name, and seemed to uphold Isobel in the 
lustice of her remark. 

" Well, I suppose I do," replied Gabriel; " but I cannot say I ever thought of it in 
that light before." 

The tea-table now made its appearance, carried by a couple of servants, and as they 
placed it close to Isobel, and completed the arrangement of its various dishes, she 
uttered, " Thank you.^ Gabriel looked quickly up as she spoke, but he did not say 
anything. But when the same Plushes to whom he had given the orders, having 
poured out the tea, demanded respectfully, before leaving, "Anything more, sir," 
Gabriel found himself saying, " No, thank you," before ho was aware of it. 

"I should think John must be quite taken aback by my politeness, Isobel," he re- 
taiarked, laughingly, when the servant had disappeared. 

" It sounds much more gentlemanly, dear," she answered quietly; " and what is of 
much greater consequence, it sounds much more Chiistian. Won't you have some 
meat, too, Gabriel? I don't like to cat alone." 

They talked on irrelevant subjects as they discussed their tea; but when it was 
cleared away, Gabriel sat for so long a time silent, and with his eyes fixed upon 
vacancy, that his sister-in-law had to ask him twice what he was thinking about before 
he answered her. Even when he roused himself to attend to what she said, he took no 
notice of her question, but asked another. 

" I say, Isobel, are you a Christian ? I mean what people call religious ? '* 

" You mean, do I care about sacred things, Gabriel? Yes, I hope so." 

«* Are you not sure?" 

" Quite sure ; but quite sure, also, that I ought to care about them more." 

" But how? you go to church, don't you? and say your prayers, and all that; how 
could you care more ? " 

" But every one who calls himself a Christian does so much, Gabriel." 

" No, they don't," he rejoined. " I don't, Isobel." 

" You dont pray, Gabriel? " Isobel's voice, as she asked the question, was Ihll of 
. concern. 

" Don't look so shocked, Isobel," he said. " How should I ? Mamma reads ' prayers, 
I believe, or the children's governess does, in the morning ; but I'm never down stairs, 
so how am I to hear them? Besides, I can't kneel." 

" But my dear child," urged Isobel, and motherly compassion shone through her eyes 
as she spoke, " it is not necessary to kneel in order to pray. Do you think that when 
God took away your power of kneeling that He did not intend you to pray doubly on 
that very account? " 

" I know I ought to pray," said Gabriel, his moumftil eyes following the direction of 
his thoughts, fixed upon a portion of the sky where the setting sun had left a crimson 
streak,' as promise of his return; "but I've left it off so long now that I'mafhddto 
think of it even : and as for the Bible, I never open it." 

" But in church," said Isobel, forgetting. 

" How can I go to church ? " ho rejoined hastily. " Do you think I am going to «tlck 
in the aisle all the service and be made a show of ? No, thank you. I have quite 
enough of it, going out on week-days, and seeing everybody turn round to stare at my 
iiumpback, without an extra treat on Sundays." 

His tone was so bitter, his look so fhll of sarcasm, that she felt for him more deeply 
than she had ever done before. " Oh, dear Gabriel," she said, " don't be so hard." 

" it's enough to make a fellow hard," he answered. " You would feel the same, 
Isobel, if you had laid here, day after day, whilst other people ran about." 

" I hope not," she said. 

«* What would there be to prevent you?" he demanded,* almost fiercely. He did not 
seem like the boy Gabriel any more; he spoke with the heat and rancor of a disap- 
:polnted man. 

" The remembrance that it was God's will," she said, quietly. 

" His will to make my life a torture and a misery to me ; to shut me out fW>m every 
enjoyment of lif^ ; to cut me off prematurely fh)m life itself; because I'm dying, Isobel, 
and you know it." 

" I do know it," she answered; ** and knowing it, Gabriel, it makes me wretched to 
hear you talk in this manner. Why not say rather that God's mercy has been shown 
in keeping you Arom every temptation of lilb, and will be completed by making you an 
early inheritor of all the delights of heaven? " 

" Only I shall never go there," he replied. 

«« Oh, Gabriel, don't say that." 

'< If you were dying, Isobel, should yon feel sure of going there? ** 
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** Quite sore, dear; sore and certain as I am now that I speak to yon.*' 

"Why?** 

Shall I tell yon her answer ? Cannot each one of you rather imagine it for yonrselves ? 
Though Isobel Reverdon gained through Gabriel's " why " the opportunity she was 
Wishing for, to speak to him of Divine things, I prefler leaving you to imagine for your- 
selves the words in which she mode them appeal to his heart. It was almost a new 
Idea to the boy, and his was Just the large, loving disposition and sensitive nature 
which responds most easily to an appeal of the kind. His dark eyes moved restlessly 
from one object to another as her gentle voice spoke to him of a love, the infinity of 
which he had never before dreamed of, and he attempted in vain to clear away the 
mist which had arisen in them without attracting her notice. As he listened and under- 
stood, it seemed to him as if God had sent one of His angels to open his eyes, and give 
him comfbrt. It was what he had, unconsciously to himself, been longing for for 
months — some one to teach him, to clear up his doubts, to give him some hope Ibr the 
fhturc, to which he knew he was hastening. For what Isobel had said of him to her > 
husband, and what Gabriel had said of himself to her, was eminently tittft j — he was 
dying. It was no use Dr. Bowlderby telling Lady Charlotte that there was certainly a. 
slight improvement ; it was no use saying that next spring they would tiyHhe German 
baths, and which would be sure to complete the cure. Dr. Bowlderbyiblght be too 
stupid to see It, and Lady Charlotte too obstinate to see It; but the bo^'^meiv it for 
himself, and he was the truest prophet of them all. The many years of cbBSneme^tito 
one position, and the quantities of medicine he had been compelled to^t^llow, had 
added to the original itOury, so enfeebled a naturally delicate constitution, that Gabriel 
Huntley*s little remaining strength was slipping away from him month-^by month, and 
there was not much left to go. . ^ v '^ 

** Am I tiring you, Gabriel? " asked the sweet voice of Isobel, as she paused after an 
hour or more of talking on her part. 

*< Tiring me?" he exclaimed; "you could never tire me, Isobel. I could listen to 
you forever. You seem to be bringing back to me all that X ever learned or beard of as 
a little child. X wonder now how I could have forgotten It for so>long. If I hod had 
some one. to talk to me as you have to-night, I never should have forgotten. Oh, . 
Isobel I you have made me so happy and so unhappy." 

** But I mustn't make you unhappy, dear Gabriel. The truths I have spoken of to you 
are only calculated to make us happier." 

"Yes, for such as you," he answered; "but I have never given them a thought till 
this evening. I have laid hero grumbling and discontented at my lot, my only object 
how to make the days go faster, sometimes even longing for death to come quicker, so 
that I might quit myself of an existence which seemed no use to anybody. And now 
I shall only have a few months — a few weeks perhaps, who knows ? — to make amends 
Ibr years of Ingratitude." ^ 

" Gabriel, If you had only one day It would be suflflclent; and If you lived your llfb 
twice over again it would not be enough. You cannot make amends for yourself; but 
there Is One ready to make amends for you, and If you only trust to Him to do It, He 
does not require time. But d6n't let us talk any more to-night. We shall have many 
more opportunities, I hope,- of doing 90, and for all you say to the contrary, I can see 
you are tired. Let me coll Jbhn to wjbeel you In, Gabriel, and let us have some music." 
He suilbred her to do as She wlshedvand his chair was put close to the piano in his 
own sitting-room, without his having spoken another word. The summer evening was 
still light out of doors, but in the house the dusk had fUllen, and particularly in Gabriel's 
room, which was small, and had only one window. He commenced to play, and \Iaob\sl - ^ 
placed herself upon the softi as she .listened to the strains which followed tl^e dictates 
of the sick boy's fancy. It wa^ strange music foic so y9.^Qg a person to choose. Mostly 
composed by himself, or played from uncertain v. ^collection of what he had heard; 
generally wild and. melancholy- In Its lighter^ phases,, and grandly solemn In Its more 
serious moods; part sounded -like' a'^'^yer, part like (^ lament ; and as Isobel listened, 
she felt that the elements of reii^ckr'lnixs^ti hove been in the heart which could compose 
such cadences. She was not an artistrc^timsi^ian herself, although she could both sing 
and play a little ; but she could thoroughly enjoy and appreciate music in others. As 
she listened in that softly-falling twilight- to the tones which proceeded from the touch 
of Gabriel's thin, white lingers, unaccountable tears found their way intb^ her eyes — 
tears ' vhich refreshed rather than scorched her brain, ,which seemed to fall back upon 

her heart, and lose themselv:tiOj|Aiere; — ^ 

" Gabriel," she said, as the music ceased, " Is that all your own composition ? I think 
it is beautiful; it is just the kind of muslo to which I could listen forever. X shall 
bring my drawing over here the first day Bex can spare me, and .cppxmence to take 
your portrait if you will let me. Then X will paint, and ytfu .e(hjill' pkiy.' ' WOn't il be 
charming ? I shall work twice as well with such music to usten to." 
"Do you really e^joy it?" he asked in return. "You are almo8^>j^'lhSdt person 
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who has said so. No one cares for It in this house except myself. I dont think one 
of the children have any taste for it." 

<< And not Rex ? " inquired Isobel. 

"No; haven't you found that out yet? Rex is the dearest — he was the dearest to 
me in the world ; but he never cared about books, or poetry, or music, or any of my 
things." 

"Why do you say ^waaf'*' demanded his sister-in-law, hurt at the expression; 
" dont you love your brother as much as ever, Gabriel? " 

" Yes ; quite as much — twice as much since he brought you here. At first, Isobel, I 
thought I should be terribly jealous ; but it all wore off directly I saw you. From the 
day I saw your dear kind face and eyes in the Park I have thought of you as if you 
were a IHcnd, and since your marriage I have been growing to love you every day; but 
this evening — Isobel, you have seemed more like an angel from heaven to me this 
evening than anything else. God bless you for it I " 

He put his thin hands before his face, and commenced sobbing. She, moved by his 
emotion, left her sofa at once, and came to him, kneeling by his side. 

" Dear Gabriel, dearest Gabriel, try to control yourself for my sake ; it makes me so 
unhappy to see you so. I am so glad you love me, Gabriel; so glad to have been any 
comfort to you ; but I have done nothing to deserve such words at your hands." 

" Done nothing I " he exclaimed, uncovering his face, and looking into hers with his 
large dark eyes, the long eyelashes of which were still wet from his recent tears ; 
" you've done nothing, Isobel I Is it nothing to do for me, what no living creature, not 
even my mother, has ever taken the trouble to do before ? Oh, Isobel I you are God- 
sent to us. Happy Rex, to have you for his own 1 " 

" His and yours, too," she said softly ; " his wife and your sister, dear Gabriel, am I 
not?" 

" Yes, yes," he answered, with a firm pressure of her hand, " my dear sister. Isobel, 
you will pray for me, will you not ? God must hear your prayers." 

" Mine and yours, and all our prayers, Gabriel. He only lives to hear them. I have 
alwa3's prayed for you, ever since I knew you; but you will pray for yourself also, 
won't you, dear?" 

He did not answer, and through the gloom of the fkst approaching night, she could 
not see his face. 

" You will pray for yourself, dearest Gabriel ; tell me so, before I go. It is never too 
late to begin ; never too late for God to hear." 

Still silence — only a firmer pressure, a clinging, childlike pressure of the little hand 
he held in his. 

" Gabriel, say you will, or I shall go home unhappy." 

" Yes, I will, Isobel. I could not sleep without it, now.'* 

The words were whispered, but she heard them plain enough. Heard them, and felt 
a warm, gratefUl glow rush to her heart as she heard. 

And then they sat silent in the darkening room, each occupied with their own 
thoughts, each feeling that a new blessing had been added that day to their gratitude- 
demanding store. When at last the man-servant, coming in to ask if they wished for 
candles, roused them to a sense of the time, they found it was ten o'clock, and Isobel 
rose to go home. As Gabriel returned her farewell kiss, he whispered, 

" Good-night, Dievrdonnee ; that is my name for you in future ; remember, my sister. 
DieU'donn^e" 

Dievrdonnee indeed I There were others found to acknowledge that, besides Gabriel, 
before she had been given to them long. 



CHAPTER XX, 

DISENCHANTED. 

The little " nest " for Rex Reverdon to go to roost In, whenever it should please 
such as Mr. Halkett to tempt him to linger about town, until it was too late to regain 
his lawful bed, was, after two or three mild attempts at remonstrance on his own part, 
finally taken for him, by his particular friend, somewhere within an easy distance of 
their favorite haunts. And being taken, it was, as you may suppose, made use of. 
The bed was oftener slept in than was absolutely necessary, and never slept in without 
a cheerfVil little supper having been partaken of, first, at Mr. Reverdon's expense of 
course ; little suppers which occasionally swelled, quite by chance as it were, into big 
suppers ; and it was amazing to see how many " fellows" that tiny sitting-i*oom could 
hold at a stretch, and how many empty bottles the fellows left behind them, as me'* 
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mentoa of their presence for the next morning's light. Bat these little suppers left 
othe** mementos behind them, besides empty bottles. Their giver too often woke on 
the following morning with a confUsed sense that something was wrong,andas he thor- 
oughly roused himself, confhsion would fly before clearness, and he knew the *^ some- 
thing *' was himself. To do Rex Beverdon Justice, he hated that little " nest," far 
more heartily than Isobel did. He hated the nest and the suppers, sometimes I think 
he almost hated the fellows who persuaded him to give them, and I am sure he always 
hated himself for being persuaded. But this was Rex Reverdon's great failing— the 
rock upon which so many male barges founder — the inability to say *' no" How 
many men go on, as he did, persistently doing wrong, blaming themselves all the while 
for doing it, and yet have not the moral courage to break through the habit and have 
done with it forever. I think if Isobel had been a little less loving than she was, a 
Httle 1 :ss sensitive about the difference in her husband's age and her own (which al- 
ways uade her fearM of seeming to interfere with any of his pleasures), she might at' 
this Jiiiictnre have done Rex an immense deid of good. He wanted some one to do for 
lUmwhat he had not strength of mind to do for himself, some one to find fault with 
his conduct, to grumble at his being so constantly away, to give him a reason for stay- 
ing at home, even though the reason made him angry — so inconsistent is our Arail mor- 
tality ; but Isobel did nothing of the sort. She carried an old-fashioned idea in her mini, 
that the husband is the head of the wife, and the best judge of his own actions. She 
knew that she had married a man who had been accustomed to a gay life, and she sup- 
posed it must be difficult to give up old habits all at once ; besides, even into her unsus- 
pecting nature, there was beginning to creep a doubt, since their return to England, 
whether what had been told her before her marriage by Mr. Peyton, was altogether false 
or not; whether her money had not had something, very little perhaps, but still some- 
thing, to do with Rex Reverdon marrying her. It was a bitter, bitter doubt for her ; it 
only came at times, when perhaps some innuendo of Lady Charlotte's called it forth ; 
her heart was too generous to harbor and brood over it, but when it came it entered 
into her soul. And it made her still more diffident of appearing to claim greater atten- 
tion on Rex*s part than he chose to give her of his ownfTee will; therefore it was that 
she forbore to question him concerning his ftequent absences, or to express a wish 
that things were not so ; and so gave him no opportunity of saying he would alter 
them for her sake. More than two months had passed since they had taken posses- 
sion of their vUla at Wimbledon, and it was now October, and the autumn already 
fiist leaving them. The weather was often uncertain, but never so much as to pre- 
vent Isobel paying her daily visit to Gabriel Huntley, whose rapidly declining health had 
made itself visible at last to every one but Lady Charlotte. She still maintained that 
it was merely the weakness of a lad growing, under such unfavorable circumstances, 
and that time would be his cure; in which, indeed, she was so far right, that time 
alone is needed to cure all our diseases. But these daily visits of Isobel's, still more, 
Gabriers daily longing for the time for them to arrive, were thorns, as you may well 
suppose, in Lady Charlotte's side. The little politeness with which she had at first 
welcomed the ** heiress," had all evaporated for "Reginald's wife," and when Regi- 
nald's wife was found to be necessary to Gabriel Huntley's happiness, far more neces- 
sary than even Reginald had been himself^ then Lady Charlotte felt that politeness 
was no longer part of her duty to her. The pet name which her son had given to his 
sister-in-law was the first decisive blow her maternal jealousy received, and from the 
hoar she heard it she had commenced to hate Isobel as she hated Reginald, and took 
no pains to hide her antipathy. 

'^ What is that you call her ? " she had asked sharply, a few days after the interview 
I described to you as Gabriel was murmuring ** Dieurdonnie** a dozen times in his 
sister-in-law's car. 

Isobel would have evaded the question, for she knew of Lady Charlotte's Jealous dis* 
position, but Gabriel, who never feared his mother, spoke out, — 

" < Dieu'donn^e^* mamma. Have you forgotten the meaning of that ? " 

Now to tell you the truth. Lady Charlotte was not quite sure of its meaning. 

*• I think it very absurd to call people out of their names," she answered, evasively. 

" WeUl if it isn't her name it ought to be," rejofaied Gabriel, "for it fits her ex- 
actly — * Dieu-donnSef* God-given, and that's what she is to me." 

" Really, Gabriel, you talk the greatest nonsense I ever heard," said his mother, 
angrily: " one would think you hadn't a Mend in the world." 

"No more I have," answered the boy, " not one like this, mother; not one I'd give 
her up for — God bless her 1 " 

" Oh Gabriel 1 you forget your mother," said Isobel, hastily. Lady Charlotte, who 
had grown very red under his remark, now rose ttom her chair. 

^* f suppose I have to thank you," she said, speaking to Isobel, " for this. Gabriel 
used not to insult me with impunity." 

Isobel was inexpressibly shocked. She ran after Lady Charlotte and caught her hand. 

<* Oh I pray* don't say that, Lady Charlotte ! " she exclaimed. " I am sure you can 
U 
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not mean it. I have said nothing out of the way to Gabriel. I snppose the boy has 
taken a fancy to me, and " 

'' Fray, don't take the trouble to make excuses, Isobel. If it bad been He^nald, I 
should not haVe been in the least surprised ; but I thought better of Gabriel." 

" But you do not think it my fiiult? " Isobel still pleaded. 

"Not your intentional fault, I suppose," replied her mother-in-law, as she coldly dis- 
engaged her hand from IsobeFs grasp, '^bnt a great deal of harm is done by indirect 
inllaence." 

And then she passed on, still nncompromising, and Isobel returned to Gabriel. 

" Never mind, my Dieu-donme" he said, in answer to lier distress, " it's only one of 
mamma's humors : she'll come round by and by." 

" You mustn't call me that any more, dear Gabriel." 

" Mustn't I who says so? " he exclaimed. " I loill call you so, Isobel, until I die, my 
DleU'donnee — my own Dieu-donnee — my dear Dieu-donnSe" 

And Dieu'donnie he continued to call her but every time Lady Charlotte heard it 
she fixed a fresh arrow in her bow with which to revenge herself upon poor Isobel. 

Lady Charlotte's evident antJpathy was very liaixi to bear. Isobel's pride would 
never have permitted her to bear it if it had not been for Gabriel, who suHbrcd so much 
from any defalcation on her part ; but her arrows were Iiardcr still. Shafts, which 
came upon the wife's tender heart so suddenly — so unavoidably — and yet which, 
though shot at random, never failed to strike, «id spread the poison they were liiden 
with. Hints of Ilex's infidelity: old stories of Rex's immorality ; chance allusions to 
Ilex's former extravagances, and need of money ; stray remarks upon Rex's youth, and 
Ilex's ftequent absence ; hints, stories, allusions, remarks, which dropped so inadver- 
tently, as it were, from the cold, cruel, lips of Lady Charlotte, but every one of which 
she had prepared and seasoned beforehand for her victim, every one of which she 
heard strike home, in the quickened breafhlng, which she saw draw blood in tho height- 
ened color, which she knew had wounded mortally by the pallor, the depression, and 
the pre-occupation of thought, which invariably followed their discharge. And yet, 
the true wife — the brave woman — bore it all, and made no sign; received the veno- 
mous weapons in her warm loving breast, and hid them away there without a word for 
Ms sake ; though every breath she drew, in her mother-in-law's presence, made the 
barb rankle deeper. 

But between her own fears and doubts and Lady Charlotte's cruelty, the two last 
months had been less happy ones to Isobel ; and from his dissatisfaction at his own 
conduct, less happy ones to Rex also, than the two preceding ones had been. 

Rex was in the habit of spending three nights out of the week in town ; in the habit 
of fi'equenting most of his bachelor haunts, and of keeping up many of his bachelor ac- 
quaintances, many which he had far better have dropped ; but he had never patronized the 
Prince's Theatre yet, and he had no intention of so doing. When he had first returned 
to England, he had inquired of Ualkett if Miss Ashtou was in want of money in conse- 
quence of the letters she had sent him, and Halkett had said " Yes." Whereupon Rex 
had given his friend some for her use, and told him at the same time to ask her not to 
write to him again, unless there was actual necessity for doing so. 

" My dear fellow," said Halkett, on the occasion, "are you turned such a coward 
that you're aftaid of a bit of paper? " 

" I am not going to answer them," replied Rex, curtly, " and therefore if s no use 
her writing to me. It only keeps up the old feeling. She can let you know, Halkett, 
when she wants money ; though I haven't got so much to spare now as I had." 

" Are you not going to see her yourself? " 

" Most decidedly not." And Rex had kept to his decision. I do not know if Eliza- 
beth Ashtbn made any attempts at this time to see him ; perhaps she was still woman 
enough to feel piqued at his apparent indiflference ; perhaps she made sure it was only 
apparent, and that her best plan on the occasion was to let him alone. At all events, 
they had not met. Halkett's influence not having proved strong enough to persuade 
Rex to seek her presence of his own accord; and Rex's own heart not feeling strong 
enough to permit him to do so. He dreaded to meet her; he was afraid of himself and 
of her; aftaid lest the old feelings, which he had not yet forgotten, should be roused 
again, for Rex had not yet forgiven himself for the weakness he had been betrayed into 
at their last meeting, — he had not yet reconciled that act of disloyalty to Isobel with 
his own conscience, — and so far he was wise and right. But the best are not so al- 
ways, and the evening arrived when Halkett was to have his way. There are some 
days when we seem weaker than others — less able to judge for ourselves — more 
prone to act against the dictates of our common sense, and such a day this proved fbr 
my hero. One reason was, that it had been unusually <;old for October, and Rex had 
taken sundry << nips of brandy" during the afternoon to support his inner man, and 
they had taken some effect upon him. It had the effect of making Rex surer of Ins own 
strength of mind, and readier to believe that he was beyond the power of temptation. 
Therefore, as they were eating their dinner together at St. James's Hall, and llalkott 
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proposed that they should look In at the Prince's Theatre that night, his remonstrance 
was not ^o decided as it had usually been. 

"You know I don't care about that theatre, Holkett. Why can't you propose 
another? " 

" Why not? There's a capital piece on there now," said Hiilkett, as if he had quite 
forgotten there was such a person as Elizabeth Ashton in the world ; and then, as if re- 
membering himself, added, " Oh ! I suppose it's that girl you're thinking of again. 
Good heavens. Rex! haven't you got over that affair yet? *' 

The tone was so contemptuous that it nettled Rex. 

" It's because I have got over it, that I don't care to renew the illusion," he answered, 
testily. 

" Rather queer idea that, isn't it?" remarked Halkett. "When a thing's over, it's 
over. What more harm can seeing that girl do you, than seeing any other girl? " 

"None that I know of," he said; " but I don't particularly care to see her." 

" But you may core to see the piece. Mary Seeley's on at the Prince's now, and 
your favorite Lobson. Do come. Rex. I shall think your boasting of having got over 
your penchant for Lizzie Ashton is only boasting, if you don't." 

" Hang Lizzie Ashton and you, too," exclaimed Rex, AvrathfUlly, as he rose from the 
table, and paced up and down the dining-hall, " What do I care if I see that girl, or 
eveiy girl in London? they're nothing to me." 

** Well, come to the Prince's, then," urged Halkett. 

" Of course I will. You don't suppose a looman (the last couple of syllables in a tone 
of the supremest contempt) would keep me from going to any place of amusement that 
1 chose. You seem to imagine I am half a fool, Halkett." 

" My dear follow," answered the other (too wise to remark that the change was In 
Rex, and not in himself), " how can you talk such nonsense? I knew how you would 
go along. We won't trouble ourselves about the melodrama; but just drop in for the 
Airce. By the by, there's a very fnir ballet on between the pieces, and that little Greg- 
son (whom you used to admire so much) dances in It." 

" Well, I don't mind sitting out the farce to please you," said Rex ; " but I've lost all 
my taste for theatres, Halkett, and I wouldn't give a glass of good port like this, for 
all the theatres In the world." 

" Kor all the women ? " suggested Halkett. 

" I've nothing to do with any women," answered his Mend, " but one." And then 
Halkett knew tnat he had gone far enough. But when they arrived at the Prince's 
Theatre Rex began to show the white feather. 

" Don't let us have the stage-box," he whispered to his Mend as they reached the 
entrance ; " get something a little flirther off. I dislike being before the gas." 

Halkett wondered how long Rex's eyes had been weak, but he forbore joking him. 

« We will have the next to it, if we can," he answered. 

The " next to it " was disengaged, and they took up their station there. 

" Come more to the front, Reverdon," said Halkett, as Rex ensconsed' himself in the 
back of the box, ** you can see nothing there." 

" Thank you, but I can see quite as much as I wish to," was the rejoinder; 'Tm not 
ft child, staring at my first play." 

He continued to sit where he had first placed himself, and seemed to evince no in- 
terest whatever in what was going on before him. Presently Halkett rose. 

" I'm going to take a walk round the house, Reverdon, won't you come ? " 

*' I don't seem to care about it, thank you," said the other, " there's no one that I 
know present. Ill wait for you, Halkett ; you'll find me here when you return." 

But when Mr. Halkett had once taken his departure, no child staring at his first play 
could have watched the stage with greater eagerness than did Rex Reverdon. He 
pressed forward to the front, where he had not ventured to show himself before (al- 
though the tones of a sharp inflexible voice had ali*eady startled him, as being so like, 
and yet so unlike, the one he remembered), and half hidden by the short red curtain, 
he gazed again upon Pearl Ashton. Good heavens 1 was that her? To say that the 
first glance he caught of Elizabeth Ashton's face and figure on the stage was a shock 
to him, is not saying too much. Was this the woman he had flancled that he loved? 
Was this Pearl Ashton? Pearl I Good heavens 1 Did she look like a pearl at this 
present moment? Rex had grappled with his giant, and found it a shadow. He was 
free again. The first sight of his old folly had disenchanted him ; he breathed better 
«a ho thought of it, he ejaculated a more earnest thanksgiving than had passed his lips 
fbr many a day. Careless now of what he did or saw, he leaned far over the front of 
the box and mused, staring down into the sea of heads beneath him in the pit. His 
thoughts, as he did so, were still upon his great deliverance. He could scarcely believe 
yet that it was true that what he fblt was not a dream, and that he should wake in a 
fbw minutes to find he was again the slave of a hailnting memory, which should weigh 
him down In the midst of his greatest pleasures with a sense of care. His attitude, 
true of apparent dejection, was not unobserved by some one behind the scenes. 
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** Look at your yictim» Lizzie,'* said Halkett to Miss Ashton, who happened to bo 
'^off" Just at that moment, *' he's going to commit suicide into the pit." 

*' Do you really believe it's all abont me ? ** she asked. 

"About you? I should think it was," he answered. " You should hare seen him, 
when I persuaded him to come here ; he went on like a madman at the St. James's. I 
belicTe you could do anything with him now." 

**Do you?" she said, *'then I'U try before. the evening's oat. Hold my shawl, 
Harry, I'll be * off ' again directly." 

*' Off" or '* on" signified little to the subject of her conversation, who never raised 
his eyes to look at her again, and only shuddered once or twice when her voice reached 
him. He was thinking of Isobel, as he sat there, — of his wife, who, now he was flree 
to love, he felt he could begin to love. He thought so, but we all know that there is 
no such thing as a perceptible beginning to love. If his love for Isobel had not already 
begun, the thought would not have struck him. And, it is not saying much of him to 
say so; for a man would have been less than a man who could have lived under the in- 
fluence of such a woman's love for four months, and not liave experienced some feelings 
of the kind, for her, in return. 

He was roused tcom his reverie by the opening of the box door. Halkett had come 
back. That fact alone did not render it necessary for him to turn round his head. But 
another fact followed quickly upon it, which did compel him to do so. A hand was laid 
upon his shoulder; a sharp, fkmiliar voice said, " Well, Mr. Reverdon, are you not 
going to notice me ? " And then Rex stood up, face to fiice, with Elizabeth Ashton. 

" I hope you are quite well," he said, as he shook hands with her. 

Halkett had expected Rex to show great agitation at the sudden rencontre ; for Rex 
was of a very excitable, impulsive temperament, and made himself very ridiculous at 
times fh>m the warmth of his feelings. Elizabeth Ashton, too, had expected something 
of the sort; or, as she was a woman, and knew more about the language of the heart 
than Halkett, dead silence on the part of Rex would have conveyed as much meauing 
to her mind. But this cool shaking of hands, this deliberate " I hope you are quite 
well," looked very like a cure. A cure of how long standing she could not determine ; 
but her feminine instinct did not deceive her. The man who stood before her was not 
the man she had parted from : he was disenchanted — no longer in love ; though whether 
irrecoverably lost to her, time and her tactics alone would determine. At present, 
however, she considered it wisest to adopt his own manner. 

" Quite well, thank you. I am so glad you came to see me, at last. How do you like 
my part?" 

" Not very much, Lizzie," he answered'; ** you know I never wished yon to be an 
actress. You were bom for something better than that." 

She shrugged her shoulders. 

'' What would you have me do ? I must live." 

" And can you live by it? " he asked. 

" Pretty well," she answered; "and I am rising, yon know. Jones thinks a great 
deal of me, I can assure you, and he has promised me a part in the new drama next 
month." 

" I'm very glad of that," he said ; " we shall see you at the top of the tree some day, 
—the tree that bears so many bouquets eveiy night." 

" Likely enough," she answered, in the same tone; ."but the curtain's falling. And 
now, where are you off to ? " 

"I'm bound for home," said Rex; and at the word he felt quite a glow about his 
heart. 

" What I ain't you going to have supper in town? " exclaimed Miss Ashton, in a tone 
of disappointment. " What a sell I I made sure you would treat me to a supper. Rex 
— and so long since we met, too. I suppose I must go home to bread and cheese." 

Now Mr. Reverdon and Mr. Halkett had already ordered supper to be ready for them 
at the " nest," and when the former said he was going home, he had made a mental res- 
ervation as to the time of his doing so. As Elizabeth Ashton spoke, he looked at 
Halkett, and Halkett looked at him, and she saw the mutual glance. 

" I know you are going to have supper somewhere, all by yourselves, you greedy 
creatures," she said. " Oh, Rex I do take me with you." 

Rex's illusion was gone ; but, after all, this was a woman ; and there are very few 
requests that a man will refhse a woman when she takes to emphasizing " do" with her 
Ups close together. 

" If Halkett will take yon home afterwards," said Rex, " I shall be delighted, Lizzie." 

What did he care now if she came or didn't come? He was no longer afVald of her 
or of himself. She was welcome to his supper; in fact, he felt so grateful to her for 
having disenchanted him, that he would have given her anything she asked for. 

Halkett, of course, would be delighted to take her home, or be of use in any way 
possible : and so, her large cloak enveloping her stage dress, she was conveyed to a cab 
by the two gentlemen, who Jumped in after her, and gave the order for the address of 
Bex Beverdon's " nett/' 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

▲ WAUC HOME UKDEB DISADVAMTAGEOU8 CIBCUMSTAKCES. 

« It wasn't my foult, my dear fellow," said Halkett, amdons to excuse himself before 
the reproaches he expected from Kex burst upon him. <*She insisted upon my taking 
her round to yoar box, and when a woman begins to insist, what can one do? " 

They were standing together in Rex's little sitting-room, waiting for the appeai*ance 
of the sapper, whilst Miss Ashton had been nshered into the ac^oining bedroom, to 
arrange her hair and wash her hands. Hex was also arranging his hair in a primitive 
fashion with his fingers, before the mirror over the mantel-piece, as Halkett spoke, and 
when he tamed therefrom to answer his remark, his fkce, what with brandy and relief, 
was perfectly radiant. 

" Don't say another word, Halkett ; I am very glad she shonld have come. I told you 
before that I didn't care if I saw her, or didn't see her. <* By Jove, I never thought 
little Lizzie would turn out half such an actress as that, Halkett." 

Halkett was surprised at his coolness, but attributed it to the liquor he had already 
imbibed, "notwithstanding which," he added to himself, *<he's a pluckier fellow than X 
took him for, and coming out quite in a n'»w character." 

The supper, although originally intended for two, was more than sufficient for three. 
As Bex looked at her more fhlly, by the bright gas-light of his little room, noting the 
unpleasant expression in her eyes — not new, indeed, but far more frequently displayed 
than heretofore— and heard the bold, familiar tones of her voice, he wondered still 
more to think he had fancied himself enchained so long by charms such as these. It 
was no longer Pearl Ashton who sat before him. The person he had imagined to be so, 
but who had never existed, except in his own imagination, had died when he first 
glanced upon the stage that evening. This was Miss Lizzie Ashton, of the Prince's 
Theatre, and about as much to him as any other ** miss" of any other theatre would 
have been. 

His had been a lonely life and a lonely heart from his boyhood, although apparently 
surrounded by friends. He had craved for a companion, a friend of his own age, some 
one who should love him for himself, not for his money, and would have welcomed 
such, in whatever station of life he had found them. And he had imagined that he had 
done so when he lit upon Elizabeth Ashton. He thought she loved him as a brother, 
and he thought he loved her as a sister, and I think that if the proposal to marry Miss 
Fane had not been made to him that he never would have thought otherwise. The 
inherent obstinacy of his nature made him imagine the contrary, directly it became an 
unpleasant obstacle to what he felt he was driven to do in the other direction ; but I 
think the very ftict of his mentioning it to her drove some of it away, as speaking of a 
horrid dream which has haunted us for nights past, to another person, will often dispel 
even the memory of it at once. The friend, the companion, he had sought for, who 
should be more to him than Halkett or any man could be, he had found in Isobel Fane ; 
and as the false image he had set up and worshipped in that capacity fell to the dust and 
crumbled before him, he knew for himself that he had done so. He knew as he looked 
at Lizzie Ashton silting in her paint and short petticoats beside him, that somebody or 
something had lifted that burden off his heart, and that he was a free man again. 

•* Notwithstanding my rude speech in the theatre just now," he said, as he helped his 
friir guest *' I think your acting is wonderfbl, Lizzie, considering how short a time you 
have been on the stage — only three months, isn't it? " 

" Four," she answered, with her mouth fbU. *" I went on two days after my father 
was buried, about a week after I saw you last, Rex," she added, looking up at him 
rather slyly. 

He colored slightly, but showed no fhrther signs of recollection. Then he said,— 

** I suppose you don't live at Islington now?" 

" No," she answered ; *' I lodge close to the Prince's ; it saves so many cabs. Yoa 
must come and see me. Rex. Mr. Halkett knows my address." 

** Of course I will," rather shouted than said Rex, in the exuberance of his spirits, 
Although he had no intention of doing anything of the kind. 

** You've been travelling, a good deal since I saw you last," she suggested presently. 

'* Oh, yes, — h^lf over the world ; but Pm very glad to be home a^n, I can tell you." 

" Where do you live ? " 

*' Close to Kensington Gardens. Nice spot, isnt it ? " 

** Oh, delightfbl ! " she exclaimed, with fervor, '* the best situation in Iiondon. How 
I envy M&rs. Reverdon I " 

« Pass the bottle, Halkett, if you please." 

The tone was tthaip and decided, not like the Toice he had spoken in last. 
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Lizzie Ashton jessed that she had gone a step too far, and she avoided the mention 
of ]iis wife's name again. 

The supper went on flonrisliingly. His spirits rose higher and higher; his mirth was 
perfectly infections. Lizzie Ashton's white teeth were displayed to greater advantage 
every minute, and every minute she grew more familiar and he more talkative, until 
when the supper was at last decided to be over and the three rose to make a move, 
instead of going home as Rex had said he Intended doing, he proposed that he and Ual- 
kett should leave Miss Ashton at her own door. 

" We rrnist see Lizzie home, Halkett. She's a deal too pretty to go about London 
alone, at this time of night; ain't yon, Lizzie? We shall have some one running off 
with you, if we don't mind." 

'* Much you'd care," said the girl, alTeotedly, as she looked back at him. 

" Shouldn't I though ? " Anyway, it sha'n't be to-night if I can help it. 

" Unless you run off with me yourself," was the reply. 

" Well, I'm not sure that I sha'n't," he answered ; ** at least, I wonld if Halkett wasnt 
here." 

In such nonsense as this the time flew away till the cab had set them all three down 
at Miss Ashton's lodgings — two second-rate Uttle rooms over a shop in the Strand. 

'* Jolly, snug little place, isn't it, Halkett? " exclaimed Rex. 

<* It's so jolly, our having met again. Yon must often come and see me play now, 
won't you?" 

" Of course I shall," he said; "every other night if I can. Good-night, Lizzie." 

And he kissed her as he spoke. Then Mr. Halkett shook hands with her, and the 
friends re-entered the cab, which was waiting for them. 

** Jolly little girl, isn't she, Halkett?" exclaimed Rex, as the cab commenced to move 
on. '* Poor little Liz ! I'm quite glad to have met her again. Yon seem very intimate 
there now, Halkett." 

'* I've seen more of her since you have been away, certainly," rejoined the other. 
*' Naturally, I suppose, being a friend of yours, she has affected my company to gain 
news of you. That feirl's very attached to you, Reverdon." 

" Ah, yes, I daresay so. Poor little woman, she always was," said Rex j "well, Tm 
very glad to have met her again. I must go and see her sometimes, and keep np her 
spirits." 

After leaving Lizzie Ashton at her lodgings, — talking a great deal of nonsense and 
imbibing a great deal of liquid to wash the nonsense down, was the sum-total of their 
dissipation. But unfortunately Rex was not In a state to commence a fresh evening 
and a fresh amount of drinking, and the consequence was, that he found himself. 
Heaven knows how, in his own bedroom at the " nest," and somebody — he wasn't quite 
sure if it was Halkett, was telling him to get off his things like a good fellow, and go 
to bed. Somebody stayed, too, until he was in bed, or he supposed so ? Don't leave ns 
in the dark, Halkett. I say, Halkett " 

But if any one heard him it could only have been the landlady, and perhaps she was 
used to her lodgers " hollering out occasionally " after they had come home late, and 
took no notice of it. Rex opened his eyes. Why, where was he ? Had he been dream- 
ing? There was no Halkett, no supper, no lights — nothing. Was he in bed? Yes; 
but he wasn't undressed. And oh, wasn't it cold I He jumped out of bed as he spoke, 
and sat upon the outside of it, shivering. Rex Reverdon was not a drunkard ; he was 
not even a drinking man. This time and that other time when he w6nt to the party at 
the Pey tons, are the only two occasions on which I can And that he really transgressed in 
this matter. But he was very excitable — ver^ hot-headed, and easily overcome. And 
when liquor had taken hold of him, it was a long time before he shook the effects of it 
off again. As he sat shivering on the outside of his bed, he was, I regret to say it, very 
tipsy. His friend Halkett having seen him into his bedroom, had considered he had per- 
formed " the whole duty of man " towards idm ; and how long he had been there Rex 
Reverdon knew not, and was not in a fit state to consider. As he sat there he could not 
even collect his thoughts sufficiently to recall the events of the evening, or how his 
misfortune had come about ; he had only a4tonAised sense that he was not himself, and 
that he must go hpme to his wife. The -^^lly " stage was over for poor Rex, and the 
desponding stage was setting in, and as he Alt it creeping about him, and knew he was 
powerless to stave it off, — the true affection of his heart rose in the ascendant, and 
he f^lt an indescribable longing— more than that — an indescribable feeling that he 
mustf at any risk, get home to Isobel before it took entire possession of him. 

" t must go home to Isobel," he kept on repeating to himself in thi(^ undertones, as 
he staggered about the room to find a match wherewith to light his candle. 

It it curious, sometimes, to see how a man, when liquor has deprived him of oil his 
other senses, will, if bent upon gaining an object, bo able to do everything for himself 
which is connected with its attainment, though utterly helpless in other things. Rex 
found his matches, lighted his candle, walked down stairs, unbolted the hall door, and 
found himself standing on the pavement outside, ready to go to Isobel, thou£^, bare- 
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headed, and quite nnconsoioas that he was so. It was a bleak i^ght, or rather, moui* 
lug, — for the small hours were past and gone, — and there was a cutting wind blowing 
from the north, which met Rex's heated face and unprotected head, yet he went on un- 
heedingljr. He had but one Idea in his head, the wish to get into Isobcl's presence — 
that presence in which seemed for him now, protection, comfort, and forgiveness ; and 
with tnat view, he set his feet towards Wimbledon — I must not say steadily, for his 
wish to get there was the only steady thing about him. As the policemen on that beat 
saw him staggering from one side of the flags to the other in his endeavors to go 
straightforward, his ruffled hair and uncovered head bearing witness to his condition, 
they only thought to themselves that here was "another on *em going home hy rail" 
and did not think it worth their while to do more than give him a friendly li^ unction to 
"keep up and look before him." On, into the open country, and through the country 
roads. Uow he found his way along them, he knows not, and I know not ; but about 
four hours after he had started from the haU-door of hiflhuneasy " nest," he found him- 
self opposite his own at Wimbledon. 

It waa six o'clock in the morning; but October mornings are dark and cold, and no 
one appeared stirring in the house, as he stood there, until, after repeated ringings and 
long-continued knocks, which alarmed not oaly Isobcl, but the surrounding neighbors, 
a half-dothed servant opened the door to him, and he staggered up to his wife's bed- 
room, — still, with the one idea in his head he entered it, — that when he had reached 
her presence his trouble whatever it was, would be over ; his fault, whatever it was, 
forgiven and wiped out forever. She" was standing in her dressing-gown as he came 
in, waiting to receive him, knowing it was him, and afraid that something dreadful must 
have occasioned his unusually early return ; but as soon as she saw him she knew the 
truth, and shrunk backwards. Yes, she loved him as hei: own soul I But seeing him 
thus — insensible, disordered, imbecile-looking— she recoiled, though she hated herself 
the next moment for recoiling. It was the first time she had seen him overcome, — the 
first time she had ever seen a man tipsy, — and she could not help the feeling of repug- 
nance which she experienced showing itself in her fiice. She recoiled, and he saw it, — 
tipsy as he was, he saw and understood the action, — and it drove all he had intended to 
say to her out of his confhsed head. Instead of speaking, he tumbled across the room to 
the bed from which she had just risen, and threw himself upon it. Her first impulse, as 
soon as the shock was over, was that the servants should not know more of her hus- 
band's disgrace than was necessary, so she locked her door, and then knelt down, 
attired as she was, to light the fire, which was rea^y laid in the grate. Presently a 
servant, hearing her movements, tapped at the door. *' Can I help you, ma'am? " 
<'No, thank yon," was the quiet answer. 

" I must dress myself, then," she thought. '^ He may want me when he wakes." 
She did not think a word more than this ; she did not reproach him even to herself. 
" Can he have walked home?" she wondered; "walked through this bitter weather, 
and at such a time ? Oh, how cold he is I When will that fire burn up ? " 

She stirred it, and heaped on coals, and stirred it again, untU the fiames were roaring 
up the wide-built, modem chimney, and the whole room was filled with the heat of it. 
When she was dressed, she sat down by the bedside, and chafed his hands, and rained 
down kisses on his fhce, as he commenced to stir uneasily in his besotted sleep. 

You would have thought such a walk, at such a time, would have been enough to sober 
a man, but it was not. Half that distance, on a more genial morning, might have had 
the desired effect ; but the fatigue and the extreme cold had only made the brandy Ilex 
had taken fly the faster to his head, to which now the heat of the large Are his wife in 
her care for him had heaped up added Its influence. As its warmth reached him, he 
no longer lay still, heavily breathing, and no more ; he turned and tossed about in his 
slumbers, muttering to himself each time her lips or hands touched his, until the excite- 
ment he had labored under in town returned to him, and his tongue commenced to obey 
the dictates of his half-conscious brain. 

What was it that made Isobel, usually so gentle, so unsuspecting, and so affectionate, 
drop tbe hand she was clasping to her bosom with so much warmth, and look as if she 
had been stung? What could it be that made her start from her sitting position from her 
husband's side, and pace up and down the room, heedless whether he saw her or not, so 
that she was not compelled to sit still and listen to the random words that dropped 
ftx>ni his mouth ? What, but that his insensible tongue, again unloosed, rambled on of 
the events of the past evening, — laughed with Holkett, Jested with Lizzie Ashton, so- 
liloquized with his own heart, —and though he mixed it all up with passionate appeals 
to Isobel to forgive him, and to take him to herself, yet as he never mentioned her by 
name, he left her still uninformed as to whom his love was addressed. 

At last she could bear it no longer : she had vrithstood Lady Charlotte's innuendoes ; 
the had fought against the promptings of her own heart, but she could not brook what 
she considered plain prooft from her husband's own mouth that he was unfaithAil 
to her — that she had never been the one to occupy his affections. She was a noble, 
gencrottSi warxa-hcarted woman i but she could not juive been all this if she could have 
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sat bj qtdetlj and heard what she heard, and been ready to kiss the offender dlrectljlie 
awoke and never allude to the subject again. She felt it acntely — too acutely to hide 
away entirely and smile at the recollection. As some fVesh asseveration of love, to 
some person or persons unknown, burst fl*om Rex's lips, she rose up hastily and left the 
room, — left the room and locked him in alone, only peeping in upon him every half- 
hour or so to see if he was again sensible. 

"He is ungenerous," she thought; "he is unfaithfhl to me; he may be wicked, Grod 
only knows ; but whatever the truth, he is my own husband, and no change in him can 
ever rob him of my love. Perhaps I have been the most to blame in charging him with 
it. Heaven have mercy on me I " 

And so she watched and guarded, prayed for and tended him, until mid-day arrived 
and Bex Reverdon was himself again — a very humble, penitent edition of himself, and 
ready to acknowledge It. 

Why, when he would have been the first to lay at her feet and confess his error, did 
Isobel appear studiously to avoid giving him the opportunity of doing so? 

Why, when he was panting to say to her, " Take me, good angel of my life I take me 
to your breast, my lawfUl haven, and never let me wander ttom it more," did she, 
usually so eager to prove her love, so ready to respond to the slightest show of ardor 
on his part, shrink A:om Jiim when he touched her, and interrupt him when he attempted 
to explain his conduct? 

He could not say ; his new-bom passion for her had received a check when he least 
expected it : when he could at last acknowledge that he was ready to love her, she 
seemed for the first time unwilling to receive his love. 

And so, after a few attempts at explanation, he lay down again, more sullen than 
before, blaming her for what he should have blamed himself. 

And she, bitterly lamenting his silence whilst she dreaded he should speak again, 
thought he lay brooding over an absent flame, and hid her grief within her own heart. 

So these two people went about their separate ways resolved to misunderstand one 
another, at the very time when God had cleared the path of life for them, that they 
might come together and be blest. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

XLIZABKTH ASHTON. 

A FEW days after the supper had been given in poor Rex's *< zicse " Henry Halkett was 
waiting, not without a degree of impatience, in the sitting-room of Miss Ashton*s apart- 
ments, until it should please that young lady to bestow the light of her countenance 
upon him. I have said that the rooms were second-rate in their appearance, and so 
they were, judging them by fhmished apartments in general ; but yet they were many 
degrees removed, in regard to the splendor of their adornments, from those of the little 
house at Islington to which their occupant had been accustomed. The ornaments which 
decorated them were vulgar in the extreme ; the gilding about the mirror and backs of 
the sofa and chairs tarnished and worn ; the stamped velvet which formed the founda- 
tion of most of the articles of ftimiture of the commonest manufincture, and begrimed 
with the dirt of ten London seasons ; everjrthing about the place, if once gaudy and 
bright, had always been in the worst taste, and now the whole collection looked more 
like the cast-off ftimiture of a doll's house, of which the children had tired, and ceased 
to take care, than anything else, half of it being broken, half rickety, and all In a state 
of dirt. Some brown and yellow strips of muslin drawn before the window played the 
part of curtains, which was, after all, quite an unnecessary trouble. But yet, with all 
their defects, the rooms were in the Strand. As Mr. Halkett impatiently pushed aside 
the yellow curtains and strove to see what was passing in the street below through the 
dulled panes of glass, he could just discern that the saddle-horses which he had left at 
the door were being led up and down by the groom in attendance. Two of them there 
were ; one with a lady's saddle on, and both supposed to be at Mr. Henry Halkett's ex- 
pense. For Miss Lizzie Ashton having become a public character, must of necessity 
ride, and give her numerous adorers an occasional chance of seeing how their midnight 
divinity looked off the stage, and of giving herself the treat of hearing them say, as she 
slowly walked her horse along the Row, " There goes Lizzie Ashton of the Prince's " — 
which certainly must have been a fUll and sufficient reward for the agony she endured 
in the attempt to be fashionable. He had not seen her since the evening of the supper, 
having had business to detain him, and pleasures he liked better; but he had made this 
appointment to ride with her in writing the day before, and she had promised to be 
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pnnctnal. At last he seemed to get a little dmpatient, fbr he commenced to walk up 
and down the room, restlessly, and at length to rap with his cane against the folding- 
doors which divided the apartment. 

'^ I say, Lizzie, are you going to keep these horses waiting in the cold all day? Pre 
been here half an hour already." 

'< Do have a little patience," replied her voice flrom within, sharply, <' a woman can't 
change her dress in one minute." 

** You ought to have changed it before I came then," he answered. 

<< Ought, ought,** she said, as she pushed open the folding-doors and entered the sitting- 
room, " is that a word to use to a lady ? " 

She looked far better in her riding-habit than she had done the last time we saw her, 
but she had a white feather in her low-brimmed hat, and her fiaxen hair was too much 
displayed for good taste, which spoilt her hopes, if she had any, of passing for a gentle- 
woman. 

'< I wish you wouldn't wear that feather when you ride with me, Lizzie," remarked 
Halkett, peevishly, as he caught sight of it, <* I have told you so before." 

*' I shall wear what I choose, Mr. Halkett, and IVe told you that before too, I believe. 
You needn't ride with me if yoa don't like to. Pray do I look so v6ry bad ? " 

She turned towards him as she spoke, with a smile that seemed to ask for the com- 
pliments he was generally ready enough to give her. But he was certainly cross to-day, 
annoyed at something, for he only said, — 

" You look very much the same as usual, as fiir as I can see." And then, speaking 
quicker, he added: "By the by, Lizzie, you played your cards very badly the other 
evening." 

This was the secret offence, then. Lizzie Ashton understood what he meant perfectly, 
but Uke a true woman she feigned ignorance. 

" What evening? How do you mean ? " 

" You know as well as I do," he replied ; " the other night with Rex Reverdon. What 
made you take up tliat Ariendly, fomiliar tone with him, as if everything was comforta- 
bly arranged between you, and on your part forgiven and forgotten ? You've spoilt your 
game altogether. The fellow's manner changed directly; a child might have seen it." 

" Well, what tone would you have had me take up ? " 

" Not Uiat one, and you knew it, too. Why, Reverdon was as nervous of meeting yon 
as he could be. When I proposed going to the Prince's he became as agitated as pos- 
sible, and if you had only played the injured innocent with him (as you know so well 
how to play), you might have done anything with him. Anything, I repeat. Anything" 

" And suppose I didn't want to do anything? " she replied. " Suppose I knew better 
than you, and saw it would be of no use even trying to do anything. Why that man's 
no more in love with me now, Halkett, than he is with you." 

<« You're wrong," he repeated, you're altogether wrong ; but it's no use trying to con- 
vince a woman against her will." 

'^ I should thii& I ought to know the symptoms of love better than you," she an- 
swered. 

'<'Do you really? " he said, sneeringly. << I didn't suppose you had ever Ifelt the sen- 
sation yourself." 

She turned upon him a look of such scorn that his eyes shrank before it, whilst hdrs, 
usually so cold and hard, sparkled as if they were diamonds. 

'* Didn't you? " she said, drawing her breath more quickly as she spoke. 

He saw the accusation annoyed her, and he repeated it. 

" Indeed I did, and I do. I should imagine you the veiy last woman in the world to 
have had any .experience of the * tender passion.' " And as he said the two last words 
he accompanied them with a slight, sniggering laugh, which acted like oil upon Are to 
the woman's kindling rage. " I thought £. «. d, was much more in your line than Love. 
I didn't think you even believed in such a thing I " 

" You think," she said, eagerly interrupting him, " that because I have played upon 
the feelings of a man like Rex Reverdon, in order to get money out of him, that because 
I allow a man like yourself to make love to me that I am not a woman, with a woman's 
heart, a woman's capability of loving? " 

*• I certainly have thought so," he returned, coolly. 

'< You imagine, because I have been hawked about by my wretched flother ever since 
I was salable, almost thrust down the throats of men who had no wish to marry me, 
that I never had a softer heart, a more modest nature, than is mine now? That this 
kind of life was never distasteful to me, that I have never thought that I would rather 
be of the poorest poor, so that the food I ate and the clothes I wore I was indebted to 
no one for but myself, and my honest labor? " 

" I certainly have thought so," he. repeated, not even looking up. 

<' I dare say you have," she answered. " Your own nature istoo bad for you to be 
able to aiford to think any good of others. Rex Reverdon would have given me credit 
15 
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for it, I know — would glre me credit for it even now, though his passion for me has 
died out. He is worth ten of you." 

" Complimentary," he returned; " but if true, why don't you stick to him? " 

" Because he's too good to be * stuck to,' as you call it," she replied. <* He has been 
good to me all along. I'll have nothing more to do with him. If he's found another 
love, all the better for him. I loved once, and " 

*< Now did you really 9'* inquired Holkett, with an incredulous stare, wliich almost 
made Elizabeth Ashton strike the fkce he upturned to hers. 

** Did I really/ " she echoed. " Yes, really. Love such as you, and others like you, 
can never know. Yes, I did love, Henry Halkett, years ago — how many years ago it 
seems I — when I was young and Aresh and Innocent, and carried that inconvenient thing 
about with me they call a heart. I loved with all I had — my heart, my soul, my mind, 
and my strength — and I was deceived. That's the secret of my life, Holkett, — that's 
the sum total of my existence — of the existence of how many women as heartless as 
myself I I loved, and I was deceived. I ventured the happiness of my whole life upon 
one throw, and I lost it. I embarked all I possessed wortli calling riches upon one ves- 
sel, and it sank. I lavished all the love my heart contained, — I threw my very heart 
itself away, — uponx>ne man, and he left me ; and then all that was good lu me, all that 
might have been good, died and withered away. That man was my moral murderer. 
No other heart sprang up in place of the one he took with him, no other goodness 
bloomed instead of thut he trampled down, no other faith appeared to fill the vacancy he 
left, when he destroyed my faith in him and all the world. Since then I have been what 
you see me, what you have known me to be — utterly heartless, deceitftii, and merce- 
nary,' trading upon iny good looks and my power through their means of procuring the 
necessaries of life, which my drunken father never took the trouble to procure me. I 
know I am what you say, — that all feeling, except the love of a little luxury, perhaps, 
is dead in me — that, as far as the enjoyment of life goes, I am, to all intents and pur- 
poses, dead myself; but it was a man like yourself who killed me 1 " 

" What was his name ? " asked Halkett, quietly. 

At this, she turned upon him fhriously. 

*^ I am used to insult," she said, '* of all kinds ; particularly from you, Mr. Halkett; 
but I never received a worse one, even firom your mouth. You may think I am not a 
woman — you may say I'm a devil, if you choose — a fiend — anything ; it little matters 
to me ; but I am female, and OTice loved with us — once really loved — Is twice sacred." 

Her hand was on her breast as she spoke, her eyes were kindling under the remem- 
brance of her wrongs ; her words dropped deliberately and clearly from her lips. For 
once in her life Elizabeth Ashton looked a woman. But the mood was over — almost 
with the words. In another moment she was herself again ; not so interesting, but 
more natural. 

*' Come, my dear Henry," she said, assuming a much lighter air, as she patted him on 
the shoulder, " you and I mustn't quarrel ; we can't afford to do it. We have ail had 
such little episodes in our younger days, and it is lucky if we none of us think more of them 
than I do of mine. I hope I haven't frightened you ; big words cost nothing you know." 

For the man had really been staring at her as if he scarcely knew her under the new 
character she had assumed ; but her present tone reassured him. 

"^ Well, you really have been going it, Lizzie," he exclaimed. ** You ihust have been 
rehearsing Lady Macbeth, or some of those grand tragedy parts, I think." 

"Never mind; it's all over now," she said, sitting down beside him; "but you 
shouldn't tease me, Henry. And now, look here, don't worry me any more about Ilex 
Keverdon, because it will only be lost labor, I can tell you ; for the man's cured ; I don't 
know how or when — perhaps his wife has done it ; all the better for him if she has — 
but, anyway, it's done. He does not care for me any longer, and I won't try to bring it 
on again." 

" But I want you to get some cash out of him for me, Lizzie. I'm dreadfully hard up, 
as you know, and I must get money somehow." 

" Well, you must ask him for it, then, and say I'm in want; but if he isn't willing, 
Halkett, or very < flush,' don't bleed him, there's a good fellow. I can't forget Bex in 
the days of old ; how generous he used to be to that poor father of mine — indeed, to 
both of us. I don't ha& like your getting money out of him on my account." 

" I believe you are * spooney' on him, after all," said Halkett, jealously. 

" I believe I am, a little," she replied, simply; and then added : " I say, ore we nevci 
going to start for our ride this afternoon? Good gracious me I It's four o'clock already. 
Do make haste I " 

" It's all your fiiult," he rejoined ; " here have I been waiting for the last hour, listen* 
ing to your grandiloquent ravings." 

" Well, come along then, now," she answered, with her usual sharpness. All the soft 
mood had vanished : it is the first time we have seen such a mood take hold of Elizabeth 
Ashton. I believe it was almost the last time it ever appeared In her. No one who had 
Been her half an hour s^erwards, as she took her way with Mr. Halkett to the Park, 
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woQld hiive imagined that any other feelings than those depicted In her face and man- 
ners — utter carelessness, nndae mirth, and an apparent disbelief in anything like virtue 
— had ever taken possession of and swayed her, as we have seen her swayed in the lit- 
tle sitting-room in the Strand. Lizzie Ashton on horseback was not at ail a person that 
a man had need to be asliamed of being seen in company with, although she may not 
have looked as if she belonged to the ** upper ten thousand" that Mr. Anthony Trollope 
is so fond of txdking about. She was not, as yet, of sufficient note upon the stage to be 
readily recognized as an actress ; her character was good, and her dress unobjectiona- 
ble ; although, perhaps, the falling golden hair, and the white feather, attracted a little 
more notice than a gentleman cares to have attracted to the companion of his walk or 
ride. 

Yet, these little disadvantages put to one side, I think Mr. Halkett was rather proud 
than otherwise of showing himself off in the Park by the side of Miss Ashton, and 
there were many men of the same stamp as himself, who were foolish enough to envy 
him the post of honor there. But yet. notwithstanding that their little quarrel had 
been . made up before they left Miss Ashton's house, and all between them was sup- 
posed to be peace, Mr. Halkett did not talk so u:uch, nor appear so cheerflxl, as his fair 
companion would have had hiu do. She was very lively herself; all the more so, per- 
haps, that she felt there was an unpleasant remembrance to be wiped out between 
them ; but all her witcheries failed to draw him into partnership with her improved 
spirits. He remained moody and abstracted, riding by her side with his eyes down- 
cast and his thoughts absent ; answering to her mcri*y sallies with a short acquiescence, 
or the remark that he ^* didn't know ; " and making himself altogether a very unsatis^ 
^ctory riding companion for Lizzie Ashron. She, thinking that he was jealously 
ruminating upon the peep she had permitted him to take into her past life, blamed her- 
self for her sentimental folly, and resolved to remove the impression she had caused 
ftom his mind as soon as possible. But Halkett's absent manner was not attributable 
to anything so flattering to the power at Miss Ashton's charms. He did not care 
whether she had loved once before, or twenty times before. His present disappoint- 
ment lay in the fact that she had refUsed to pretend she loved for the one-and-twcntlcth 
time. Her resolution — and Halkett felt that she was resolved — not to have anything 
more to do with Rex Reverdon, considerably annoyed him ; upsetting, as it did, several 
of his own plans. He had intended making this woman his cat's-paw ; and if she had 
burnt her fingers in the attempt, he would, if necessary, have cut her dead tihe next 
day, without a pang. But now he should have to get the chestnuts for himself, or he 
fbaI^Bd so ; but he was not without hopes that Lizzie Ashton might yet be brought to 
see the thing in a better light. Perhaps he was turning over the method of making 
her do so in his own mind, as he rode silently by her side. Anyway, he must certainly 
have been very much lost in thought, or he could not have permitted himself and his 
companion to run against the very people he would have done anything to avoid. 

"How d'ye do, Rex?" 

The words were flrom Miss Ashton's moi^. Halkett started as fh>m a dream, ex- 
pecting to see Rex Reverdon, on horseback or on foot, not quite prepared to meet the 
. gaze of Isobel, seated by her husband's side in the low park-phaeton, which was the 
only carriage they could boast of, her calm eyes fixed upon the face of his companion 
with a look in which astonishment and indignation seemed to strive for the uppermost 
seat. Halkett took off his hat. Rex Reverdon did the same, and then the pony car- 
riage had passed them — the eyes of the two women fixed upon one another to the last. 

** Confound you, Lizzie I what the deuce do you mean by speaking to Reverdon before 
his wife ? " angrily exclaimed Halkett, with more emphasis than politeness, to the lady 
by his side, as he turned round In his saddle to confiroAt her as soon as the others were ' 
out of hearing. 

She tossed her head, as women will toss it when men dare to find foult with them. 

** What do I care if his wife is with him or not with him? Do you think I'm going# 
to pass an old Mend by without noticing him? Those are your manners, I suppose, 
Mr. Halkett?" 

<« Why can't you bow, then, like a lady, and keep your tongue between your teeth? 
There'll be a row between them now, as sure as fl&te. Mrs. Reverdon is certain to ask 
who you are I " 

*' Well! and if she does, what matter? Ain't I fit to speak to him even?" And 
thereupon Miss Lizzie Ashton's tongue began to run, as ladies' tongues can run when 
they ore angry, and her voice was raised so high, and attracted so much notice from 
the loungers in the Park, that Halkett was really annoyed at the circumstance. The 
Beverdons had been taken quite as much by surprise as he had. There had been little 
pleasure to them in the drive ; there had been little pleasure to them in anything since 
the unfortunate morning that Rex had become tipsy. Isobel, usually so loving and 
devoted, so ready to invite confidences on her husband's part, had been unusually silent 
and depressed; and he, conscious that he had offended, and too proud to ask how, shut 
himself up in a cold and htfughty reserve, and tried to persuade himself that he had 
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never adyanced so nmch as one Jot or tittle fh>m the icy Indlifereilice tvlth which he 
had commenced the coortship of his present wife. His olR^r to drive ber oat, on the 
day in question, had been quite mechanical, her acceptance as mechanically given, and 
there had been almost as little conversation between them, daring its coarse, as had 
been enjoyed by Halkett and Lizzie Ashton. Rex had espied the latter some time before 
she passed and accosted him, but It was impossible for him to turn ; he had hoped she 
wou.d do so ; and when he perceived that such was not her Intention, still he never 
dreamed that she would take the liberty of speaking to him. 

When Isobel heard so familiar a greeting fVom the lips of an attractive-looking 
woman, and met at the same time a hard nntlinching stare ftom her eyes directed at 
herself, she naturally turned to her husband for an explanation of the reason. What 
ishe saw In him did not tend to reassure her. Bex, Instead of sharii^g her well«merited 
indignation, had blushed up to his ears, and was foolishly playing with the reins which 
he held, with his gaze anywhere bat in the direction of her face. 

"Rex, who is that person?" she asked, in a tone which showed she expected the 
answer to be an unpleasant one. 

Rex had not the face to say ** Who do yon mean?" because the wave of the white 
Ifeather was not yet out of sight, or the tones of the voice out of hearing. So he rushed 
Into the other extreme and took refuge in a great show of bravery. 

"Oh! that's Lizzie Ashton, of the Prince's Theatre; pretty little girl, isn't she?" 
I wish he hadn't mentioned her name, he would have saved Isobel so much pain. 
Yet how could he have known that it had been on and off his lips every Ave minutes la 
his drunken sleep of a few days before? 

" Have you known her long. Rex? " next asked his wife, but her voice trembled a 
little as she put the question, and the words came out of lips that had turned very white 
at his last answer. 

" Yes, pretty well ; she's one of my bachelor acquaintances, or used to be ; but Halkett 
seems to have stepped in as first friend there lately." 

Here he wanted to put in something that should undeceive his wife, if she had any 
idea that he wished to retain Miss Ashton's acquaintanceship now that he was married, 
but in his wish to appear unembarrassed he tripped over so many sentences, and mis- 
used so many words, that the only Impression he left on her mind was, that ho was 
trying to deceive her as to his intimacy with the girl in question. For that he was or 
had been intimately connected with her, Ijobel retained no doubt, when she remem- 
bered the fhmiliar manner in which he had mentioned her name whilst he was tipsy, 
and in which she had mentioned his when speaking to him to-day. 

Then she felt a dull, sickening pain creep up all round and about her heart, until it 
turned cold, and little stabs like the sttng of a poisonous animal dart through it every 
now and then, beneath which she involuntarily shuddered. 

People may talk of the pain of separation, of suspense, of the want of love, oven of 
death itself when it happens to our dearest ; but is there any mental pain to compare 
in its intensity whilst lasting, its craving for forgetftilness, its gnawing agony, and its 
dull despair, like that of jealousy? — of the first reasonable doubt that we have ever 
entertained for the creature we live for? 

Other griefs receive amelioration from sympathy; we can cry ourselves exhausted 
upon bosoms not so dear as the bosom cold, but still ftiendly and anxious to soothe us ; 
but jealousy has no such relief; its property is to mourn alone, to shut itself up with its 
own hard thoughts, its bitter doubts, its harrowing suspense ; it is too proud to speak, to 
ask questions, or demand explanations ; its nature is to He down and let the worm at 
its heart's core gnaw, and devour, as It will, until its best and most generous feelings 
are Imblttered and blackened by the contact, and sometimes even when the clear light 
of truth has removed the disease, leaves It too hardened, too cicatrized by pain ever 
to love again. But Isobel's was not a nature to wear itself out by jealousy. She was 
. •not, like Lady Charlotte Huntley, suspicions, and obdurate, and unconvinceable. She 
was of an open, honest disposition, and would have believed all men open and honest 
like herself; but appearances were strongly against Rex, and the first pangs of jealousy 
which had assailed her were very bitter and very hard to bear. 

She had often said that Rex was so much younger than herself, that she was too old 
for him, and he might find some one else he would love better ; but she had never be- 
lieved It. Now all Mr. Peyton's tales of her husband's wild life, and of his raarrybip: 
her only for her money, — all Lady Charlotte's cruel hints and innuendoes, — came back 
to her with double force as she applied them for herself. She was ready to tell him 
that he was false, that he had been mercenary and ungenerous towards her; and had 
she loved him less, she might have done so. But she worshipped this man ; she, with 
all the weight of her thirty years upon her, would have almost given her life, as she 
sat beside him in the pony carriage, to have had the words and the a/ctions of the last 
few days unsaid and undone for her. But she remembered that she had married Rex 
in the very face of warning, and she thought she had thereby forfeited her right to 
question him, and tiiat her duty lay In suffering and silence. 
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And as fbr htm, he would have given his right hand at this time to have been able to 
Bay, " Isobcl, I love you; " but there are some natures to whom to humble themselves^ 
is harder than to sever a limb, and such a nature was Bex Revcrdon's. He saw that 
she was hurt, silent and reserved ; he felt that she was sufferiDg for some mistake 
respecting himself, and yet he had too much pride to undeceive her; too much pride 
to enable him to speak out, and make himself and her happy. Pride built up so mighty 
a barrier between these too that when Rex Reverdou handed his wife out of the car- 
riage that evening, and followed her into the privacy of their own rooms, there was a 
greater division between their spirits than any erection of brick and mortar could have 
made between their bodies ; for no separation is so complete, and so completely hard 
to bear, as a separation between hearts that love. 



CHAPTER XXin. 

IN WHICH ISOBEL IS FOOLISH, AN1> BEX WOB8E. 

Miss Bubnett was bending with tender solicitude over her geraniums. Like many 
other women who have denied themselves, or been denied by force of circumstances, 
the rightful occupation of a woman's life, that is, the care of a man's house and rearing 
of his children, all her great capability of affection, cheated of a more legitimate outlet, 
overflowed in a measure which would have been ridiculous under other circumstances 
towards her flowers and her bird, a draggle-tailed, smokendried little canary, who never 
sang a note, but in whose powers of song his mistress had the most unbounded faith. 
To hear Miss Burnett talk of a slip of geranium which she had set herself in a pot the 
size of a teacup ; to listen to her wonderings if it had really taken root; her prophecies 
of how soon it would flower ; her self-reproaches if she had forgotten to water it, or 
move it to the light; and her lamentations, addressed to the geranium-slip itself, that 
more sun did not shine in at the windows of her little rooms for its especial benelit, 
would have provoked a smile if one had not remembered how little she had to make 
her life less lonely ; how little a woman must have who can talk to a bit of ^tick foif 
company! 

'< Bless me I" exclaimed Miss Burnett, presently, as a thundering double knock 
startled her ttom her occupation, ** who can that be ? some one fbr the other lodgers, I 
suppose." I 

But Miss Burnett was wrong, for as the door was answered the light impatient foot- 
steps ascended the stairs and entered her room. 

It was Isobel. 

'« Bless me ! ** exclaimed the old lady again as she stood, staring through her specta-; 
des at her unexpected visitor, her gloved hands covered with mould, held out helplessly 
before her, " I never recognized your knock, my dear, you generally give such a gentle 
one. I thought it was somebody for down stairs. How cold you look, Isobel ! Sit 
down by the fire, dear, until I have washed my hands, for I'm not fit to touch you." 
And as Miss Burnett bustled into the next room, kissing her old pupil's forehead as she 
passed, Isobel did her bidding, and drew a chair close by the little fire. She looked 
pale and worn, and older than we have seen her look before. The blush roses which laid 
against her face seemed bright pink against the pallor of her cheeks, and there were 
dark lines underneath her eyes which told of either sleepless nights or unpleasant 
thought by day. As her old governess left her alone, she drew her velvet cloak im-r 
patiently about her, and gave a deep sigh, and then she sat, her head upon her hand, 
never heeding tliat the folds of her dress were lying over the little black fender and 
almost against the little black bars ; so occupied was she with her own sad thoughts. 

" Isobel, my dear, just look at your dress," cried Miss Burnett, in horror, as she 
returned; ** why it's right against the dirty grate, and oh, dear! oh, dear! you've 
marked it," she added, as she drew away the delicate gray silk folds, and lamented over 
their disfigurement. 

<* Oh I nevermind!" said Isobel, with the utmost indlflbrence, as she impatiently 
tucked her dress beneath her chair. " Are you quite well. Miss Burnett?" 

<* Arc you quite well, my dear? I think that's more to the purpose. Has anything 
worried you, Isobel? " 

" I've Just come ttom Torrington Square," she answered, ** and.the very sight of that 
house Is enough to worry any one." 

Isobel had not held much communication with her sister's ftoiily since her marriage. 
I^ady Charlotte had said at that time that she should not ** trouble Torrington Squarf 
mudi," and she had religiously kept to her resohition. 
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One fbnnol morniiig call after the ceremony, and a similar retnm fh>m Mrs. Peyton 
at ** The Oaks/* was the extent of the civilities which had been exchanged betweea 
the two hoases. But with the Reverdons of course it was different. Mr. and Mrs. 
Peyton had dined with them several times at Wimbledon, and they had done the same 
in ToiTington Square, but there was not sufficient congeniality of disposition between 
the sisters to make more fomiliar Intercourse a pleasure to either of them, added to 
which, what the Peytons had said relative to her husband, before her marriage, had 
placed an obstacle in the way of their intimacy which would never be done away with, 
as long as Isobel loved Hex as she loved him at present. In the mean while, she 
looked in upon them whenever she had an opportunity, and had come into town that 
afternoon for the sole purpose of seeing them and Miss Burnett. 

** Are they going on as badly as ever," inquired that lady, compassionately. 

"Worse, I think,*' rejoined Isobel; '*the house looks dirtier than ever, and Fanny 
can't get a house-maid to stay since Mary left. She wants me to give her back Mary, 
but I'm sure the girl wouldn't return. Who would, amongst all those unruly children, 
and the continual fUss and fidget on my sister's part?" 

Miss Burnett was silent, and she continued, — 

" The two younger children were getting over the measles so well, and now Fanny 
has let them take cold, and they'll be in bed again for a luouth, I suppose. Just like 
her mismanagement I" ' 

Very like Mrs. Peyton's mismanagement, doubtless, but very unlike Mrs. Reverdon's 
sweet voice and usual excuses for other people's failings. Miss Burnett could only look 
at her with astonishment, and wait patiently for her own explanation of the reason of 
the change. * 

" Fanny has been abusing Charlie to-day, by way of providing entertainment for me," 
she went on to say. " She said that * Fred ' (as if I cared what Fred said, or thought) 
thinks it a great pity that I wrote letters to Melbourne in hopes of their reaching him ; 
and that if the person whose name I saw mentioned in the paper should prove to be my 
brother, that he has most likely connected himself with a set of people very different to 
ourselves, and whom it would be no credit to us to know. Different to Fred, I sup- 
pose, and Fanny and the rest of them ; all the better I should think if they were." 

**But if your brother should have connected himself, in that rough life, with people 
who are not of his own birth, that is no reason that you should know them, or be ever 
brought in contact with them, Isobel," 

" I know that," she replied, almost crossly ; " but when was it any use to speak to 
those Torrington Square people, or try to coavlnso tliein? If dear Ciiarlie came home 
to-morrow, and they didn't choose to acknowledge him, I'd cut them all dead." 

"You don't mean that, Isobel; your own life is bright enough now, my dear, to 
enable you to make allowances for the whims of those who have not the same happy 
prospects — for I think poor Fanny's prospects, with her large family and her Uirilltless 
husband, are anything but bright." * 

" Do you call it a whim," Isobel asked, hotly, " to speak against your own brother? 
the only brother we have. I do mean what I said. Miss Burnett, that when Charlie 
comes home, if the Peytons choose to cut him, they may cut me too." 

" Well, well, dear child, he's not home yet." 

The soothing tone, — as she might have spoken to a fractious child, — the sense of 
momentary superiority conveyed in the juvenile appellative, irritated Isobel in her then 
mood, which was rather irascible, and her next words were delivered with a certain 
amount of temper. 

" I think every one of our lives is a mistake," she said ; "we are placed here to make 
each other happy, and we seem to take the greatest pleasure in making each other* 
miserable ; we refVise half the love which might be ours for some absurd prejudice 
about birth, or manners, or conduct, and we sigh and strain after another, perhaps, 
that is out of our reach, just because it is so." 

Miss Burnett was quite ready to acknowledge the general justice of Isobel's remark, 
but she could not perceive its aptitude to the subject under discussion. 

" That may be very true, my dear Isobel," she answered, " but 1 can't see how it 
applies to yourself. You, who have a husband, of whom you have often told me you 
are only afraid you are too fond, and every comfort round you that you can desire." 

But Isobel took no notice of this remark. " Miss Burnett," she said, " do let me 
have some of your translations to do, I have plenty of time on my hands, and I want 
some regular employment so much." 

She had asked for them before now, since her marriage, but her Itiend had refused 
to let her undertake them. Isobel Reverdon, happily married and surrounded by her 
husband's relations, was a very different person to Isobel Fane, sitting day after day, 
alone in her room in Torrington Square, and longing for something to divert her 
thoughts tvom the monotony of her life. Miss Burnett thought, and justly, that her 
time now belonged to her husband's pleasures and her husband's requirements, not to 
helping her friends, and therefore she had been ^m in her retXisal. But it was dilUcult 
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to deny auything to the wet fiice and pleading eye i which were nptarned to her on the 
present occasion. 

" My dear Isobcl, I am snre you would And plenty to do, if yon only looked about 
you. Don't you paint now? " • 

** Sometimes." 

"And sing?" 

" A little — not often." 

"And work?" 

«• Very seldom : I never cared for work you know." 

" But I suppose you are a great deal at Lady Charlotte^ Isobel? " 

Her eyes brightened a little now. 

" Yes, I see Gabriel every day ; but he is getting very weak, and sleeps away a good 
deal of his time." 

" But then your husband must want you ? " 

" He is often out," answered Isobel ; and then blushing, she added, " Oh I Miss Bur- 
nett I let me have some of the translations, let me take some home with me to-day. I 
am sure they would do me good. I used to be so happy when I thought I was helping 
you." 

" My dearest Isobel," said Miss Burnett, co'taaing close to her old pupil and sitting 
down beside her, " you know that no one appreciates such evidences of affection on 
your part more than I do, but I could not feci justified in letting you devote part of 
your days in my service until I was assured that the time was not needed for something 
more important. For what \Vas optional to you before, Isobel, when you had no one to 
care about them, the keeping up of your various accomplishments, becomes a duty 
now, when you have a home of your own, and are bound, as far as in you lies, to make 
it a plcasaut one." 

" Oh I but you dou*t understand Rex," said Isobel, rather awkwardly, "he is not a 
man who cares about such things, and I have plenty of time to myself. Do let me have 
the translations, Miss Burnett. Let me feci I'm of some good." 

She told more than she Intended in her last words, but Miss Burnett was resolute in 
her refusal. 

" No, Isobel ! " she said, " if you have plenty of time fill it up with painting and 
music, which you acknowledge you neglect. I can do all the work I need, my dear, and 
more if I chose to do it. Your employment should lie at home." 

Isobel was annoyed now. She was not perfect, and this was one of her worst days 
— a day when Rex had been religiously cold to her all the morning — and sent her 
into town in a sad mood, which Fanny's abuse of her absent brother had turned into a 
bad one. 

" Well, I don't care," she said, indifferently, or professing to be so, " you can do as 
you like, I only offered out of kindness." 

"I know that, my dear," rejoined Miss Burnett, " and I only refused out of kindness. 
I have no wish to see you idle, Isobel, but I want to see you take up the right work 
instead of the wrong. If you will not be angry at my saying so, I think you have not 
emploj-cd youraelf enough la::ely, and so have allowed this resdess, dissatisfied mood to 
come upon 30U unawares. Perhaps your present life is too easy and soft for you, 
Isobel, and presents a great many temptations to be idle, but you remember what wo 
have often agreed togetlier in olden days, that it is more dilflcult to bear wealth and 
luxury and happiness well, than it is to bear hards'iips, because the effect of one is to 
draw us nearer to heaven, and the other to tempt us to forget it." 

" It's easy to talk" said Isobel, using in her impetuosity the very argument which she 
bad successfully combated in poor Gabriel but a short time before. 

" Very much easier than to act ; I know it is, my dear, but you are a woman who 
can do both, and do them well. Every phase, of life has its drawbacks (Miss Burnett 
had guessed already that Isobel was not on terms of intimacy with her mother-in-law), 
and when we are very closely surrounded by blessings we are apt to make mountains 
out of molehills, A:om sheer want of something to grumble at ; but yopr linei^havc been 
cofit in very pleasant places, Isobel." 

Isobel's face was resolutely turned fi*om that of her Mend, but as the kind familiar 
voice sounded on her ear, speaking comfort for the unknown trouble, something com- 
menced to r^e in her throat, and she shook her head more than once, as if to throw 
back again the tears which refused to remain unshed. 

"I often think, my dear," continued Miss Burnett, " that it would do many young 
people good — happy, prosperous young people like yourself — sometimes to visit the 
places that I visit, and to hear the tales that I hear. I have no money to give away, 
as you know, but I have a little time, and since it is all I have to bestow, I trust that 
Heaven accepts it as much as if it were more serviceable bounty." 

Bounty, indeed I as many a poor wretch could have testified, whose dying bed had 
been cheered and unalienable right to glory made clear to him by the presence and the 
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Insttuctlon of this woman who so humbly hoped that Heaven .would not 6verio<ik hef 
services. But of this she was too modest to speak herself. 

" I have filled the office of Bible-reader to one of the large hospitals near h&re, for 
several years past, and in that capacity have seen and conversed with some tliousands 
of patients who have been admitted within its walls. Oh, Isobell there has been suf- 
fering, if you like. There has been pain, — not only bodily suflfering, but deep mental 
pain; diseases brought on by augulsh of mind; fearfhl self-inflicted wounds, and other 
bodily harm, from distress of mind : deaths even taking place from the same cause, far 
away from their own Mends, perhaps with the (juarrcl unsettled — tlio Injury unatoned 
for— the forgiveness unrecelvcd; all the misery and misunderstanding which brought 
them to that place — or being there, so aggravated their sufferings — in fall force up 
to the last hour of lifb, leaving Its Impress even after death In the unpeaceftil distorted 
features, and the want of that look of rest which happier corpses retain. Sometimes, 
when I have come from such scenes, I have wondered that we ordinarily-happy mor- 
tals ever dare to murmur or find fault with oar lot.'* 

IsobeVs tears were falling fast now, dropping one by one upon her silk dress, but she 
neither stirred nor brushed them away. 

" Such histories as I have hoard," said Miss Burnett, " such stories of want and ill- 
treatment and sin, as would curdle your Very blood to listen to ; and with It all — some- 
times, such patience ; such an absence of complaint ; such fall and Iieavenly forgive- 
ness for injuries received. I am a lonely woman, Isobel ; so lonely, as you know^that 
you have ofton laughed at me for making companions out of my flowers, and holding a 
one-sided conversation with my bird ; imt though I have outlived all ray own friends, 
and pretty nearly all my enjoyment in this world, I have often and often, on coming 
home from my hospital work, fallen down upon my Jmees and thanked the Almi.^hty that 
He has given me so much peace and so many pleasures, compared to thousands of my 
suffering fellow-creatures." The old lady had Just taken off her spectacles to wipe 
away a sudden fog which had risen upon her glasses ; when, before she could replace 
them, she was startled by Isobel suddenly turning round and throwing herself upon 
her bosom, in a flood of hysterical tears. Very tenderly did Miss Burnett hold the 
suffering woman — just as she might have held her twenty years before, when she had 
been first engaged by Miss Murray to become the governess of her adopted child. She 
did not press her for a reason, or express the least surprise at her emotion. She had 
seen fi'om Isobel's first entrance that something was wrong, and she hoped that these 
tears would wash It all away. So she only held her closer to herself, and occasionally 
pressed her lips upon the white forehead, which was the only part of her face that she 
could see. Little by little the storm of passion exhausted Itself, the sobs grew less 
violent, the breath more evenly drawn, and the tears slower, until there was one long 
deep sigh, and the fit of weeping was over. 

*' Oh, Miss Burnett I " said Isobel, lifting up her tear-stained face and making an at- 
tempt at smiling, " what a goose yon must think me I I was in a shocking bad temper 
when I came in to-day; but It Is quite too bad I should vent it upon you — you dear old 
thing," she added) kissing her warmly, and nearly beginning to cry c^ain at the 
action. 

" Perhaps you are not quite well, dear Isobel," answered Miss Burnett; "you may 
have overtired yourself; however, you will be better now that you have had your 
* ciy * out. Go into my room, love, and bathe your eyes before you think of going into 
the streets again." 

After which Isobel looked so much like herself, that few strangers would have 
guessed, on seeing her, that she had been indulging In the feminine luxury alluded to>/^ 
— and say what people will, It ia a luxury sometimes. But after she had left MisS 
Burnett to go home with a smile on her Up and a gay farewell word on her tongue, she 
cost that lady a good deal of quiet " thinking over," as she sat in her little room, for 
the rest of the evening. 

" How strange it is," she mused, '* that with some natures prospcilty does not seem 
to agree, and yet I never thought that that would be the case with Isobel. Yet, when she 
was living with her sister, her comfort unconsulted and herself uueared for, worried 
by Fanny and the children, and no peace or happiness apparently on any side, how 
bravely she withstood It all I m what noble, generous, colors she showed herself I t 
thought then I had never seen a woman I admired so much as Isobel, apd I felt so 
proud of her; but now, that she Is apparently surrounded by love and luxury, and thd 
good things of this world, her temper has become fitful and uncertain, and she makes 
a grievance out of things that she would have laughed at in the days of old. I can't 
understand it, unless indeed Isobers prosperity has made her neglectftil of higher 
duties ; but I think not — I think I can trust my dear girl for that. Perhaps after all 
it is only a little IndlspoSltloii which has efltected her temper, or some temporary an- 
hoyance which will blow over. We could better boar to see any face In the wok-ld 
clouded than Isobel's flice, couldn't we?" 

But whilst Isobel was making herself so foolish In Miss Burnett's rooms, Bex was 
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]imil(jii^liiiiui6lfWor86inlils ownhossd at Wimbl^doii. Whefi he Ind permitted his 
wife to leave him that afternoon, without so much as a fore well kiss he went into hi0 
dressing-room to make some change in his own apparel, before he followed her to 
London to find some amusement for himself which should distract liis thoughts. But 
he must have gone through that performance very leisurelj, when a loud double knock 
sounded at the door. ' 

As Rex heard the ominous sound, he rushed into the passage in time to speak to the 
servant as he passed through the hall. 

''Your mistress is not at home, James, mind I " he said, (^[Uieklf, and then leaned over 
the balustrades, to listen who should be the visitor. But the door being opened, to his 
astonishment, it was the voice of Halkett. ''Just in the nick of time, old fellow,** 
shouted Rex, as he recognized it. " Come up here, do I I'm dressing. I was just going 
to run up to town.** And Halkett mounted the stairs at his ftiend's desire, and followed 
hina Into his dressing-roora. " Sit down," said Rex, carelessly, as, he proceeded to in- 
vest himself in the rest of his paraphernalia. But Mr. Halkett coukl not sit down, and 
said so. 

" I couldn't sit still, thank you, Reverdon. I don't think IVe sat down for the last 
two days. I'm rather worried about money matters, and I came here esipressly to 
speak to you about them." 

"AVhy, good heavens I there's nothing the matter, Halkett, is there?" exclaimed 
Bex, turning itmnd, his coat half on and half off, to conflront his Mend. 

Now he took note of him, certainly something must be the matter. It was not often 
Halkett looked like that. He was not of a disposition like Rex «^ impetuous and ener- 
l^etic, and excitable ; his worst luck, hitherto, had been unable to provoke more tlian a 
shrug of his shoulders, and a dubious smile on his immobile features. Things that 
hot-headed UeX would stamp, and rave at, elicited little show of emotion A:om Henry 
Halkett ; and yet, here he was to-day, looking paler than usual (or Rex fancied so), 
really perturbed, and restlessly pacing the length of the little dressing-room in a man- 
ner which was exceedingly irritating to the nerves of a beholder, particularly one who 
Was acquainted with the reason of his disturbance. 

" Oh ! do sit down, my good fellow t " exclaimed Rex, pushing a chair towards him, 
" and then you can tell me all about it. It's enough to drive a man mad to watch you 
tramping up and down, as if you were at the tread-mill." 

" I can't sit down, Reverdon,- don't ask me. I am really in a tremendous scrape, or 
shall be, if I can^t get a iViend to help me ; and my ovm people being abroad, there is 
no time to iapply to them." 

" Well, I don't think you've got a friend in the world, Halkett, who would help you 
more willingly than I should, whether they belong to you or not. Only tell me what it 
is, and what I can do." 

" What it is simple enough. I've outrun the constable pretty considerably, and I 
shall be arrested if I can't raise the wind by to-morrow morning, and to a good extent, 
tod." 

" How did you manage it, Halkett? " 

" Outrunbihg the constable " hod been suoh a fltmiliar pliase of existence to Rex, in 
times gone by, that he did not express more astonishment than his words implied at 
his fl'iend's news. 

«' Well, my governor's poor, you know, and I lent him a matter of a couple of thou- 
sands this spring, as the old boy was very hard up, having married two of my sisters 
last year, and he promised to repay me before now. Expecting to receive it, I have al- 
lowed myself to incur greater expenses than I should have otherwise done, and they've 
let loose the hounds of war upon me sooner than I expected— that^B the long and short 
of It." 

"Couldn't Issachar " commenced Re3c. 

" Issachar is my chief creditor. You see, Reverdon, you and I between us have 
rather squeezed that old sponge dry. He always links us together, and it was only on 
the occasion of my wanting to taise a little more that he came down upon me for what 
I owe him." 

'( Oh I man alive, stt down \ " cried Reic, as Halkett recommenced his perambulations. 
" You'll force ihe to walk too, If you go on much longer." 

« The money's safe enough," said Halkett, bringing himself to a stand-still before 
Rex, although he made no attempt to comply with his reiterated wish. " I'm sure to 
have it in a few w^eks ; indeed, I've Written to my father to send it over at onte; but I 
must have something to stop Issachar's mouth in the mean while." 

" What can I do for you? " said Rex. " How much wUl be enough? You must be 
Aware, of course^ that as we are living withiu our income, I am not quite so flush of 
ready money as I used to be, but as much as I can spare you are heiurtily welcome to> 
Halkett^ and you know it." 

" Thanks, my dear fellow I " retumed the other, " but no monisy you could lend me 
conld do me half the good that lending me your name will." 
16 
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** How do yon mean? *' inquired Bex. The idea was not new to him, and yet it did 
not at first strike him in the sense in which his friend used it. 

" Why, pot your name to a bill for me, Reverdon, just as a matter of form, for my 
own cash must be over in a few weeks ; but Issachar knows you are safe enough now, 
and he will rest quiet till I pay him." 

Rex Reverdon hesitated. He had a great horror of a bill, as all sensible men have ; 
but Halkett had done the same for him for small amounts, before now, and he did not 
know how to relhse. 

" For how much? " he said, after a moment's pause. 

'f A couple of thousands," returned Halkett. ** It's no good making it less than that, 
for I shall only get credit to the amount of one,^ perhaps, and a few hundreds in cash 
to go on with. I'm regularly cleaned out. Rex." 

<* Wouldn't one thousand do, as a sop for Cerberus? " said poor Rex, trying to stave 
off his fate. 

" If you're in the least afraid of me, Reverdon," said Halkett, rather sarcastically, 
"pray keep your pen in your pocket. I'm as safe, I should hope, for two thousand us 
for one, and the plain truth is, that less than that will be no use to me at all ; it would 
only cover half what I owe, and I shall bo arrested all the same for the other half. No, 
I won't trouble you, thank you. It would be only making you uneasy for nothing." 

Rex Revcrdon's face had flushed deeper and deeper, during his friend's speech. As 
he finished It, he sprang forward and clasped his hands, all his generous nature beam- 
ing in his eyes. ^ 

" Halkett, how can you say that I I could never doubt you for a moment. I know 
you're as safe as the Bank of England. I was only foolish enough to think that it is 
scarcely my own money, to lend or give. But what docs it signiQr? it is but a form 
after all, as you say, and I'm only too glad to be able to oblige you. Have you the bill 
here I " for Halkett had drawn a piece of paper with an ominous looking stamp upon 
it from his pocket, during his last speech. 

" Yes, I have," he then said, though rather hesitatingly. " I thought it as well to 
bring it with me, because I promised Issachar that I would letiiim know, one way or 
another, by four o'clock this afternoon." 

" All right. I'll sign it at once. Give it me." 

There were pens and ink on aside table in the room, and Rex Reverdon took his fate 
in his hands, and walked over there with it, steadily enough. 

" Two thousand at three months' sight," he murmured, as he rapidly ran over the 
wording of the bill. " Oh, that's lots of time, Halkett, for you to hear from your gov- 
ernor twenty times over." 

" Of course it is, my dear fellow. Do you think I'd ask you to do such a thing if it 
wasn't? If my father was to die to-morrow, it would be as safe as if I had it here 
now. Only I wish I had, and then there would no need to trouble you." 

" Trouble's a pleasure," laughed Rex, as he stooped over the little writing-table and 
scribbled *' Reginald Hopeaway Reverdon," in his large, irregular hand, across the bill 
Halkett presented to him. 

" There it is, Hal," he said, presently, as he laid it before his friend. " Stop a min- 
ute though, I'll blot it." 

" Now, I suppose, I ought to give you an I U,*' said Halkett, as he also moved 
towards the writing-table. " Any paper there, Reverdon ? " 

" Well, there ought to be," said Rex, searching between the leaves of the blottiug- 
book, " but of course there isn't. We must get some paper down stairs, Halkett." 

" Any time will do," answered Halkett, carelessly. " I'm not likely to forget it, Rev- 
erdon, and I must be off soon." 

" Wait till I've done dressing," urged Rex, putting the last touches to his toilet 
with undue haste. " I should like to go with you, Halkett." 

He was soon ready, and they descended the staircase together^ 

** I'm sure I'm infinitely obliged to you. Rex," said Halkett, as he stowed away the 
bill in his pocket-book, " and all I can 'say is, that I'll do the same for you when you 
want it." 

" I'm sure you would, old fellow," replied Rex. " By the by (they were passing the 
dining-room door), what about the I O U? Will you come in and give it me now, '^r at 
your rooms?" 

" Well, if you're not in a great hurry, Reverdon, about it, it will make a difibrence to 
me, because I particularly want to catch this 3.85 train, and we shall be too late unless 
we go at once. There's lots of pens and ink at my rooms, if you'll trust mo till then." 

Of course Rex would trust him till then, or to all eternity. For the matter of that, 
he really did not see the necessity of a formal I O U at all, between friends. But Mr. 
Halkett was, very properly, shocked at the idea of such an irregular proceeding, and 
read Rex quite a lecture up in the train, on the folly of not having eveiything formally 
arranged in a case like this, even when it was between friends. Who knew what might 
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happen ? &c., &c., and even the best of Mends had turned out traitors ; at which affirma- 
tion llex*s honest fkce had looked indignantly, and he had answered, — 

" Not real friends, Halkett, — not fdeuds iike you and I.** To which Mr. Halkctt had 
rejoined, ** Certainly, not real fHends," bat left the latter part of the sentence uncom- 
inentcd upon . But, strange to say, notwithstanding all his good advice and staid counsels, 
Mr. Henry Halkett did not give his I O U to Box Reverdon that evening, or any cvcu- 
jlng to come. When they visited his chambers, they were hurried, and forgot oil about 
ic (or he did) until he was outside the door again, and then he said he would send it 
to Wimbledon by post, the next day; but the post never brought it, and week after 
week yrznt by without its being given, and when Rex Reverdon thought of the omis- 
sion, with, periiaps, a passing fear, he never failed to reproach himself afterwards for 
tiiinking so trifling a form necessary between '* Mends like you and I." And his anxiety 
concerning the continued estrangement between himself and Isobel occupied so large 
a portion of his thoughts, that he ceased to care much about less important things, and 
soon had almost forgotten that he had ever put his name at all to a bill for Mr. Halkett. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

THE VILLA AT EALINQ WITH THE BLINDS DOWN. 

The immediate results upon Lucy Halkett of that Jaunt to London with her cousin 
Henry were not, as you may suppose, so satisfdctoiy as her grandmother had hoped 
they would be. The impropriety of his not bringing her home but by one of the latest 
trains was scarcely less Aruitfhl a subJcjCt for the nurse's Indignation than were the red 
eyes with which her nursling returned to her care. 

** Only the dust," Lucy had said, as the old woman undressed her and commented 
upon the circumstance ; *' it flew so in my fhce as we drove to Wimbledon." 

And nurse had swallowed the excuse very quietly at the time, though she was any- 
thing but quiet when she narrated the fact to her mistress the next morning. 

'* Dust, ma'am? No more dust than I'm dust, which, thank the Lord, I don't feel a 
bit like it, whatever people say. It's Just like Mr. Henry, begging your pardon, to teach* 
our child to put us off with a rubbaging lie like that. Why, the dear lamb had been crying, 
'ma'am. I could see it as 'plain as could be, and that's what comes of letting a young 
inan have the care of a tender creature like that for a whole day. I'd lay anything I 
possess that he racketed her up and down them dirty streets till she was flt to drop." 

'* But Lucy says that she scarcely walked at all, nurse, and that she was not in the least 
tired." 

** Oh, lor*, ma'am I if you're going for to believe everything that that child tells you, 
well, it's time I stopped talking. Of coarse he'd put her up to saying she wasn't tired, 
because he likes trapesing about with her : but Mr. Henry don't no more know how 
much a growing girl can stand than you know him, ma'am, begging your pardon." 

This conversation took place the day after Lucy's holiday, and when she was looking 
thoroughly tired and exhausted from the excitement and fatigue she had gone through. 
The poor child had indeed received a considerable check to her new-born happiness in 
the by-play she had witnessed take place behind the scenes at the theatre, which main- 
tained its influence over her for some succeeding days. She moped about at first, and 
was shy of her cousin when he came to see her, still more shy of any mention of their 
day of pleasure or proposal of following it up with a second trip. Poor Lucy had 
another cause of depression Just then, and a very serious one for any age to bear — the 
consciousness that for the first time in her short life part of her heart remained a 
sealed book to those who had loved and cared for her most since her birth ; that she 
had deceived and disobeyed that good and loving old '* Gran " who had never crossed 
or thwarted her that she could remember, to say nothing of nursey, who reigned in 
Lucy's affections coeqnally with her mistress. The latter thought was a worse burden 
to the girl than the former, which faded and grew less as the weeks went on, whilst 
this seemed to increase with each day. Often did Lucy — sleepless at night ~ toss and 
turn upon her little bed, crying to herself that she must tell Gran that she had been to 
the theatre; that she must go down at once and tell her; that she could not sleep or 
pray or be happy, without making the confession. Often did she suggest the same 
thing to her cousin Henry, but met with such ridicule at the idea of its necessity, even 
of its advisability, and when she became earnest on the subject, such grave requests 
that she really wouldn't do anything so foolish, that she dismissed the idea of confes- 
Blon, although she could not dismiss the idea of its being the only rightfUl course for 
her to pursue — the only course which would bring her peace and rest. She was too 
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yooDg and Innoceiit to straggle with confllcttng feellngB, and not betray tbat she waa 
doing i30. The doctor's tonics and recommendations of lots of fVesh air and very little 
Btndj, thongh rcllgionsly attended to, did not produce any yisible improvement; Lacy 
grew thinner and paler, and continued as languid and depressed as before. Upon thia 
Mrs. Halkett's care and tenderness were redoubled. Everjrthing in the house was made 
to give way to the girFs health ; she was removed altogether ftom school fbr the present. 
8he had nothing to do but to get well and strong. It was very unaccommodating of 
her not to do so. Poor old nurse was almost ready, for the first time in her life, to set 
down her *' lamb *' as ungratefhl and obstinate. And all this devotion and constant solic- 
itude served no better purpose than pricking the tender heart to that degree until it 
appeared to Lucy sometimes as if she could not endure it, and be silent. Then came 
the introduction to Mrs. Beverdon, brought about through her cousin's means, and utter 
that many pleasant days spent at Wimbledon, afternoons passed with Gabriel Huntley 
and his heart-appeoling music, or with Isobcl reading aloud to them both in a way in 
which very, very ftew private Individuals can read ; for they had only to shut their eyes, 
as Gabriel said, and fUncy there were half a dozen people talking instead of one. Happy 
evenings, when Rex Reverdon, perhaps, was in town, exchanging the pure society of 
his wife for the false pleasure of Halketfs nnhailowed company, and she and Lucy sat 
alone with their work, and the young girl told Isobel all her little fancies and worries 
— her worries without any reserve, and all her fancies save one, and that one she need 
not have kept to herself; for Isobel, with a woman's quick perception, had guessed this 
child's secret ftom looks and stray words, though with a woman's tact she had never 
approached the subject. With a girl of sixteen to speak of love is to confirm what 
might, if left alone, die a natural death, without putting itself into words. And Isobel 
already liked Lucy too well to be able to think of such a fancy on her part as a love for 
Henry Halkett becoming a fixed feeling without a shudder. But although she carefully* 
avoided the subject of Lucy's admiration for her cousin, she had a winning way with her, 
especially with young people, that caused them almost involuntai'lly to make her the 
confidante of their little troubles. It seemed almost as if speaking of trouble to Isobel 
Keverdon was the same as giving it to her to cast away ftom you. She had such a plain 
perception of what was the right thing to do under any circumstances, and such a stock 
of comfort to draw firom for every sorrow, that, as soon as you had intrusted your case 
to her hands, you felt astonished, as one truth after another fell from her lips, to think 
that the same ideas had not occurred to you before, and saved you from an Infinity of 
unnecessary pain. So the autumn months passed away without events of greater im> 
l)ortance happening than those I have already related to you, and Christmas had come 
and gone, and still Lucy paid her periodical visits to Isobel's house. The cold weather 
had tried Mrs. Halkett very much ; she had been growing gradually feebler during the • 
fall of the year, and daily less able to sit up and be a cheerM companion for her youth- 
ful granddaughter. And so she was only too glad that Lucy should have the advantage 
of Mrs. Revcrdon's society, and encouraged her visits to Wimbledon as much as possi- 
ble. And with every visit LuCy grew more and more to love her kind friend, and to 
intrust her with what she would have told to no one else. So it came to pass that one 
evening in January, as she was alone with Isobel, she let slip, with many a word of con- 
trition afterwards, she hardly knew how, the whole of that story about her disobeying 
her grandmother, and going to the theatre with her cousin, and how uneasy she felt 
whenever she thought of it. Isobel did not animadvert to the penitent girl before her 
on the shame she considered due to a man like Henry Halkett for having led her into 
such an act of direct disobedience ; she did not deem it part of her duty to throw the 
blame which Lucy ought to feel rested on herself on another person's shoulders; but 
she knew that the blame was there nevertheless, and felt still more that her want of 
trust in her husband's friend was not misplaced. But she did not tell Lucy so. She 
only held the girl's hand in hers whilst the early dusk fell around them, and placed the 
Ingratitude and the sin of her disobedience before her in so strong a light, and yet with 
such loving words, that Lucy's tears fell plentifully before she had concluded, and the j 

resolution which she made, notwithstanding her cousin's dissaosions, to confess all her ' 

fault to her grandmother before she slept that night, was very honest and sincere. i 

^* I will not praise you for such a resolution, Lucy," said Isobel, as she told her of it, i 

<' because it will be only performing a very plain duty on your part, and I know that ' 

you will never feci any real peace until you have done so, but I shall love you moch the 
better for it, dear." I 

And Lucy had said, as, indeed, she felt, that the action would bring its reward in j 

Mrs. Reverdon's love, if in nothing else; and gone home that evening, with a firm 
resolve that she woidd carry out her words, even though Henry Halkett escorted her 
home and made himself very fascinating, or tried to do so, all the way. But Lucy had 
8n£fered too much in the last few months to be easily tamed now 0x»a her fixed purpose, 
even had the subject beea started, which it was not. But to get €vwn Wimbledon to 
Ealing occupies a good deal of time, and it was ten o'clock again before Lucy was 
deposited at homfi. Her first inquixy upon entering the house wa« £»rher 4;iaadmot^ff* 



THE TILLA AT SALHtO WWIB, THS BLINDS DOWN. 1^ 

"Yoar grandaiamma has been in bed and asleep hoars a^, Miss Lucy,*' replied the 
nurse, who opened the door to her, " and yon most get yonr sapper quickly like a good 
lamb, and go up stairs quietly, £or fear you wake her." 

** I don't want any supper, nurse," "saJd Lucy, " but I must speak to Gran to-night. 
Tve got something very particular to tell her." 

Nurse was horrified at the veiy suggestion of the sacrilege of rousing the old lady 
after she had once put her to bed and tucked her up. 

" Do I hear you right. Miss Lucy ? " she exclaimed ; " you want to go a rumpaging up 
into your grandmamma's room, and wake her out of her first sleep, to hear some of the 
rubbaging stories you bring home with you. You must be going daft, my lamb, to think 
of such a thing. Come, eat your supper and I'll put you to bed." 

" But, nurse, I must speak to Gran to-night." 

" Well, when you comes to rmistt Miss Lucy, it's time for me to say mtut not, I can't 
hear of it, miss, so don't ask it again. Why, your poor dear grandmamma went to bed 
as tired as could be. She hasn't felt well all day, and to-night she Just seemed falling 
to pieces. * Get me up to'bed,' she says, * and let me be.' " 

This had the eli*ect of preventing Lucy expressing another wish to disturb her. 

" Poor old Gran I " she said ; " was she very tired? " 

** Very tired, Miss Lucy, and so roust you be, so let me put you to bed too." 

She did not object, for she was weary enough, but it was some time before she slept. 
She was so sorry, as she lay, to think that her interview with her grandmother was 
delayed till the morning. She thought it would have been easier to have told her story 
by candlelight. She wondered what Gran would say and how she would look when she 
heard it, and under the imagination that the looks would be very sorrowful and the 
words very grave, Lucy fell asleep at last with many tender, regretful, loving thoughts 
for poor old Gran, and reproachful ones for herself. 

She must really have been fatigued, for she slept very late into the next morning; 
slept soundly and undisturbed until the dull January sun had risen well into the sky and 
made the day as light as he intended to make it at all. Morning dreams, they say, come 
true, and Lucy dreamed that morning (or she thought so) that some one was ill or in 
distress, and that some one was crying, too ; and the dream made lier turn restlessly in 
her half-broken slumber and moan every now and then, for some time before she fairly 
awoke. And when she did so it came all at once ; a louder sob than heretofore ringing 
through her sleep, dispelled it, and Lucy sat up suddenly in her bed, to find that her . 
dream was in a measure true, and that old nurse was sitting by her bedside, rocking 
herself gently to and fro, and burying her sounds of grief in her purple-checked apron. 

<' What is the matter, nurse?" exclaimed the girl, tightened at the unexpected sight; 
" why are you crying ? " 

An idea had struck her, that nurse had already been made cognizant in some myste- 
rious, manner of her unconfessed peccadillo, and was lamenting the wickedness of her 
lost lamb. But her grief on this occasion was for a more serious loss still. , 

" Nurse, why don't you speak?" reiterated Lucy, as she shook her arm. "What is 
the matter? you frighten me ! " 

** Oh, my sweet lamb I Oh I my child, my Lucy, my poor child ! Oh I Oh I Oh— h ! " 
and buried her face and her secret once more in the purple-checked apron. 

" Where's grandmamma? " said Lucy, jumping out of bed, as if to seek her, for she 
thought her nurse must be ill. But she was caught as she tried to pass her, and de- 
tained. 

** Don't you go in there, my lamb ; you stop with your poor nurse. Oh I this is a day 
to be remembered I Oh I the Lord have mercy on us all I " 

" Where is Gran? " said Lucy. " Tell me at once, nurse, or I will go and see for 
myself." 

Something of the truth was dawning on the girl's mind, and the knowledge that she 
had a right to be told the bad news (if bad it was) made her last request appear quite 
womanly, in its evident intention of being comtri^'^d with. 

^*0h! my dear child, you've got no gran iiuamaia — the blessed creature's gone I 
You've got no one but me, my lamb. Oh 1 the j-.ord have mercy on- our souls I " 

What she said was only too true. Mrs. Halkett was gone, and Lucy had no grand- 
mother upon the earth. As the last sentence dropped fVom nurse's lips, Lucy's youthfal 
figure seemed to stiffen in her grasp. 

"Dead I" she exclaimed ; "my Gran dead, nurse 1 and before I had told her. Oh! 
BOrae, 6^2^ it isn't true I Oh! it can'^ be time I 1 must speak to her! I must tell hT?r' 
how wicked I have been I I wanted to do it last night. Not dead, nurse, not quite 
dead — say you are not sure ? " 

" My dear lamb," said the old woman, in a ftesh burst of grief, " I wish I could say 
so, but I can't. It's all true, my dear. She must have gone off in her sleep. She lay 
as quiet as a babe when I went in to call her this morning; but she was cold then, and 
Dr. Bustle has been since, and he says there's nothing to be done. Oh I my lamb " 

^Qt Lucy had slipped from her hold and was gone. 
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" Oh ! she ain't nerer going to see her grandma, and she not laid ont ! ** exclaimed 
the uarsc, as she got up and followed her charge. 

Ah I where else should the poor child go ? Where else should the conscience-stricken 
repentant little heart find rest, if not there? By the time nurse reached the bedroom 
Mra. Ilalkctt had occupied, Lncy was on the coverlet of the bed, and with youth's innate 
fear of death swallowed up in the bitterness of her remorse, had her fVesh young cheek 
pressed to the cold withered face of her grandmother's corpse, and her warm arms 
encircling the dead body. Of course the nurse's first attempt was to disengage her 
from the unnatural embrace, but in this she failed. She had to content herself with 
standing on one side and listening to the self-reproaches which fell from the poor girl's 
lips. 

" Oh, Gran I — oh, dear old Gran ! " cried Lncy. " I should have told you all this 
morning. I meant to do so, if you had but stayed to hear it. Oh, Gran I I am so 
Borry. I wish I had never gone. I have wished it ever since. I have been so wrong — 
so disobedient — so ungrateful. You wHl forgive me. Gran,, won't you? Oh, nurse I 
she can't hear — she can't hear I she can't speak to me I I shall never hear her say that 
hbo forgives me. Oh, nurse I what shall I do ? " 

Then she turned from the bed, with a sudden shuddering wonder how she ever could . 
have laid there, and threw herself Into her nurse's arms, to sob out all her confession 
on her motherly breast, mixed up with lamentations for her loss, and promises of future 
obedience. This was Just the turn that nurse liked to see matters take ; she could lead 
her cliUd back into the bedroom now, and dress her, and thence into the drawing-room 
to be condoled with, for the rest of the day. Lucy did not find it a very dillicult thing 
to obtain nurse's absolution for her offence, and at such a moment too ; but the un- 
hardcacd conscience could not forgive itself so easily. The burden of her unconfessed 
and unforglven fault — of the fault which would never be confessed now, and never 
forgiven — weighed upon Lucy's mind more than it had ever done during the months 
she had borne the consciousness of the f^ult about with her. Of course she was not 
left alone with her nurse long. Ilenry Halkett was down at Ealing in the course of the 
day, ready to take the direction of everything into his owp hands, and the consolation 
of his pretty young cousin into the bargain. Mrs. Ilalkott's temporal afi'airs were not 
dilUcult of arrangement. Her husband had been a General in tlie army, and with her 
death the pension which government had allowed her, for his rank and services, died 
also. Future provision for Lucy there was none, but it had always been decided and 
arranged by Mrs. Halkett, in many conversations and letters with her sou and grand- 
son, that in the event of her death Henry Halkett was to convey his cousin abroad as 
soon as possible, and place her under the guardianship of his father and her uncle ; and 
Lucy had always been led to expect the same. Therefore it was no cause of surprise 
to her when Henry Halkett infonned her that he should take her there as soon as con- 
venient after his grandmother's fUneral. 

" Not far a month or six weeks, perhaps," he added, " for I must arrange matters so 

as to suit my own convenience a little, but it's as well to be prepared. Nurse and the 

cook must live with you here until then, Lucy, and I will run down and cheer up my 

Butterfly as often as I can." 

But it was a great grief to both nurse and Lucy to hear that the former was not to go 

j France with her. Somehow, Lucy had hardly expected it, but the poor old woman had 

I never imagined she would be parted ftom " lamb " until she was sacrificed in marriage. 

"I'd almost rather have had her laid alongside of missus," she said, in confidence to 

her fellow-servant, after she had her heard the news, " than to live to see her shipped 

I off to foreign parts with a gentleman like Mr. Henry, who, it's my belief, isnt any bet- 

I ter than a foreigner himself, and I wouldn't find a worse name for him if I tried." 

Isobel had gone over to Ealing to see her little Mend, directly she heard of Mrs. 
Halkett's death, and had offered to take Lucy back to Wimbledon with her; but this 

I offer Mr. Halkett had, for reasons of his own, declined on his cousin's behalf. It did 

not happen to suit his views, just then, to have Luc^ domesticated in the Reverdons* 

I house. Therefore she was obliged to be contented with snch scraps of comfort and 

I sympathy as Isobel could send her by letter, and one or two fiying visits which she 

managed to pay her at Ealing. In this way the time went on for nearly a month, 

I slowly and sadly enough to Lucy (though she scarcely expected pauch ei^oyment from 

the anticipated change to her uncle's house), and still, no notice, or hint of a notice 
to move, came from Mr. Halkett. 

I ' But one evening, about ten o'clock, after the inmates of the villa at Ealing were all 

in bed and asleep, — for they had little enough to sit up late for, — his fomillar knock 

' was heard at the hall-door, and nurse had to slip on her gov^ again, and go down and 

I let him in. 

I " All gone to bed I " he exclaimed as she did so ; <* that's nnfortnnate, for I must see 

I Miss Lucy." 

I He was very nervous as he said this, but he only showed it by being in, apparently, a 

great huny, and not quite sure of what he intended to do ; for he.took off liis great- 
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coat, hat, and gloves, throwing them on the hall-table, and then, withont any shown 
reason, commenced re-enveloping himself in them. 

" Where is Miss Lncy ? " he demanded sharply, as the old nurse held the light with 
visible astonishment. 

''Lor*, sir I she's in bed, poor lamb; you're never wanting .to speak to her to-night, 
surely?" 

"Yes I do," he replied; "I'm going abroad to-morrow, nurse; you must pack her 
boxes at once." 

The candlestick almost dropped fh>m the old nurse's hands as she heard the news. 

"T^p-raorrow, sir? Lor* I and, to give us no more notice than this. Why I calcu- 
lated you'd give me a week or a fortnight, to look over her bits of things before I 
packed them, which though they're always tidy I hope, ain't kept fit to go on sea> voy- 
ages at a night's notice." 

" Well, I can't help it," he rejoined, " tidy or not, they must go as they are. You 
must pack Miss Lucy's boxes, and meet me with her at the London Bridge Station to- 
morrow, for the two o'clock train. Now mind you're punctual. Don't be there a min- 
ute later than half-past one." 

Lucy, who had been roused by her cousin's arrival, and slipped on a dressing-gown, 
now came down the stairs, looking like a little ghost, as she also heard the news that 
he had come to conmiunicate. 

" Well, Butterfly, we're off to-morrow. I can't come to Ealing to escort you, because 
I'm choked with business ; but you must meet me, with nurse, at the London Bridge 
Station." He then retailed to her much the same directions, only more minutely, that 
he had given the nurse before she came. She was about to make some remark on its 
being very short notice, but he stopped her. 

" Now don't croak. Butterfly : I've told you all along that you might expect to go 
about this time, and your traps won't take haif an hour to stow away. Whatever you 
do, however, be punctual to-morrow. If you make a mistake, or are late, I shaH'have 
to go without you, because I must cross, whether or not." 

Lucy was surprised now, and became curious. " But why, Harry? You said noth- 
ing of it yesterday. In fact, you spoke of my going to say good-by to Mrs. Reverdon 
next week." 

He grew confhsed at her question, but staved it off awkwardly, — 

" Did I ? I must have been dreaming. I ought to have told you yesterday. Butterfly, 
but I am so Aill of business, I suppose I forgot it ; however, you know it now, and 
you'll be sure and be punctual. What I don't you like to come with me, Lucy? " 
• For the girl's facp had turned from him, and her lip was trembling. Her only answer 
was to turn to him again, and let her eyes speak for her. She promised compliance 
with all his wishes, and in another minute he was off again to catch the return train 
for London. 

As soon as the door had closed after him, and the nurse had flnished replacing the 
bolts and bars which she had withdrawn for his admittance, she took up the candle- 
stick and urged Lucy to go back to her bed. 

** I can pack your things, my dear," said the old woman's sorrowftd voice, " but you 
will want all your strength for to-morrow." 

She looked into the girl's pole face as she spoke, and the childish eyes which had 
beamed upon her bosom for so many years, met hers. 

" Oh, nurse I " cried Lucy. 

Nurse put down the candlestick upon the hall-table and opened her arms, and the 
girl was in them in a moment, and sobbing on her breast, 

" Oh, nurse I dear old nurse ! " 

" Oh, my lamb I my dear baby I " 

It seemed to the faithftd creature in that moment of parting as if the baby form she 
had first received had never sprung into a woman's stature, nor the baby-heart ripened 
into a woman's seat of suffering. 

The reason for Mr. Halkett's sudden determination they neither of them guessed, and 
neither of them dared ask the other. 

But as it is necessary that you should know it for the sake of understanding my 
stoiy, I must ask you to go back with me, for a little whUe, and see what was tt&ing 
place in London, on the evening of the same day. 
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CHAPTER XXV, 

MB. HALKETT SHOWS HIMSELF IN HIS TRUE COLORS. 

But a few hours before, Mr. Holkett had been seated at a cosey little dinner In hid 
chambers, in company with young Lawton of the Inner Temple and Lizzie Ashton — 
Lizzie Ashton, who was becoming more careless every day, and Imperilling her fair 
fame by such imprud^at acts. The hour was seven, and the meal had already advanced 
to the stage of being half over. Lizzie Ashton was in high spirits, so was young Law- 
ton, who had long looked on her with a favorable eye, and had been made supremely 
happy that afternoon by her acceptance of some trifling trinket at his hands and prom- 
ising that she would wear it always for his sake. Of course that little promise was 
just between him and her, there was not the least necessity for telling Mr. lla^kett any- 
thing about it — indeed, it was no concern of his — how should it be? the locket and 
chain were inside Lizzie Ashton*s dress, and the words with which they had been placed 
there inside Mr. Lawton's heart, and Mr. Halkett was as cognizant of the one fact as of 
the other. How should he guess why the young man's eyes were so glowing on this 
particular evening, his manner so gallant and attentive, his voice so seductively low ? it 
was the usual thing to happen to the eyes and manners and voices of those men who 
lingered in the company of Lizzie Ashton, for that she possessed charms, and winning 
charms too, for some people, I think I have made plain enough to you already. Even 
had it been anything out of the common way, I scarcely think Mr. Halkett would have 
observed it that night, for he was not in good spirits himself. He had not been in good 
spirits on and off Ibr the last two months, and he had had to endure a great deal of 
banter in consequence from his lively friends. They insisted now that it was the dea^ 
of his grandmother that had so cut him up, and Halkett let them maintain the asser- 
tion. 

" No disgrace, if it was so/' he said, almost rudely. <' She was a better .woman, Liz- 
zie, than you'll ever be." 

** I didn't say she wasn't," replied poor Lizzie, to whom the mention of better women 
struck home sometimes with a sudden pang. '* If I live to be a grandmother, I mean to 
be respectable too." 

*' Easier said than done," was trembling upon Halkett's lips, when a sharp, sudden 
rap at the door startled them all into silence. 

'' Who can that be? " he exclaimed. << Some bothering dun, I sui^ose. Come, Lis- 
zie, you cut." 

Miss Ashton seemed to be accustomed to " cutting," for she jumped up from her seat 
at table, and ran at once through the folding-doors in the next rooQi, which was Mr. 
Halkett's bedroom, where, not entirely shutting them after her, she remained, with her 
face closely pressed against the chink which she had left. 

As soon as she was safely housed, Mr. Halkett went to the door and opened it. As 
he did so he started backward. 

" Good heavens, Jleverdon 1 is that you ? What brings you here ? " 

" I want to have a few words with you, Halket," said Rex, walking past him into the 
room, and then, perceiving Lawton, he removed his hat. " I didn't know you had com- 
pany. I'm sorry to interrupt you, but my business won't wait." 

Halkett had grown very wljite when he .first met the sight of Bex Reverdon's closely- 
knit brows, and knew that something serious was the matter. Now he followed him to 
the table and tried to carry off his discomfiture by an attempt at gayety. 

** I'll attend to you with the greatest of pleasure, my dear fellow ; but youHl sit doym 
and have a glass of wine first. Let me introduce you to my friend LAwton." 

Rex bowed slightly, but he made no effort to sit down. 

<' I am soriy to disturb Mr. Lawton," he said, gravely, **but I sl^iU not detain you 
long, Halkett." 

Mr. Lawton immediately rose, and begging Mr. Reverdon not to.mentipn it, said he 
would run down to his own rooms for half an hour, until the interview was completed. 

"Nonsense, man I" cried HaUvCtt. "Sit down agoiii. Why, hang it, Ileverdon, 
■surely your business cannot be of so pressing a nature that it can't wait for a little 
while. Let's finish our dinners in peace first. 

" You'll think me very importunate," said Rex, "but I must ask you to attend to me 
at once, Halkett. I have but one question to ask you, and then my business is over; 
but I must have an immediate answer." 

Rex's face looked very stem and grave ; Halkett's, pale and nervous, though he tried 
to be debonair through it all; and Lawton, not liking the aspect of things, insisted 
upon leaving the friends to themselves. 

" You must allow me to have my own way, Halkett," he Bald, in answer to that gen- 
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tleman's renewed entreaty that he would not move. " When Mr. Reverdon's business ts 
settled, he can let me know as he goes out, and then I will return, if you wish it.'* But 
there was something in both the men's looks which made Mr. Lawton think, and with 
justice, that it was probable that the festlyities for that evening were closed. 

Lizzie AshtoD, firom her lookout between the folding-doors, noticed that as soon as 
Mr. Lawton had taken his departure Rex Reverdon, still standing, drew closer to the 
man he called his ^'ftlend," and that Halkett seemed to cower beneath his glance, al- 
though there was a mixture of defiance and malice in the look with which he returned 
ft. 

** Halkett," said Rex, ** my visit here is explained in a very few words. There has 
been a mistake somewhere, I think ; at least, I can suppose it to be nothing but a mis- 
take. I had a writ served on me this afternoon, by Issachar." 

Halkett had felt certain of what was coming, directly he had seen Rex's pale, stem 
flace in his doorway. He had known it would come, sooner or later; but he had scarce- 
ly expected it as soon as this. Why, the three months was only up yesterday. He had 
intended tp be well out of the way before affldrs came to a crisis, but as it had fallen 
out otherwise, the only thing to be done was to put a bc^d f)»ce on the matter and brave 
it out. 

u ^eii » jje gajj^^ sitting down in his chair again, though Rex was still standing 

and looking at the other, coolly. 

" Well," repeated Rex, " you know what for, Halkett, without my telling you. Has 
that money never been paid? Ton told me at the time that you were certain of receiv- 
ing it in a few weeks." 

" Money I " replied Halkett. " What money? You're talking riddles to me, Rever- 
don." 

<* It's no good beating about the bush, Halkett, and I must say I didnt expect it of 
you either. When I put my name to that bill fbr two thousand pounds for you, didnt 
you tell me that yon were certain of getting the money within a few weeks, and that it 
was a mere matter of form? " 

Mr. Halkett gave a kind of light, pitying laugh, as if his Mend was a little mad, or a 
little drunk, or a great fdol. 

" I wish you'd sit down, Reverdon, and explain yourself a little more clearly. I reall|r 
don't know what you're talking about." 

At this, all the veins in Rex's fkir forehead stood out in sudden darkness, his bluer 
eyes flashed almost black with rage, the color mounted painfhlly into his face, and h£s 
voice trembled with excitement. 

** Are yon playing with me, Mr. Halkett, or do you think I am a man to stand insult 
quietly? Do you mean to tell me that you have entirely forgotten that I signed a bill 
for you, at Wimbledon, three months ago, for the sum I mentioned, and that the words 
I have repeated passed between us at the time ? " 

" Most entirely. I've put my name to plenty of bills for yourself^ in days gone by, 
but I never asked a friend yet to sign for me. You're thinking of somebo(fy else, 
perhaps." 

" You don*t remember coming to me at Wimbledon last November, when you were 
afl*aid of being arrested; and walking up and down my dressing-room whilst I was 
dressing ; and my signing the bill at the same time — a bill for two thousand pounds — 
which you said you had sent to your fisher on the occasion of your sisters* marriages, 
and that he had promised to repay you before ? you don't remember this, Halkett ? " 

♦* I have told you before, my dear Reverdon, that I do fwt. You may have obliged 
somebody else in the same way, or this may be a little chimera of an over- heated brain. 
Have you been drinking this afternoon ? " 

** Do you wdnt me to fell you where you stand, Halkett?" replied Rex, his muscular 
frame shaking with his rage, " or to call you — what I would have called myself fli:st, 
yesterday — a scoundrel ? " 

♦* You can call me what you like, my dear fellow,** returned Halkett, as he helped him- 
self to wine, although the unsteady manner In which he did so proved that his calmness 
was only assumed, *'or you may knock me down, if you choose, but you can't alter 
facts. I wish you'd sit down yourself and be a little less violent, for I should like to 
argue this matter with you. You assert that you put your name to a bill for two thou- 
sand pounds for me, three months ago. Now let us Just look at things in a calm and 
reasonable Ught : if you did so, where's my receipt for the money? " 

As Rex heard these words drop deliberately one after another from the flalse mouth 
of his *^ friend," he started. He started at first as people start when bad news is com- 
munioated to them too suddenly. That receipt t he had never received it — as I told 
you before. The sending of it had been delayed on Mr. Halkett's part, from day to 
day ; and when Rex remembered the omission, his own pride, and his fear lest hiis 
''friend" would suppose be doubted his honor; would forbid his asking for it. And as 
the months went on, and Rex heard nothing more about the bill, he concluded the 
iBoneyhad been paid; Halkett had said thafea few wseks would ses matters settled, 
17 
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and if he had not received the money, he would certainly hove Informed him; so Bex 
Kcverdon, in his own honesty, thought. But he proved to have been bitterly mistaken; 
not only on account of the loss to himself. The bitterest thing of all in this world ; harder 
than the loss of wealth or health or fHends, is the discovery that one whom you have 
loved and trusted has deceived you ; that what you thought all truth, towards at least 
yourself, has been one great falsehood fi*om beginning to end. This was the pain JXex 
Reverdon had to bear when the words dropped from Henry Halkett's mouth, ** Where's 
my receipt for the money?** This was the shock that made the light fade out of his ' 
angry eyes ; the comers of his mouth droop ; the uplifted hand drop nerveless to his 
side. He had loved this man, after the fkshion of men's love for their own sex. He 
had believed in him, trusted him always, been ready to do anything for him, and to up- 
hold him behind his back to the very end. And this was his return I 

** Where's my receipt for the money? ** 

With those words his faith in man seemed to pale and fade away; his hold upon the 
world to loosen; his spirit to turn inwards, and cry, ** There is no truth in friendship, 
no help, since Halkett has turned traitor.*' 

He felt all this, — but he had not the time to think it over. As he stood conlVonting 
what had been his " friend," after those cruel words which had killed the belief in so 
much that was good and beautifhl in Rex's breast .had escaped him, his eyes calmly 
meeting the dark looks of Halkett's, searching him through and through, untU the 
other's dropped beneath his gaze; Lizzie Ashton, watching the two attentively through 
her chink in the folding-doors, thought that Rex looked like a king, and Halkett like a 
slave. Still more so when, his first excitement over, Rex dropped into a chair, and 
with his head buried in his hands, said, " God forgive you, Halkett." Then there was 
deep silence for a few moments, only broken by one or two gasping sobs from the injured 
man, given to the memory of the afiTection which had just died. Only for a few mo- 
ments ; at the end of that time Rex Reverdon was erect again, looking none the less 
proud for having given way to that heaven-born weakness ; but when he spoke, his 
voice was entirely changed; it was cold, constrained, and very dignified. 

" Halkett," he said, ** your last words need no reply of mine, your own conscience 
will supply it to you. They have served, however, to show me your intentions. It is 
no use my wasting. more time here. If it had been any man but you, that had behaved 
to me with such unmitigated scoundrelism, I wouldn't have left him unmarked in 
this room to-night ; but no blows, not blood itself, could wipe out the injury I have re- 
ceived from you this day. You have taken a base advantage of my credulity and trust 
in your honor ; but it Is the last time you will have the opportunity. I spare you, to- 
night ; but don't let me meet you in this life again; or I will not answer for the conse- 
quences." 

He did not remind him of the worldly injury which would accrue to himself; he 
never told him that, not having the money to pay the bill with, arrest must follow the 
issuing of that writ. Halkett had done him so much greater a harm that day than the 
loss of any money, or an arrest of any number of months' standing could be, that it was 
not worth the while of his noble nature to reproach him with the lesser evil. 

As the last words issued from his lips, he took up his hat and left the room — left it 
without anpther look, either of reproach or anger. What was there left for him to 
look at? The room was virtually empty to him; the friend he had loved and trusted 
had gone from him forever. Only a scoundrel remained there, whose name hencefoj> 
ward he should consider it beneath his lips to form. 

As the door closed behind him with a heavy slam, Lizzie Ashton came fbrth from her 
hiding-place, her cheeks all a-flame, and her looks indignant at the interview to which 
she had been a witness. Halkett had forgotten her presence in the other room, and as 
she surprised him, gazing moodily upon the spot Just vacated by his ii\]ured friend, he 
almost started. 

** I had forgotten you, Lizzie," he said. 

" Had you? " she returned ; " it's more than I have you. What have you got to say 
for yourself now, Mr. Halkett? Yours is a safe honor to confide in. I shall take ad- 
vantage of it next time I want a trusty friend." 

<^ What do you mean? " he rejoined, angrily. " You heard, I suppose, what I said to 
Reverdon. It's a mistake on his part; he's been drinking, or something of the sort." 

** A mistake I " she repeated, scomfhlly ; " it may serve your purpose to say so when 
you try to dupe your best friend; but you must go on another tack with me, Mr, Hal- 
kett. I thought you promised me you wouldn't fleece him." 

" What on earth was I to do? " almost whined Halkett, in his endeavors to excuse 
himself to the angry woman who stood before him. **I must have had money, or I 
should have' been arrested myself. I did write to my father to advance me the sum, 
but he couldn't ; it wasn't my fla-ult." 

*' And what about that two thousand you lent to your f)&ther yourself? when is that 
forthcoming?" 

<< Oh I that was a little rtue, I allow/' said Halkett. ** Come, Lizzie, it's not so bad 
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B8 yoa would wish to make out. Rcverdon's got lots of money ; he will just pay it out 
of his capital, and there will be an end of it. He'll make it np some way by and by, but 
it would have been the ruin of me." 

** And you don't think about losing his ftiendship, then ; I suppose that goes for noth- 
ing in the scale.^ 

'* Well ! there are as good men as him in the world, Lizzie ; and if there were not, it 
makes little difl'erence to me, as long as one woman remains." And he attempted some 
little gallantry with her, but she repulsed him with scorn. 

" What do you intend to do? " she said, shortly. ** You're not going to stay here, I 
suppose." 

J^ow Mr. Halkett was very well aware of what he was going to do, but he had no 
wish to communicate his plans just at present to Miss Ashton, so he said, — 
"Why not?" 

" Why not? " she repeated; "why, because your name will be a byword, in another 
twelve hours, throughout the length and breadth of London, and I don't suppose you 
will like that, although I should think you were accustomed to a good deal of mild exe- 
cration ttom various quarters already." 

He didn't like her sneers, but he took no notice of them; his object just now was to 
conciliate her, and to get her home. 

" Well, Lizzie," he said, "perhaps I may leave town, and perhaps I may not; at all 
events, I'll talk it over with you to-morrow. What time will be convenient for you to 
see me?" 
" Why not to-night? " she asked. 

" Because I have business which cannot be put off for to-night, and I was just going 
to ask, if I should get a cab and take you home first; or perhaps Lawton would do it ; 
only of course, Lizzie, I needn't tell you that this little breeze between Beverdon and 
myself must be kept quiet, for the present." 
" You seem very anxious to get rid of me," she, said, in answer. 
" Ko, I never am that," he replied ; ** only my business, to-night, won't wait." 
"Like poor Bex's," she returned. " Well, I'll go home, then, to accommodate you, 
HalkeU." 

She knew he was deceiving her, and that he was hatching plans in his head uncon- 
nected with herself. He was not aftaid of her betraying his secret to a stranser, and 
therefore he confided her to the guardianship of Mr. Lawton for her journey home, a 
charge which that gentleman was only too pleased to accept. But before she left the 
chambers. Miss Ashton contrived to get speech of the same old woman who had at- 
tended on poor little Lucy when she took tea there, and often performed similar offices 
for Lizzie Ashton. Slipping half a crown into her hand, she whispered to her to come 
up to her address in the Strand, either that evening, or early the next morning, as she. 
wanted to speak to her on particular business, which the woman promised she would 
do. 

" Whatever plans he may have in his head," she thought to herself, as she drove 
home, " I will outwit them as fiir as it may tend to my own benefit. Mr. Halkett will 
not manage to get quit of me quite so easily as he has done of that poor dear Bex. 
I'd outwit him, if only to take revenge on Imn for the way in which he has behaved 
this night." 

Which meditations, though very interesting to the lady herself, made her so absent 
and reserved, in comparison with what she had been before, with young Lawton, that 
that gentleman could only suppose that Halkett had made a discovery of their incipient 
flirtation, and been already administering cautions to Miss Ashton on the subject, which 
supposition was fhrther confirmed on their arrival at the lady's apartments, by her 
summarily dismissing him at the door with a brief " good-night," and a few words to 
the cfibct that she had so much to do that evening, that she couldn't ask him to walk 
in ; which last blow sent Mr. Lawton home in a most despondent and unhappy frame of 
mind, and with a strong inclination to punoh somebody's head, even his dear friend, 
Mr. lialkett's, if he couldn't find any one better. 

And in the mean while Bex Beverdon was journeying towards his home with any- 
thing but enviable feelings, as he remembered that he had to break the news of his 
impending arrest to his wife. Now that it was too late, he felt what a fool he had 
made of himself, and for the old ftdling too — the impossibility of saying "No." The 
money was not his own, he should have remembered that; he had no right, on his. 
wife's account to lend, even as a " matter of form " (what a mockery those words 
seemed to him, now !), without taking a proper receipt in exchange. But then he had 
trusted him so. Yes 1 as. the thought of Aoto much he had trusted fiashed across poor 
Bex's mind, and how much he had been deceived, the softening infiuence, which the 
first knowledge of that deception had had upon him, passed away, and in its place he 
could only remember the iiijury he had sustained, — remember it, with a heaving breast 
and a clenched fist, and feel as if his hand was against every man's, and every man's 
hand against him. Who loved him, out of all the world? His mother, Pearl Ashton, 
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Halkett, h&d all dropped, as it were, and crombled away beneath his feet, at the vevy 
time he had needed their help, comfort, or assistance most. Gabriel had loved him 
once, better than any one else, but even Gabriel had grown to love Isobel better than 
him ; he could see it plainly, he had seen it, not without a degree of jealousy, for 
months past. As for Isobel herself, who had appeared at one time so lovmg and 
devoted to his eveiy want, she positively shunned hhn now, so lie imagined, though she 
often wept over an idea as foolish respecting himself. But as these various thoughts 
passed through the mind of Rex, they hardened him. He had tried to love them all, 
so he told himself, and they wouldn't be loved; it was no use thinking about it any 
more, there was no such thing as love in the world. He had made a fool of himself 
and he must suffer for it. No need to make a greater, by humbling htinself before bis 
wife, and acknowledging he had been in the wrong to risk her money. She would 
most likely take advantage of it, by turning round upon him; women liad no middle 
course, they either were your tyrants or your slaves, and he had no notion of a woman 
assuming the rule over him. Besides which, it was his own money after all. What 
was hers was his, and he was answerable to no one for what he did with his own. 
Occupied by thoughts like these, wrung from him by his pain and urgent want of 8yn]^ 
pathy, Rex Reverdon approached his home in no happy humor. His wife was iurdoors, 
for she had not been well lately, and the cold weather tried her strength, so she seldom 
went out in the evening. She was sitting reading before the fire in the dining-room, 
and though she looked up with a smile as he entered, and said, *' Well, Rex," she did 
not spring to welcome him as she used to do in the first days of their married lifier, 
when they lived at Paris together. 

" IVe got a piece of news fbr you, Isobel," he said, abruptly, as he came up to the 
fireplace and stood before it, warming himself. *' I don't know whether youfll call it 
good news or bad. YouTe going to get rid of me for a time." 

She thought, perhaps, he had received some invitation into the country, and ex« 
pressed no surprise. 

" Where are you going to, Rex? Down to your grandflather's? '* 

<< No ; not quite so far as that, my dear, though it may lead me a little farther in 
time, perhaps. I'm going into the Queen's Bench, Isobel. I shall be arrested in a few 
d^ys." 

She neither exclaimed nor cried out, for she was a woman not given to expressing 
her deepest emotions by words, but she grew excessively pale, and her hand grasped 
the side of the arm-chair in which she sat. 

" Reginald, you are not in earnest ! " she said, presently. 

" Never was more so in my life," he rejoined, with an attempt at laughter. " I'm 
regularly in for it, Isobel. I signed my name to a bill for two thousand pounds, for a 
A'iend, about three months back, and he has left me to pay it, as a return for my kind- 
ness." 

" But you hold his receipt? " said Isobel, who was sufficiently a woman of business 
to know it was the usual thing to do. 

" I took none," he rejoined, carelessly. 

" And the fi-iend is Mr. Halkett? " said Isobel, hastily. 

" Who told you so? " he asked. 

" I guessed it," she said. " I mistrusted that man l^m the commencement." 

" It's more than I did," answered Rex. " He has proved like everybody else in this 
world, — worthless. But don't let us talk of him. I'd rather forget there was ever 
such a person in existence. The f^ct remains, that I shall be arrested in the course of 
ten days." 

"Never!" said Isobel, rising ftom her chair in her excitement. "What, for two 
thousand pounds. Rex? We must pay it out of the ciipital." 

" We can't touch the capital, Isobel ; it's tied down too securely." 

" But your mother will lend it, will she not ? Ask her." 

At the mention of his mother, Rex's face .darkened. His last appeal to her for help 
in his distress was only too vividly remembered by him. 

" No, by heavens, I won't 1 " he exclaimed, bringing his foot down with a vehement 
Btamp, " and I forbid you to mention the subject to her, Isobel. When I'm in quod, 
you can tell her the reason of my non-appearance, if she inquires, but not before." 

" But how is it to be paid then. Rex? " 

" By quarterly instalments) twenty-five pounds a quarter (if you can spare so much 
from your income), by which means we can clear it off in about twenty years, more or 
less, and in the mean while I may have grown steadier. The Queen's Bench is a splen- 
did place to live in, I've heard. No end of larks going on, aU the year round, only you 
can't get any pheasant shooting. I shall be out again in twenty years, Isobel." 

" Oh, Rex I don't talk like that. Tou know I will pay off the debt as S9on as ever Z 
can." 

" Ahl I suppose you will be ashamed to confess you've got a husband in JaU» woa't 
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joa? Women are something like rats, Isob^, Bint they? It's tibeir fiis»hit>n to desert 
a fSBlling house. I suppose I shall hardly know you again when I come out." 

And although it was qutte early, he took up his bedroom candlestick and walked off 
to bed. She stood by the fire where he had -left her, her tears fast dropping upon her 
clasped hands. Oh 1 if he wouldn't speak to her in that waty, she thought — if he would 
only be in earnest — it would be so much less hard to bear. She felt it deeply, but 
she could hardly believe yet that it was true. Her Rex, — her kind, generous, noble- 
hearted Bex, — whom, though he could not care for her, she so much loved and cher- 
ished, dragged off to a prison, like any common man, any low thief or murderer. For 
Isobel, with the generality of her sex, had very strange notions with respect to the 
incarceration of gentlemen for debt, and pictured her husband as being treated and 
regarded no better than a felon. He would not let her try to save him ; he had forbid- 
den her speaking to his mother; but she must make one attempt. She must see 
Colonel Clementon, and ask his advice ; for Colonel Clementon, our hero's quondam 
guardian, had been nominated one of the trustees, sorely against his will, for Isobel's 
marriage settlement, when her husband had had the deed altered in the favor of herself 
and her heirs. When she had determined upon this, she Kelt calmer. So dreadful a 
misfortune could never really come upon them. Colonel Clementon, who had all their 
money in his hands, must be able to do 'something to help them. Sootiied by this idea, 
and still more by the prayers which she sent up to heaven, to send them aid in their 
extremity, Isobel soon followed her husband to their sleeping apartment. But she did 
not gain speech of him again that night, for he pretended to be asleep, in order that she 
should not speak to him; and though Isobel saw plainly through the ruse, she would 
BOt let him know it, for fear of making him angry. But the first thing after breakfast 
the next morning, she went up to Spanish Place, to consult her trustee upon the mat- 
ter. Rex didn't know of her intention. He was quietly Bmoking in the dining-room as 
she slipped out of the hall door, and if he had seen her, he would not have been likely 
to inquire her destination. The husband and wife were too mnch separated now to 
permit them to express interest in each other's plans, whatever they really felt. 

Isobel easily found the old Colonel at home, at an early hour. He was still, althou^ 
much aged in the last few years, so much of a beau that he would have denied admit- 
tance to any lady, whilst he was in his slippers and dressing-gown, had not Isobel's 
entreaty to see him at once been so urgent, and her presence in Spanish Place at all 
such an unusual occurrence, that Colonel Clementon felt there must be something 
serious the matter, and therefore was forced to give in. As soon as she had gained 
access to his presence, she told him the state of the case in a very few words, aud then 
waited for his advice upon it. To tell you the truth, I am afhiid the old Colonel did 
not at first quite believe that statement about signing the bill for a friend and taking no 
receipt for the same. It was very unlike the act of a man like Rex Reverdon, vrho had 
been so mixed up during his lifetime with money affairs. He considered it a story 
which the young man had trumped up, to deceive his wife with regard to some pecca- 
dillo or extravagance of his own. The poor old Colonel had not led a very quiet life 
himself; he knew that Rex had married the w(»nan before him without any great 
amount of regard for her (most of Rex's Mends had found that out), and his private 
opinion was, that he had outrun the constable on his own account, and given his wife 
this improbable account of his proceedings as a blind. But two thousand pounds ; it 
was a large sum. '*Too bad, idtogether too bad!" the old Colonel thought, as he 
pondered over the statement which Isobel had laid before him, his eyes upon the ground 
and his fingers up to his nose ; yet he had not the heart to tell her what he suspected. 
She looked, though careworn, so pretty and so interesting as she sat there before him, 
her hands clasped together, her eyes fixed upon his face, in eaniest suspense. 

^* Too bad of Rex, too bad altogether," repeated the old Colonel, as he met the plead- 
ing look of those sad eyes again. 

** But you can help him. Colonel Clementon, cant yon? " she asked. 

*' How, my dear lady ? " he demanded ia his turn. 

" By letting us have the money out of the principal ; it's very little. Colonel Clemen- 
ton, — only two thousand out of thirty, — it will make scarcely any difference to our 
income ; but if it did, what consequence would that be, compared to my husband's 
being arrested?" 

Colonel Clementon took a chair opposite to Isobel, and looked her well in the fiice. 

♦* My dear Mrs. Reverdon," he said, " I thought I had a better woman of business 
before me than your words imply. Don't you know that it is just as impossible for me 
to touch your principal, even to save your lives, as it would be for you? When Rex 
had the marriage settlement altered, he had your money settled upon you and your 
heirs. No one has any power to touch it. It belongs to your children ; unless you die 
without iBsne, iii which case you may will it away ; but you cannot use it during your 
lifetime. If Rex had left the deed as you designed it, it would h&re been a veiy differ* 
ent thing." 
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** Oh t I wish he had, I wish he had I " exclaimed Isobel, wringing her hands in her 
distress. 

" I don't think yon should wish so, my dear Mrs. Reverdon," replied Colonel Clemen- 
ton, *< and I don't think if Rex is what I have always taken him to be, that he would 
wish so, cither. He only did what was right in that case, and in this I am afiraid he 
must suffer for his own extravagance. He had no excuse for it." 

" It was not his extravagance, Colonel Clementon," said the poor wife, almost angry,- 
«* it was his generosity to a dishonorable man that has broujujht him into this trouble." 

The old gentleman smiled, but no more, he didn't quite believe that story yet. 

" Has Rex no fHends to help liim out of his scrape, Mrs. Reverdon? " 

*\ None, I am afhiid, for he has forbidden my speaking to Lady Charlotte about it, 
and there is no one else." 

" I don't think it would be of any use troubling Lady Charlotte upon the subject," 
said Colonel Clementon, who knew that lady both personally and by report. " /am 
unfortunately unable to offer any assistance in the matter, Mrs. Reverdon, as you must 
know, and " 

^'Ohl I am quite aware of that, "she answered, hastily; *<but what is to be done, 
Colonel Clementon ? What will be the best thing to do ? " 

"I will go over to Wimbledon, and speak to your husband myself, Mrs. Reverdon, 
and then I shall be able, perhaps, to tell you better. If he really cannot raise the money, 
and the law takes its course, the only thing to do will be to pay off the debt as soon as 
you can out of your income ; come, it won't take long, any way," added the old man, 
soothingly, for Isobel's fkce, as the hopes she had built upon this interview dissolved, 
looked very blank; "they'll seize your effects, you know, and they'll go for a good 
deal." 

"I shouldn't care what they took," she said; "they may take the clothes off my 
back, if they like, if they'd only leave me Rex. Oh ! Colonel Clementon," she added, 
in a burst of distress, as she got up and clasped the old man's arm, " do save him flrom 
being arrested I Do save my husband from such a disgrace ! I'd rather work for my 
own bread — I'd give up everything I possess — every shilling of our next year's in? 
come — if you could only save him from what I know will give him such lasting pain," 

Her tearftil face was beaming with love as she mentioned her husband's name ; her 
hands, clasped nervously over his arm, tightened their grasp as her excitement in- 
creased. Colonel Clementon, always very impressible where the falcsex was concerned, 
found himself almost ready to cry, in unison with the grief-stricken woman beside him, 
and had to blow his nose several times before he could answer her question and 
maintain his dignity at the same time. 

" Look here, my dear," he said, dropping his formal address, in his sympathy, " I'U 
be over at Wimbledon this afternoon, and I'll do all I can for him, you may rest assured. 
But the interest of your money is paid quarterly, and we cannot forestal it. But now 
you go back to your husband, like a sood girl, and we'll see what can be done this 
afternoon." 

She suffered him to influence her, and she went home like " a good girl," which 
means like other people, and without going into hysterics in the train. Colonel 
Clementon was coming in the afternoon. There was still that to look forward to, and 
against all hope, she tried to persuade herself that, if he thought it worth while to go 
down to Wimbledon about, there must be some hope somewhere. 

But the old Colonel knew better. His meditations, after she had left him, were any- 
thing but favorable to her cause. 

" She's a fine woman," he thought, " and if that young scamp Rex isn't behaving 
well to her he ought to be hung for it. By George, I never saw such a hand and foot 
as she has I they are perfect models ! The fellow who would let such a hand work for 
its bread ought to be shot. I must run over to Wimbledon, as I promised her, but if 
what she says is true, it can be of no use. Rex is in hot water again, and he must pay 
for it. The law doesn't allow a man more than one heiress at a time." 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

FBOM DOVER TO CALAIS. 

FOOB old Nurse and Lucy, and two black boxes, were at the London Bridge Station 
punctually at two o'clock the next afternoon, to meet Mr. Henry Halkett, as he had 
desired. For, notwithstanding all the old woman's righteous indignation at her nurs- 
ling being " shifted off to foreign parts " at twelve hours* notice, she was in reality 
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too much aflraid of " Mr. Henry " to dispute his will, and had sat up the whole of the 
preceding night to pack her child*s boxes, and mend her '< bits of things." And poor 
little Lucy, to whom tiie impending separation from the last link which bound her to 
Ealing, where she had passed so many happy, innocent days, had come with a very 
sudden wrench, averred that no earthly powers could make her sleep that night, and 
had sat up in company with her nurse ; and here she was at the railway station, punctual 
Indeed, but with a very pale Aice, and red eyes, looking all the paler and redder from 
contrast with her heavy crape bonnet and veil. The day was cuttingly cold, and the 
afternoon very dark. In the large station-rooms the fires were burning bright, and the 
gas was already lighted. 

«* You sit down by the fire, my precious lamb," urged the old nurse to Lucy, " for 
you're all of a tremble, and I'll keep a lookout for Mr. Henry (drat him!)," she added, 
9otto voce^ " he's sure to come to the ladies' waiting-room the very first thing." 

In which old nurse was right, for a very few minutes after, Mr. Halkett's dark eyes 
and hook nose were seen peering in at the entrance of that sacred place. He was 
laden with travelling rugs and umbrellas, and seemed in a great hurry, and not the best 
of tempers. 

"Oh! you're here, are you?" he said, as the old woman dropped him a courtsey. 
« Where are your boxes ? " 

*' On the platform, sir. The porter has labeled them. Only two, sir, a black trunk 
and a can vas-covered " 

" All right ! " he answered, shortly. '< I shall be ready directly." And having seen 
aft«r the boxe?, Mr. Halkett turned his steps towards the re&eshment-room. It was 
bitterly cold; a nip of brandy would do him good. " Curse it ! " he muttered to him- 
self. " Why the deuce can't I forget it? It was the only thing I could do, and when 
there is but one course open a man has no choice. Here, give me some brandy, will 
you ? " he said to the young lady behind the refreshment counter, who, not being used 
to be asked in that style, shook her black curls and blue ribbons in the most disdainM 
manner, as sl^ handed him the glass, and immediately directed her attention to some 
more gallant customer. It was about this time that Mr. Halkett first observed that 
some one was watching his proceedings — a lady dressed in deep mourning, with a 
thick veil over her fiice, who had walked into the reAreshmient-room shortly after him- 
self, and was buying some biscuits at the ftirther end. He could only tell it by the 
turn of her head, for her veil was so thick as entirely to conceal her features. He had 
been allowing his feelings to have ftill play upon his face until then ; but with the dis- 
covery that he was watched, his natural conceit with respect to women came to his 
aid, and he tried to look more agreeable. Elizabeth Ashton observed the change at 
once. 

«« You think you are very clever, Mr. Halkett," she thought, " in running away on 
the sly, and getting rid of poor Rex and me at the same time, but the knowledge doesn't 
bring you peace, and you've reckoned without your host. You and I don't part, at all 
events, without a little settlement of old scores." • 

She kept well in the shadow of the refreshment room and the railway platform until 
Halkett had conveyed his cousin Lucy into a carriage, but she never lost sight of him, 
except when he went into the ladies' waiting-room. He was not there two minutes. 

*♦ Come, Lucy," he said, ** I'm quite ready now, and I'll put you into a carriage. The 
train goes in five minutes. Now, nurse, I can't wait for any kissing and crying. You 
should have got all that over before you came here." 

And with only one hasty embrace the poor old woman was compelled to part with 
the child from whom she had never been separated a single night since the first day 
she was laid, a little helpless, motherless infeuit, in her arms, and that without' any 
hope held out of their ever meeting again. 

" I can't stopHo see the train move off," said the fisiithAil creature, as she walked 
sobbing out of the station. " I feel as if I should scream after it, for it's like parting 
with my own heart, it is, to give up my child. I shall never feel like the same woman 
again, and the sooner I die now the better I shall be pleased." 

In the meanwhile Henry Halkett, looking first to see if it was empty, esconced Lucy 
in a first-class carriage, and then calling a porter, affectionately pressed his hand. 

** I say, porter, I don't want that carriage crowded up. Do you understand? The 
lady and I are going to Dover, and we like to be quiet." 

"All right, sir!" answered the porter, with a wink, locking the carriage-door as 
Halkett went off again on business of his own. But he had not been gone a minute 
before the lady in deep black, with the thick veil over her face, came up to the same 
carriage, and looking in at the window, tried the handle of the door. 

" Porter," she said to the man who had had his hand squeezed by Mr. Halkett, " un- 
lock this door, please." 

" For Dover, ma'am? This way, if you please, ma'am," beckoning her to the next 
compartment; " that carriage Is engaged." 
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Elizabeth Ashton had watched the by-play between Hemry Holkett and the porter^ 
and was in no way daunted by his assertion. 

'^ I wish to get into this carriage/' she repeated ; '< it's no mora engaged than any of 
the others ; and if you don't unlock the door, I shall go and report you to the stiitioa- 
master for taking a bribe from the passengers." 

Her voice was so determined, and her manner so authoritative, that the man was 
forced to comply with her demand, though he swore pretty freely at h^ uodur his 
breath for making herself so unpleasant. When Mr. Halkett came running to secure 
his seat as the last bell was sounding, he found the lady in black seated at the Dartlicr 
end of the carriage, with her face turned towards the window. There was no time for 
expostulation, for the tiain was almost moving; but he turned with an oath to the 
porter, in condemnation of his treachery. 

'' Couldn't help it, sir," said the man, with a penitential air, as he locked up the door 
for the second time ; '* it wasn't my &ult ; she vootdd get in, and we haven't no authori- 
ty over passengers when they insist upon it. I'm very sorry, sir." 

'< I'm very sorry I was such a fool as to do vshat J did,** shouted Halkett after him, as 
the train moved off. " I'll take care I never do it to you again." 

He was really annoyed at finding that Lucy and he were to have company during 
their journey to Dover. However, after all, she was only a very quiet-looking woman 
— a widow most likely, and if she did see a little familiarity between them it didn't 
much signify. She might take them for brother and sister. So he called Lucy to come 
and sit by his side, and covered her feet and knees with the same carriage-rug under 
which he sat himself; and during the dull, tedious Journey he consoled her for parting 
with her old nurse and England by those many caresses and soft words with which he 
was wont to amuse himself when in her presence, and which meant so little to him and 
so much to her. And he talked freely, too, of her residence abroad, of what a nice 
place Fontainebleau was, of the country and the people, and generally ended up his 
descriptions by asking her if she could not be happy there with him? if his presence 
was not better than everything in England put together, or if his love was not ail the 
love she cared to have in the world? And for answer, Lucy's cold liand would steal into . 
his beneath the heavy rug which covered them, and her pale cheeks would flush and her 
heavy eyes droop under his whispered words of affection. And though Elizabeth Ash- 
ton, seated at the Ihrther end of the carriage, kept her eyes religiously turned the other 
way, scarcely an action escaped her notice, or a whisper her ear. She heard them all, 
and could imagine for herself the fluttering pleasure which succeeded them on the girl's 
part, from the few frirtive glimpses that she did catch of her childish, blushing face, the 
same face, she at once recognized, as she had seen in the stage-box at the Prince's The* 
atre one night. 

'< Cousin I " she thought, remembering Halkett's words upon that occasion. *^ 1 don't 
believe she's any more his cousin than I am. He always had a false tongue. He's tak- 
ing that girl across with him for no good ; and if she is as innocent as she looks, I will 
undeceive her before she crosses. If not, it's nothing to me, as long as he settles our 
little account." 

The journey to Dover took a long time, and was a wearisome journey to most of the 
travellers. There is only one class of people that never And anything slow, so long as 
they are together^ and that is the dass in which poor little Lucy Halkett had been en- 
rolled by fate and her cousin Henry during the last six months — people in love. To 
her thrice the amount of hours would have flown as these did, only too tost; and when 
the Dover Station at last appeared in sight, it was with a sigh of disappointment that 
she unclasped her hand from his warm touch, and removed her feet from the charming 
proximity to her cousin's which they had enjoyed during the journey, in order to use 
them in conveying her body out of the carriage, and into the cold of a February after- 
noon. But the Bteam-packet for Calais was to start that evening at nine o'clock, so 
there was no time to be lost. Henry Halkett aaid as much when he handed the girl out 
of the train. 

*< Sit down on that bench, Lucy, whilst I look after, the boxes ; we shall only have 
time to get some dinner at the George Hotel before we think of going on board." And 
he hurried away to watch the luggage-van discharge its cargo. 

Elizabeth Ashton left the carrii^e at the same time, but she had no luggage to look' 
after. She walked through the station at once, and when Halkett was puttiog his 
cousin and her belongings into a fly, he observed the same lady in black who had jour- 
neyed from London with them standing on the outside platform watching their 
departure. He thought she was waiting for a cab also, and hurried his movements 
accordingly. 

' ^* To the Geoige ! " he said to the cabman, putting his head out of the window the 
last thing before they moved off. 

<< To the George ! " repeated Elizabeth Ashton to the poirter who handed her into a 
similar commodity soon afterwards. 
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And the two cabs drew op at the haU entranoe to the hotel in qiiestion wiChia a few 
minutes of each other. 

The landlady hod followed the first arrivals into her best sitting-room, and stood 
yrsMing their orders for refireshm^nt. 

<' Shall we have tea or dinner, Lucy? " asked Halkett, appealing to his cousin. 

Lucy, of course — like all school-girlB — " didn't care which" though she was as hun- 
gry as Sffae could be, so Ha]kett chose for her, and ** dinner to be ready as soon as pos- 
sible," was the consequence. The landlady had only just left the room when the second 
cab drove up to the hotel, and the lady in black, catching sight of Halkett's figure 
through the open door firom the hall, walked into the room that they occupied, without 
the sl^htest ceremony, and seated herself by the fire. As she did so, Lucy looked at 
her cousin Henry in astonishment, and he ventured a remonstrance with the unwelcome 
Intruder. 

" I tliink you've made a mistake," he said; *' this room is engaged." 

*< No 1 I haven't made a mistake," she answered quietly. 

Directly he heard her voice he knew who it was. 

*^ Good heavens ! Lizzie," he said, ^' what brings you here? " 

Then she Ufted her veil, and looked at him. 

" What brings you here, Halkett? " she answered. " I suppose you have forgotten 
you made an appointment with me this aftennoon to talk ' matters over.' As you appear 
to have done so, I thought it best to come and talk them over with you here. I have a 
few words to say to you before you evaporate entirely." 

The tone of her voice and the eiqpressionof her eyes, bo less than her speech, warned 
Mr. Halkett that this was to be no friendly interview, and he fired up accordingly. 

'' How dare you follow me in this manner? " he demanded threateningly, '' I am not 
accountable ibr my movements to you or to any one, nor accustomed to be questioned 
either. If yon expect to extract any information tpom me on that subject by forcing 
your presence upon me here you will be disappointed." 

'' I have not the slightest wish to know where you are going or when," she answered ; 
^ your leaving England, personally is not of the least consequence to me, but your leav- 
ing it without any notice is another thing. Where's the money that you've promised 
me ? You've cheated your Mend Reverdon out of two thousand pounds, you can at least 
aiford tp be honest towards me ! " 

<* Coi^ound you I " he said in his rage, as he turned towards her, '* what do you mean 
by speaking in that way to me, and before this child? " 

« Who is the child ? " she answered quietly, looking round at Lucy. ^ If she's going 
across the water under your protection I should think it would be rather an advantage 
to her to have her eyes opened to your true character before she does so." 

'* This room is mine, and I'll thank you to leave it, Miss Ashton," said Halkett, 
furious. 

«* When I have got what I came fbr," she replied, ** not before. You've led me into 
expenses, Halkett, for the last six months that I should never have run into, but for 
your promise to defimy them. You made me take those lodgings in the Strand, you 
persuaded me to adopt riding on horseback, you coaxed me into giving little dinners 
and little suppers, into attending places of amusement, the expenses of which I could 
Bot afford ; into wearing dresses, the prices of which I could not afford; and your ex- 
cuse for all and each was, * I wUl pay it — trust me for that — send all your bills to me.' 
Kow that you have got money — by deceiving one of the best and most generous of 
friends — you try to sneak out of England with your ill-gotten gains in your pocket, and 
leave me in the lurch, to strug^e with my debts — the debts you led me to incur, as I 
best may. Where's the two thousand pounds, Mr. Halkett? what have you done with 
U ? You can scarcely have got rid of the whole sum already." 

*' I suppose you expect me to hand it over to yon bodily," he ansv^ered; <* it would 
be like one of your mild requests if you did." 

** I expect you to hand some of it over to me," she replied, ''and I don*t intend to 
leave this rooim till you do. I thought you had some crooked plan bi your head last 
night, when you were so very anxious to get rid of me ; but you will have to live a little 
longer, Mr. Halkett, if you wish to circumvent a woman who suspects you, and I have 
sever doae otherwise." 

*' Will you leave my room? " now demanded Halkett, in a tone which seemed as if ho 
expected to be obeyed. 

'' No« I wont," she answered, shortly, as she still remained seated. 

« Then," said Mr. Halkett, ringing the bell, <' I shall be under the unpleaflAat necessi- 
ty of compelling you to do so." 

Still she showed no signs of fear, or even distnrbaince ; but loosing her bonnet-striiigs 
and veil, laid them upon the chair next to her. 

*' Waiter I " said Halkett, m the servant answered his summons ; " this lady relUses 
to leave the room which we have engaged ibr onxsQlves* Will yo« sbow her into «ii<»th- 
er, if you please?" 
18 
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The waiter advanced to Lizzie Ashton, and requested her to move. 

" I shall do no snch thing," she said. ** I came down to Dover to see this gentleman, 
and I shall stay in the same room with him." 

" Bat yon can*t do so, ma'am ; not if the gentleman objects. You must please to quit 
this room with me, ma'am. This is a private room, ma'am." 

" Hold your tongne I " she said, in her old sharp voice. 

The waiter looked at Heniy Halkett with an air of deprecation. What was he to do ? 
He conld not nse violence. 

*' This is perfectly unbearable I " exclaimed that gentleman. ** Waiter* — where's the 
landlord? I shall speak to him about it. People are not to be insulted in their own 
rooms." And he followed the man out of the apartment for that purpose. As soon as 
he was gone, Elizabeth Ashton started up Arom her seat and drew near to Lucy. That 
poor child's eyes had been nearly starting out of her head with horror and amazement 
at the interview she had witnessed between the lady in black and her cousin Henry : 
she couldn't make it out at all. If she knew him so well, why had she not npoken to 
him in the train as they came down, instead of waiting till they were just going to din- 
ner? And what could she mean by saying that cousin Hal had cheated ? Lucy thought 
her a very impertinent woman, and, as she approached her, the giri drew back, as if she 
were half afhdd and half indignant. 

" Are you really his cousin? " Elizabeth Ashton asked, without noticing her action. 

<* Of course I am ! " answered the other, with a little touch of offended pride in her 
voice. 

'* And you are going to cross with him to-night ? " said Elizabeth Ashton, still unheed- 
ing her manner. 

"Yes." 

** Take care what you are about," she rejoined, earnestly; <* take care where he takes 
you to, or how you trust yourself alone with him. You are very young and you look 
innocent. He is a bad man and a fiilse man ; take care of yourself." 

" How dare you say so ! " began poor Lucy, trembling with rage at the accusation. 

" You're fond of him," said Elizabeth Ashton ; ** you think you love him. I saw that 
in the train. Bah I it's only foncy : and if you were not so young you would not even 
foncy it. Henry Halkett is a man that many women will deceive ; but I'll lay my life 
no woman has ever loved him yet, and no woman ever will." 

" You are wrong there," exclaimed the little school-girl, roused out of her shyness by 
her wish to defend her cousin, and almost looking a woman as she spoke ; '* for / love 
him." She had risen Arom her chair, also, by this time, and drew her slight figure up to 
its ftdl height, as she said the words. 

Elizabeth Ashton, although the shorter of the two, looked down upon her with much 
the same contempt when she spoke of " loving," as a JS^ewfoundland dog listens to the 
yelping of a lapdog which tries to bark. 

" Do you," she said, smiling. " I advise you to unlove him as fast as you can ; " and 
then, seized with a sudden pity, she added, hurriedly : *' Child I don't waste your IVesh, 
young love upon such as him ! He may say he loves you, but he lies. He said the same 
to me yesterday, yet hear how he speaks to me to-day. He has said it to dozens of 
women in his lifetime, who execrate his name as I do now. He has always been a bad 
man and a false man ; but never worse than now. Don't you know why he's flying trom 
England without telling any one first ? Because he has cheated Rex Reverdon, his best 
and truest ftiend, out of two thousand pounds, and left him to be put in Jail instead of 
himself." 

" Is it true ? " gasped Lucy. The girl's lips had turned quite blue as she listened to 
Elizabeth Ashton's excited words, and her knees shook under her. 

" True as Heaven 1 V replied her informant. " Sit down ! — you're going to faint ; but 
the man you call your cousin is not worth fainting for." 

" I'm not going to feint," said Lucy. " But I can't believe it. Oh, say it isn't true 1 " 

" I can't," repUed Miss Ashton, " because it would be a lie ; but I pity you for having 
been deceived so long. I guessed what he was up to when I saw you at the theatre 
with him." 

" What theatre ? " demanded Lucy, in surprise, though she had never been but to one. 

" My theatre," replied Lizzie Ashton ; " the Prince's. Didn't you come with Halkett 
one night?" 

" Are you ? " asked poor Lucy ; " are you the young lady tlvit " 

" I'm the Mend your cousin went behind the scenes to speak to — if that's what yoa 
mean," she returned. 

<* Oh ! " said Lucy, the whole picture which she had watched from the stage box 
returning vividly to her mind ;. *' I remember now. Oh, please go away I Please dont 
speak to me again t I remember it all." 

She was but a child, and grief with her was generally accompanied by tears. Down 
Ake rain they came, but they could not wash away the conviction trom her mind that 
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Henry had deceived her. She saw it all now : she felt it aU. It was only too trae ! 
She was still crying when Mr. Halkett returned with the landlord. 

<' Has this person been frightening you, Lucy? " he inquired ; and then, taking her on 
his arm, he proceeded to leave the apartment again. ** As we cannot keep this room 
to ourselves, we must see what we can do with another one." And then they left to- 
gether with the landlord. Elizabeth Ashton was alone. She did not wish to make a 
disturbance, and so she permitted them to do so without any attempt to follow them. 

'* However, you cannot prevent my crossing in the same packet with you, Mr. Hal- 
kett," she said to herself, '* and perhaps, well out at sea, I may be able to bring you to 
accede to my terms.*' 

She ordered dinner for herself after that, and seemed to ei\]oy it, notwithstanding 
that the waiter attended on her with an aggrieved air, as *' the party who had been 
making a noosance of herself," and consequently not to be allowed to forget the circum- 
stance. 

Mr. Halkett, in the opposite room, found his little dinner turn out a failure. Whether 
Lucy had been over-fktigued by the journey or over-mghtened by Elizabeth Ashton, he 
could not make out, but something or other had managed to spoil her appetite and her 
spirits, and she did little else than weep incessantly during the whole evening, so that 
he was quite pleased when a quarter to nine struck, and it was time for them to pro- 
ceed on board the steam-packet. Their luggage had been conveyed there previously, 
and the wharf was but a stone's throw ttom the hotel; so, as it was a fine, dry night, 
Henry Halkett drew Lucy's arm through his own, and walked out into the open air. He 
had adopted this plan also, as by its means they could get away more quietly than with 
the bustle attendant upon entering a carriage, and he breathed freer as they left the 
porch of the hotel without the door of the room in which Elizxibeth Ashton sat being so 
much as opened, to give her cognizance of their departure. 

But Mr. Halkett's rejoicing was premature, for she had left the house before them, 
and as they came in sight of the wharf, alongside of which the steam-packet lay puffings 
the first sight which caught his eye was the figure of the lady in black, awaiting their 
arrival. She came up to them at once. 

"I preceded you here, Halkett, to ask you again, if you will give me that money before 
you go. You know what the consequences of not receiving it will probably be to me — 
what they would be to any woman situated as I am, and left in debt. I must pay them, 
or get some one to pay them for me. You have been the means of my incurring them ; 
most of them are for things you ordered yourself. You don't mind leaving your men- 
fMends in the lurch, but you surely would not treat a woman so ? " 

" Stand out of our way I " was all the answer he deigned to give her. But she 
wouldn't move an inch at his request. 

" If you do," she said ; " if you refhse still to give me what is my due, I will cross 
the Channel with you, for I can't go back to London." 

" By heavens I you sha'n't, though 1 " he exclaimed, fiercely. "I defy you to dog my 
steps any longer." 

*' Who's to prevent me ? " she asked. 

" I will," he answered. 

"How?" 

" Make the attempt, and youll see," was all he said in explanation. 

" So I shall," she replied. " I've as much right-to take a passage in that steamer to 
Calais as you have. If you don't do what is just by me, at least you shall suffer some 
annoyance from it yourself." 

She dropped behind them as she spoke, but still kept close in the track of their foot- 
steps. They were now upon the very wharf itself. The scene was one of the utmost 
conftision, for the night was dark, and the passengers for crossing numerous. Luggage 
of various kinds was being put on board at the last moment, porters were running to 
and A:o, and the captain of the steam-packet was making as much noise, and issuing 
apparently as many orders as if he was about to get up steam for a voyage to the anti- 
podes. The narrow plank which was placed ttom the landing- wharf to the gangway of 
the little vessel, bounded and rebounded, as the many feet traversed it backward and 
forward, until Lucy Halkett, hanging on her cousin's arm and watching the proceed- 
ings, felt quite sick only to see its motion. At last the landing was over, the bell for 
starting commenced to ring, and the landsmen who had been assisting to ship the bag^ 
gage, stood on one side, to permit the passengers to cross the fiimsy plank, before they 
withdrew it altogether. There were, perhaps, a dozen people, or more, waiting to 
do so. 

Before he set foot upon the temporary bridge, Henry Halkett drew back to say a last 
word to Elizabeth Ashton, who stiU pressed closely behind them. 

<< Are you determined^** he said. 

"Are i/ott^" she replied. 

" To resist your extortion ? Tes 1 * 

*^ThensoaniL" 
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He gr-oand his teeth tegetiier as lie answered ber. 

** You'll repent It/' were his words, aocompanied by an oath that even she shuddered 
to hear. 

But she did not waver in her purpose. Closely she followed them, closely pressed 
upon them, as they trod the narrow plank. Lucy went first, rather fearfUlly, as the 
Ihiil board swayed beneath her tread; then Halkett, then Elizabeth Ashton, followed 
by two or ti^e more. 

Why, when she set her foot upon It, did it feel more insecure to her than to the oth- 
ers ? Why, Just as she had gained the centre, did the man before her press backward, 
— more backward still, — herself towards the edge of the plank, — the other passengers 
pushing from behind? She had hardly time to wonder before she guessed— hardly 
time to guess, before, with a cry, and an outstretching of her helpless arms, she fell 
into the water, down into the dark, suUen-looking water, with every chance of being 
sucked under the aU-but-moving paddle-wheels, which would have no pity for her fair- 
ness or her tenderness, — no pity for her wasted womanhood or her sin, — but send her, ' 
without a moment's warning, to h^r great account. A heavy splash, a rush forward on 
the part of the passengers, and then there was a general alarm, some counter-orderli^ 
on the part of the captain, and a great amount of questioning, in the midst of which a 
stalwart fellow from the wharf had already stripped off his coat and waistcoat, and 
gone over the side at the first cry Ibr help. 

** How did it happen ? " " Who was she ? " " Who saw her fall ? " resounded from all 
sides, whilst every one was occupied in watching the brave fellow who had sprung in 
to her rescue. Mr. Halkett took upon himself to answer most of the questions. 

'' She was not a passenger," so he averred to the captain and sympathetic public, 
** only a woman who had been drinking, he was afraid, had annoyed them very much at 
the George Hotel, as the landlord coidd testiQr, and followed them to the wharf trying 
to extort money." 

But though Mr. Halkett talked a great deal, and tried to make it very clear that he 
had had nothing to do with pushing the unfortunate woman over the plank, the captain 
and crew, leaning ^)ver the vessel's side, were too anxious to watch the result of the 
accident, to pay much attention to his story. Let me do him the justice to say that he 
also watched, and anxiously. He had not intended murder; it was a momentary wish 
for revenge which made him give Elizabeth Ashton that cowardly impetus, and his 
craven heart was more nervous than any one's there, as he thought what the result of 
that cowardice might prove. But the brave man who had gone to her rescue was suc- 
cessful, and It was not long before he reappeared with her body in his arms. As he did 
so, and gained the landing steps, the captain, seeing no fiirther reason for delay, left the 
side of the vessel and gave orders for the steamer to start. The paddles commenced to 
revolve, the dirty water to be lashed Into foam, the sailors one by one to go about their 
respective work, and the Dover wharf to appear to run backwards. The last sight 
which Henry Halkett saw, in his native land, was that of a slight form being borne 
insensible from the landing-place, her black clothes saturated by sea-water, her flaxen 
hair lying drenched about her shoulders, her f^ pale face, with closed eyes, already 
blue-tinted from the shock. Was it the foce of a sad corpse which should never cease 
to haunt him in his unholy and remorseflil dreams ? Was it death, or life, he saw before 
him ? Henry Halkett, gazing after it spellbound, as the packet for Calais steamed out 
of Dover harbor with him, had no means of settling the soul-harrowing question. 



CHAPTER XXVII, 

IN THE queen's NAHE. 

COLOKEL CiSEMENTOTSf did not fkU to ftOfil his .promise to Isobel, of calling upon her 
husband on the afteiiK>on of the same day that saw her in Spanish Flaoe, although Ms 
visit was, as he had feared, of no use, fkirther than the face of a friend is of use to us in 
trouble, for the very light it leaves behind it. Isobel could avail herself of the lights 
and although, before the Colonel left them again, the last shred of hope which she had 
cherished that Bex's iB]9>ending arrest might be averted, was torn away from her, she 
could still look back upon his presence there, and find comfort In the retrospect. Fot 
Colonel Clementon was of a bright hopeM nature, and always ready to make the best 
of things, and when he found, from Bex's own statement, that there was no chance of 
his wading out of the deep water into which he had plunged himself, he made as light 
of the circumstances as he could, affirmed that the water was not so very deep after all, 
and if it was, that it might have been deeper. And a tdw parting words that he con- 
trived to whisper to Isobel, about keeping up her spirits, and not maloiig Bex feel more 
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oncomfoitable than need be, had tbe effect of brightening her up In' a degree that she 
Gonld not believed possible that morning. And then the old man went away leaving 
Ills little streak of sunshine behind him. 

But Rex was not in a humor to take advantage of the comfort offered him. He was 
sulking jost then with himself and the whole world. He would not exert himself even 
to think if there was any possible means of his being extricated from this plight. He 
laughed at the idea when it was represented to him, as if the proposer thereof was in- 
sane. He made savage Jokes about the whole proceeding, professed to be heartily 
pleased at the prospect of his Incarceration, and to look upon it ^ a species of *' lark." 
He even swore he Uked it, and I believe myself that he did like it, in so far that he chose 
to think himself as li^ured a man as possible. It was much as though he said, — 

" I have lost all I care for most in the world ; let everything else go with it. There 
are no such things as love or ftlendship? why need there be honor or ease ? I will not 
fttoop to make a compromise with my bad luck ; I choose to be as miserable as it can 
possibly make me, and no one shall comfort me or pity me." 

Rex smoked and sulked, and sulked and smoked, and let off his little sarcastic squibs 
and crackers at his wife whenever she tried to appear cheerful for his sake,or ventured to 
suggest that something might turn up before long, if not to prevent his arrest, at least 
to release him from the Bench. She felt his uukindness and his irony deeply there is 
no doubt; but if she changed her mood to please him she found that he could be just 
as cutting upon the subject of weathercocks, and women's consistency, and such like 
aUnsions, which are at all times so uneasy fbr the feminine temper to bear quietly. But 
Isobel did bear them, and behaved to him during these few trying days (notwithstand- 
ing her own anxiety and distress) more like an angel than a woman. 

Another day or two brought the news of Mr. Halkett*s flight to Wimbledon, and the 
Reverdons knew for certain that he had no intention of -behaving honorably at the 
eleventh hour. 

You must not suj^ose that the idea of flight had not also suggested itself to Rex 
Reverdon. 

It was the only prospect that Colonel Clementon had had to hold out to the young 
man. 

" Go abroad, my good fellow, for a few years." 

But Rex had rejected the idea with scorn, and though his rejection was a good deal 
supported by that same spirit of determination to drink his cup of humiliation to the 
dregs, Isobel admired and loved him, if possible, more than she did before, for the hon- 
orable feelings which accompanied it. 

But things could not go on so forever. About ten days or a fortnight after the issuing 
of the writ, Rex Reverdon was arrested, and when it did happen, it passed off as quietly 
as if being arrested was one of the most ordinary things in the world. As he was leisurely 
strolling on the common before his house one afternoon, smoking as he went, a re- 
spectably-dressed man walked up to him, and tapping him lightly on the shoulder, 
said, — 

*• In the Queen*s name, sir I " 

" All right," returned Rex, without evincing the least agitation ; " let me finish my 
cigar first," and then holding out his cigar-case to the man, he added, "Have one? " 

The bailiff would have one, with a " Well, I don't mind if I do, sir, and thank you," 
but evidently thought the friendly intentions suspicious, for he drew closer to Rex's 
side, and walked up and down the common with him, indulging In familiar intercourse 
the while, perhaps with a view of keeping up the spirits of his victim. 

" You haven't given us much trouble, sir; we ohlj came down this morning, and we 
expected to be kept dodging about here for a week if not more. Lor* 1 the trouble 
some of you young gents gives is past belief; and it's a pity too, for it's not the least 
manner of use in the end, and it do cut into such a waste of good time. There's a many 
I could mention, as Tm sure to be sent after again as soon as ever they're let out, and 
yet they'll keep up the old dodging game each time, and don't seem to gain the least 
knowledge with their years. You ain't one of that sort, sir, I can see. You'll come 
along with us as free as if you was going to take a ride in your own carriage, and we'll 
have you comfortably housed before night. Lor', sir I it's nothing when you're used to 
to it, as you'll acknowledge when we know each other a little better." 

Rex's cigar was finished now, and he threw the burning end away, and made no at- 
tempt to prolong his liberty by lighting another. 

"Look there," he said, turning to the bailiff; "that's my house before you. I sup- 
pose you'll trust me Just to go in and put up my traps, won't you? I'll be ready to go 
with you in ten minutes." 

" Trust you?" said the man, in a burst of enthusiasm. "Lor' Td trust you to the 
end of time, but it's part of my duty not to lose sight of you, sir; very sorry all the 
same." 

"Trust him," he thought to himself, at the same moment, " a likely game ; why he'd 
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be ont of the back window and through the cabbages before I'd time to say Jack Robin- 
son. Yes, m trust you just as fkr as I see you, not an inch further." 

'* Come on, then," said Rex, leading the way to his garden gate. *' but don't make a 
noise, because there's a lady in the house." 

He could wound her tender breast hourly by his looks, or words, or insinuations, but 
his thoughts at this moment were more for her than himself. He held a mask before 
his face with his own hand; he knew she thought the pictured lie was real, and yet his 
proud, foolish heart would not permit him to pull it down. * 

As he escorted the bailiff into the hall of his villa, the man looked round upon the 
branching stag-horns,'' the stands of ferns and bulbous flowers, and the bright, new 
floor-clothing, with quite a genuine sigh of pity. 

'* Well, it do seem a shame to pull a pretty crib like this to pieces, sir. I suppose 
you couldn't enter Into any compromise, now, about this business. I am sure it will 
go to our hearts to disarrange these here pretty ornaments." And the bailiff touched, 
with a strange air, as if he had nothing in common with it, a vase of hot-house flowers, 
which had been arranged by Isobel's hands for the hall table. 

" Are there more of you? " demanded Rex, quickly. 

" Well, there's my Mends, you see, sir, as has come down to look after the effects, 
and so on : but if there's a lady in the house, and you don't wish her to be cleared out 
immediate, why, they'll bide your time alittle sir, there's no doubt, and they won't take 
up much room, nor be much Inconvenience to the lady." 

*' Oh, no I " said Rex, to whom the vision of Isobel, left alone in the house with a 
couple of bailiffs, was not a very pleasant one; "I'd rather everything went on as 
usual. The lady has her fiiends to go to. This way I " for the man was commencing 
to wander about the hall, as if the drawing-room lay up stairs. He turned the handle 
of the door as he spoke, and entered the room, and the bailiff following, stood on the 
threshold. 

Isobel was alone ; as soon as she saw her husband, accompanied by a stranger, she 
guessed the truth. 

" Ah, Rex I " she exclaimed, " are you " 

*<Yes," he answered briefly; "you must put up my things, Isobel; I shaU have 
to go in half an hour." 

She had risen from hpr chair, and half advanced to meet him, but now she had to 
return to it and steady her trembling figure by the framework. The bailiff saw her 
action, guessed its meaning, and attempted some rough comfort. 

" Lor' bless you, mum, it's nothing; well fook after your gentleman for you just the 
same as if he was at home, and you can see him every day if you like ; besides he'll be 
out again in no time." , 

Rex looked very haughtily at the man for speaking to his wife, and rather haughtily 
at Isobel for having attracted his notice. , 

" Now, don't make a noise about it, Isobel, please," he whispered, as he came up to 
her. I 

The tone was not positively unkind, but it cut her like knives. She knew how j 

much Rex, in common with other men, disliked a scene ; she had not intended making | 

one, but these few short, cold words that he, from feeling, used to hide what he really 
felt in parting with his wife, seemed as though they would kill her. And yet she an- 
swered them as shortly. 

" Don't be afraid, Rex ; I am not going to do so. Am I to pack all your clothes ? " | 

And then a few commonplace directions passed between them, as to which boxes and 
which things were to go with him) and Isobel left the room to prepare them. 

She took them all from the drawers and packed them neatly without shedding a tear, 
although Mary, the house-maid, was blubbering by her side the whole time. Sae even \ 

remembered to fetch a bottle of her own eau-de-Cologne to pack them with, because 
his was empty, and Rex could not bear the smell of soap-and- water in his pocket-hand- | 

kerchieft, and then she put in his writing materials, and two or three books, in case he 
wished to read, and Mary strapped the portmanteau, and it was ready. 

" Can't I say two words to my wife alone? " demanded Rex of the bailiff, as Isobel 
reappeared in the drawing-room, and the man had suggested that they had " better be 
going." 

" Oh, in course, sir," he replied; " if you've no objection to my leaving the door f^ar, 
and standing close agen it; I sha'n't hear, sir, more than I can help, and I wouldn't 
mind clapping it to altogether at a stretch, if it weren't for the winders, you see." 

And suiting the action to the word the bailiff walked outside the door, and closed 
without shutting it. 

Isobel's heart leaped as he did so ; even now, perhaps. Rex was going to leave her a 
word or a look, which she might feast on till they met again. But she was to be dis- 
appointed. 

" How soon can you leave the house, Isobel? ** 

" As soon as you like, Rex; will they want the things to-night? " 
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'* TheyH pnt the bailUb in at once, and I would rather you were out of the way first. 
Ton paid the servants last week, didn't yon? " 

'' Oh, yes ; and I have plenty of money to go on with. Bex, may I really see you 
everyday?" 

*< If yon ckqpse to take the trouble, Isobel. Shall you stay at your sister's? " 

''Oh, no," she said, shrinking ttom the idea; ''I shall go and lodge near Miss 
Bnmett." 

''Very well; dismiss the servants at once; you had better wait, perhaps, until the 
men are in possession, and then you can do as you like, only let my mother know be- 
fore you leave Wimbledon. I shall hear ftrom you in a day or two, Isobel? " 

" Mayn't I go to see you to-morrow? " she said, timidly. 

" Tes ; if you fancy it, though I don't expect there will be much to see." 

" We must be going, sir," said the voice of the sentinel bailiff. 

" Well, good-by, then: take care of yourself, child." 

So much older than himself, and so much wiser, and yet this young Hercules, look- 
ing down upon the trembling woman his wife, called her *' child I " A proof he loved 
her in spite of himself. When grown-up people call each other " child," with a touch 
of plaintlveness in the syllable, you may be always sure that there is just a soupcan of 
the tender passion mixed up with the appellation. 

But Isobel was too little confident, and too sad, to stay to read its meaning. She 
could have clung round him convulsively in this hour of separation, but he did not en- 
courage her to do so. He held his travelling-rug upon one arm, and a great coat on 
the other, so tliat as he stooped to kiss her she could not have embraced him with her 
arm. 

** Good-by, Isobel : we shall meet to-morrow." 

"Good-by, Rex." 

The two words were as little as she could say, but there could not have been more 
passion breathed into twenty. Then he rushed quickly through the hall with the bailiff 
and into the open air, without another word or look, because he could not trust him- 
self in her presence any longer, and she thought it was indifference, and that he did 
not care about their parting, even though it led him to the Queen's Bench. 

She sat down in the place where he hod left her, and the winter's afternoon glided 
into dusk, and still she sat there. 

'* If you please, ma'am, there's two men come in to take possession." 

She started as she heard the words ; she had forgotten all about them, but then she 
roused herself into activity, and went through with what she had to do. She dis- 
missed her servants. The news of the impending calamity had been communicated to 
them a week before, so they were not taken by surprise. Mary, the house-maid, had 
earnestly implored to be allowed to accompany her mistress wherever she went, to 
wait upon her. But though the woman would have been a great comfort to Isobel, so 
unused to wait upon herself, she had resisted her entreaties. She felt she must deny 
herself everything but the merest necessities. Every penny would keep her husband a 
day longer in the Bench. She would eat and drink and be clothed, and nothing more. 
So Mary was forced to take her departure with the rest, and Isobel delivered over the 
keys of the house to the bailifl^ in possession, and passed out of what had been her 
house as calmly as if she was only going to take a walk. Her own clothes had been sent 
away some days before, in anticipation of her husband's arrest, but only her clothes, for 
she had refhsed to save any of her personal possessions out of the wreck. Eveiy little 
would help to extricate her beloved from his misfortune. What need had Isobel of 
Jewelry, or books, or nicknacks, while the roof of a prison covered Rex's head? 
And so some of her clothes alone, and those the poorest, had preceded her to Miss 
Burnett's apartments. ' 

She had now to break the news to Lady Charlotte Huntley, and this was a very hard 
task for her to do. Rex's wishes on the subject of his mother's family not being in- 
formed of his probable arrest liad been religiously attended to by his wife, although 
she had been at the Oaks almost every day since she heard it. 

But unpleasant a task as it was, the thought of it almost brought some hope to the wife's 
breast. Who knew but what Lady Charlotte, shocked at the news of her son's arrest, 
might generously offer to lend the money for a while, and send at once and release him, 
perhaps even that night, that hour. At this thought Isobel's eyes brightened, and her 
steps grew faster. She felt almost tempted to retrace them, and tell the servants not 
to leave the house, the balifll^ not to disturb the fUmiture, till she had heard — till she 
came back again. For Rex had not informed her of that interview which he had had 
With his mother, and which oppressed him so bitterly whenever he thought of it, be- 
fore he had retrieved his fortunes with her own. Naturally, too, for he could scarcely 
touch on it without letting her know how very fkr gone and desperate he had been before 
he tried his last chance, and won her. And this was a remembrance which I am happy 
to say Rex was be^nnlng to blush at when he recalled it, even to himself. 
And so Isobel thought Lady Charlotte, although not like other mothers in general, 
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might be roused into something like motherly compassion when she heard of the pitln- 
ble plight into which her first bom had fallen. 

It was nearly six o*clock when she reached the Oaks, and quite dork. Lady Choilotte 
was in her dressing-room, preparing for dinner, and though her daughter-in-law had 
never advanced to any great amount of intimacy with her, she had been ^^miliar at the 
Oaks a sufficiently long time to permit her, on sudh an urgent occasion as the present, 
to penetrate into Lady Charlotte's privacy. So she walked up* to the dresslng-roonk 
and demanded admittance. Lady Charlotte thought that Isobel had come nninvited to 
dinner, and said, therefore, not very politely, — 

*' Dear me I Why couldn't you send and let as know before, Isobel? The dinlng- 
table only Just holds our own party without the leaf. You should always give us notice 
now that the governess and Ada dine down stairs.** 

But Isobel was too sad Just then to let the rudeness vex her. If Lady Charlotte had 
looked at her thoroughly before she made her amiable speech, she would have seen that 
her daughter-in-law did not appear much like an intending visitor. She had on bcr 
dark morning dress, of thick llnsey, a heavy cloth mantle, which quite enveloped her 
figure, and the plainest of vel^iet bonnets, inside which a few bows of rose-colored rib- 
bon alone lay against her pale, sad face. Gabriel was in the room, lying asleep upon 
the sofa. He was often laid upon his mother's couch for an afternoon nap when he was 
too wearied to sit up any longer, as the dressing-room was well defended firom the 
noises either of the house or garden. As Isobel was about to answer Lady Charlotte's 
fretfhl welcome, she caught sight of the boy's white, weary ftice, and lowered her voice 
lest she should wake him. 

'* I have not come to dinner, Lady Charlotte," '' I am going out of town directly. I. 
am in great distress ; I came to tell you of it." 

"Distress!" repeated Lady Charlotte, surprised ; "what sort of distress — is your 
sister dead?" 

" Oh, no," rejoined Isobel, hastily; " no death, thank God! but great trouble, never- 
theless. Rex has been arrested, Lady Charlotte." 
"Arrested I for what?" 

Surprise, nothing more, was in the mother's voice, as she paused in the operation of 
dressing, and turned round to coniVont the speaker. 

Then Isobel told her much the same as she had told before to Colonel Clementon 
and as I have told you. The colonel had not quite believed her story, but he had been 
too much a man rudely to tell her so. Neither did Lady Charlotte quite believe it, but 
she was a woman, and therefore the woman before her got the fttll benefit of her 
doubt. 
" And do you believe it?" she inquired, as Isobel concluded her narration. 
" Believe it. Lady Charlotte," said Isobel, hotly; " of course I believe it. Rex has 
been foolish, but he would never be dishonorable." 
" So he tells you," sneered her mother-in-law. 

" If you don't believe it," poor Isobel went on to say, " I will tell you the name of 
the man who deceived him, although he is a friend of yours. It was Mr. Halkett. He 
must be a man without a spark of honor in him ; he must be a thorou^y bad man." 

" I should like to hear Mr. Halkett's version of the business," resumed Lady Char- 
lotte ; " there are always two sides to a story." 

" Would you believe Mr. Halkett before my husband? " said Isobel, indignantly. She 
was too indignant to say, " your son." The woman who could so doubt him had no 
right to his possession ; but for her, he was all her own, and she articulated the two 
last words as if she clasped him to her heart. 

" \^cll, I suppose even your husband, Isobel," replied Lady Charlotte, with a stress 
on the words in imitation of the agitated voice which had spoken them last, " is occa- 
sionally fallible. Mr. Halkett comes of a good family. I have had no reason hitherto 
to doubt his word or his honor." 
" Nor have you Rex's," replied Isobel, angrily. 

" Well, I think the less said about that the better," replied Lady Charlotte, with, 
closed lips. 

" Lady Charlotte, you are cruel," said Isobel, her voice trembling with a righteous 
anger. " You are always insinuating things against my husband. You have no right 
to speak so of him to me. I have borne it quietly for a long time, for his sake, but 
this is not the moment for me to keep silence. He is absent and in trouble, and I will 
not hear a word against him. I came to you this evening in hope, thinking that you 
would do something for us, although Rex forbade me to ask you. I thought you could 
scarcely hear that your own son was in arrest, and must remain so, without help, fbr 
months, without trying to help him. But your words, in destroying my hope, have 
destroyed my wishes; for after this, before Rex should take money from you, accom- 
panied by such an insinuation^ I would starve. Starving would be easier than such 
humiliation." 
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She had raised her voice rather higher than she had intended, and Gabriel, roused 
by the sound of altercation in the room, had waked, and recognized her. 

'' Diev^donnie" he exclaimed, as soon as he was sure his eyes did not deceive him; 
«* I have been longing to see you all day. I*m so glad you are come, darling.'* 

The caressing tones, as they always did, raised Lady Charlotte's indignation. She 
turned to her son, and laid him back on his pillows almost by main force. 

<' Gabriel," she said, '* you must try and go to sleep again. Isobel's visit here to* 
night is not a pleasant one.** 

He looked wonderingly Arom one to the other as she spoke, and then submitted to 
his mother's grasp, and lay back again with a sigh. A sigh which was called forth not 
by Lady Charlotte's command, but by his sight of Isobel, who, without noticing his 
address to her, was standing leaning against a chest of drawers, her form trembling 
with the emotion which giving vent to her last speech had occasioned in her. She had 
no eyes for Gabriel, no thought for anything but her mother-in-law's cowardly attack 
upon her absent darling. 

'* Lady Charlotte," she said, taking up the weapons of war again, " can you prove 
what you said to me just now?" 

** About your husband's notions of honor? certainly." 

" I wish you would, then." 

Isobel spoke almost as rudely as Lady Charlotte, In her heat. 

" Do you call his marriage with you an honorable proceeding?'* 

" Of course ; why not? " 

But the poor wife said the words with a new expression In her voice ; with more of 
eagerness and less of defiance in her eyes ; and she leaned forward as she spoke, as if 
she feared to hear something which should kill her. 

*' What 1 to marry a woman for her money, and Just to save himself from what hat 
come upon him now? " 

<* Mother, what are you saying?" exclaimed Gabriel, half rising, as she let fly her 
cruel shaft ; *< how dare you speak to Isobel like that ? " 

• * But — he — didn't marry me — only — for my — money." 

The words came out gaspingly, chokingly, in short, quick sobs, and almost inartio- 
ulate, as if the speaker's throat was closing. 

♦* So he told you, I suppose," repeated Lady Charlotte. 

** It's &lie!** shouted Gabriel; *' don't you believe it, darling? he loved you. It's a 
foul He." 

But Isobel heeded no outside things. 

< * Is it truth ? " she said, drawing closer to her mother-in-law, and putting her wearied, 
carefhl eyes in juxtaposition with the other's hard glance, as though she would wrench 
the reality from her against her will. 

Lady Charlotte shook off her touch coldly. 

'* I am not accustomed to be doubted," she replied. *' Reginald came to me in this 
house, not a year ago, when he had ruined himself with women to ask me to lend him 
the very sum for which you say he has been arrested now. I knew it would only follow 
the rest, and I refhsed it. A few days after I heard, through Mr. Halkett, that there 
was a prospect of my son's mending his fortunes in another way, which perhaps you 
can guess. I had no right to interfere or to warn you, or I might have done so. You 
were old enough, I thought, not to be taken in against your will by a mere boy like 
that." 

Isobel stood and drank in every drop of the cup Lady Charlotte had mixed for her. 
She stood and drank it to the dregs, like a brave courageous woman, and Qever permit- 
ted her face to change once to betray how bitter she found the draught. She drank it, 
and it found its way into her very soul, and spread its poison there. But that over, 
that done in secret, and not a creature should know that she had even tasted it— -she 
sprang up, erect, her hand uplifted, her whole bearing one of overwhelming pride. 

" Thank you, Lady Charlotte," she said, haughtily — " thank you for your information. 
Ton have been longing to tell me ever since I have been the wife of your son. I hope, 
now it is over, that you will feel easier in your mind. I shall believe as much of it as I 
choose ; but there is a point beyond which no one is compelled to bear insult, even from 
a husband's mother. If your son married me for my money, he has given me in ex- 
change what no money could purchase, and that is — a husband whom I love with all 
my soul ; and he shall, at least, receive back again all that that money can give him. 
Thank God, he will be indebted to no one but himself for his release. But as for me> 
I cannot enter this house again, after what you have said to me to-night — not, that is 
to say, until you wish for me and ask for me to come back. You do not love Rex : I 
could scarcely have expected you to love me, but I should have thought that my station 
in life and connection with yourself might have protected me flrom direct insult at a 
lady's hands." 

Then she folded her cloak about her majestically, and turned to leave the room. But 
a cry fh>m the sofa stopped her : — 
19 
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<« IHeuF^onnSe -* my sister, come back I ^ 

She flew to Mm, and took him in her arms. 

'* My.darling Gabriel," she said, " for your sake I would have borne it all; bnt I must 
think of Reginald as well as yon. Think of him yourself, Gabriel, alone, unhappy, and 
in confinement, and say I am right to defend him in his absence — right to go and com- 
fort him in his 'distress. Oh, Gabriel, it is hard to part with you so I but you are too 
near heaven to miss earthly ftlends much." 

<* Dieu-donni^e" said the boy, clasping her tightly round the throat, while he kissed 
her again and again, '* this will kill me. Oh, stay with me, Dieu-dannee / — it won't be 
for long." 

"I can't — I can't I "she said, wildly disengaging herself Arom his hold — "I can't 
stay here to h&ve my love abused, trampled on, defiled. I cannot come again until I am 
asked to do so — until some of this night's words have been uusaid." 

She was going now, but still the pleading eyes detained her with a grasp more power- 
ful than that of the strongest hands. 

*' Gabriel," she said, as she gave him her last embraces, " pray that I may come back, 
that I may be asked to come back; and don't go to heaven tUl that time arrives." 

She disengaged herself from him by force, as she spoke, and left the room and the 
house without another word. 

" Isobel — my sister — the only creature I Care for — the best and dearest in the world 
— Isobel, come back I Dieu-donn6ef come back I " 

In his agitation he had almost forgotten his weakness, and, lialf rising from the 
couch, nearly fell forward. His mother, who had been watching the whole scene be- 
tween him and her daughter-in-law with the greatest jealousy and anger, almost felt 
disinclined to help him, as he staggered backward to the sofa again. But then she saw 
a change in his face which made her start forward in alarm. His eyes strained in his 
head ; his breast made a violent effort ; there was a gurgling, suffocating sound in his 
throat; and then his eyelids dropped; his hands went feebly up to his mouth, and the 
blood streamed over them in a long dark line upon his waistcoat and the front of his 
shirt. Lady Charlotte, with aU her bravado and courage for making herself disagree- 
able, was not a woman of ner^'^e ; she screamed when she saw the blood issue from 
Gabriel's mouth, guessing the cause too well, and rang the bell violently. 

" Send for Dr. Bowlderby — send for him directly I" she exclaimed, hastily, as the 
servant appeared ; '' Master Gabriel is taken Ul." And then she knelt down by the 
couch, and tried to -clasp one of his hands. 

"My soul" she said— "my dearest Gabriel, why should you agitate yourself like 
this ? " But he repulsed her Idss — he thrust away her hand. 

" Leave me alone," he said, in a very low voice, but yet terribly distinct to the 
mother's ear; "you have killed me." 

She shrank backward as she heard the words, and received in that moment as heavy 
a punishment as, I think, even her worst enemy could have wished her to receive. 

In a short time Dr. Bowlderby had arrived, and prescribed perfect rest and quiet, and 
written out a presciiption for a disease which he Imew no physic could cure, or doctor 
prescribe for with any hope. 

And in the mean while Isobel was going as fBist as she could to London, quite uncon- 
scious of what had taken place at the " Oaks," even before the hall-door had closed 
behind her. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

THE BRUISED HEART. 

Mr. and Mrs. Fettok were sitting over their dinner that evening, about seven 
o'clock, when a loud double-knock at the door startled them into something like life. 
For to have watched their proceedings for the last half-hour, you would have imagined 
that they were both asleep, as they sat opposite to one another in total silence, only in- 
terrupted by the occasional rustle of the evening paper, as Mr. Peyton turned its thin, 
crackling pages, or a yawn from his wife, which she made no attempt to smother. Mr. 
Peyton generally read his newspaper as soon as the servant had left the room, and 
Fanny yawned and stared into vacuity, and thought about nothing. To breathe, seemed 
at all times sufficient occupation for Mrs. Peyton. 

But a visitor at that hour in Torrington Square was a most unusual occurrence, and 
even had the effect of rousing her from her apathy, as she glanced at her husband in 
alarm. For Fanny Pejrton was one of those charmingly domestic creation who never 
dress unless they expect somebody; who " slop " about (the term is not elegant, but no 
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other is so expressive) in (Iressing-gown and slippers till late In the afternoon, without 
arranging their hair, or making themselves tidy for dinner until the last moment ; and 
-when the soup is on the table, and the husband hungry and irascible, rush down in tre- 
mendous haste, just as they went up, incurable slatterns 1 How delightflil it must be 
for a man to see his wife sitting opposite to him with dishevelled hair, untidy dress, 
and ready with nothing but the same old excuse of " no time." Oh, these yea-nay wo- 
men *are the most aggravating in the world. As the loud double-knock sounded at the 
door, Mr. Peyton looked up at his wife's figure with something very much like disgust. 

" Of course you can't see anybody," he said ; " Jane had better say, * Not at home.^ " 

** She can say we are at dinner," replied Mrs. Peyton, with a touch of oflfended pride; 
for she did not like the look her husband had given her. 

Mr. Peyton opened the dining-room door, and spoke to the servant, as she passed 
through the hall : — 

" Say we are at dinner, Jane ; and If it's anybody for me, show them up into the 
drawing-room, and light the gas." 

But directly the door was opened, Isobel (for the knock had been her's) passed into 
the hall, without even an inquiry for the inmates of the house. 

•* You can't see 'em," said the successor to Mary, as she stared at the intruder. 

But Isobel walked into the dining-room without noticing her remark. 

** Bless me ! What brings you here ? " said her brother-in-law. 

" I thought it was you," drawled her sister, without rising from her chair, " directly I 
heard the knock." 

" Well 1 why didn't you say so? " asked Mr. Peyton. 

" Because I thought she was at Wimbledon, of course, Frederick ; so it was no use 
saying what I thought." 

** Don't believe you thought anything about it," he rejoined. "Are you staying in 
town, Isobel ? " 

** Yes — that is to say, I am going to do so." 

In the few moments during which they had been squabbling, she had grown very 
nervous. She had driven at once to their house from the station, her mind flilly made 
up as to what she ought to do, and resolved to do it ; but she had not considered in 
what words she should tell them her wishes. Her interview with Lady Charlotte 
Huntley had considerably upset her ; she had been able to think of nothing else — to 
arrange no other thoughts. And at her brother-in-law's question she Remembered this, 
and felt the task before her to be almost as hard as that other task had been. But it 
was unavoidable ; and therefore the sooner it was over the better. She had paid the 
sixty pounds for their eldest boy's schooling for the preceding year; but she must not 
do it this, for it would be an injury to her Rex ; and not to make the Peytons aware of it 
at once would be an ii\|ury to them; but knowing their dispositions and their little gen- 
erosity, she dreaded what their remarks on the occasion might be. 

" Who are you going to stay with, Isobel?" asked her sister, probably that her late 
visit might be the foreunner of a request for a bed. 

** I am not going to stay with any one," she replied. " I am come up to live in apart- 
ments for a little while. Fred," she added, turning towards that gentleman, and speak- 
ing hurriedly, " I have come on a very unpleasant errand to-night, but it is not my fault. 
I can't pay Bob's school-bills this year; I may be able to do so next— I don't know at 
present ; but, I can't do it this year. My husband is in trouble, and we shall want all 
our income. I am very sorry, as I promised to' do so; but I couldn't have foreseen 
this." 

She spoke nervously, and as if she was In the wrong, and Fanny commenced to act 
on the defensive, — 

" Well, I am surprised at you Isobel," she said, " when you promised, and promised 
ever so many times, to pay Robert's bills — to turn round now, and say that you can't 
do it I I never heard of such a thing before, I'm sure — when you promised, too." 

" Just hold your tongue, Fanny, will you, and let me speak to your sister? " said her 
husband. " I suppose you've got some good reason to give us, Isobel, for your change 
of mind?" 

"I have given you my reason," she replied — "Rex is in trouble; he has been 
arrested for two thousand pounds. He is in the Bench at this moment." 

*anthe Bench?" said Mr. Peyton, in surprise. "Well, I'm sure — that's respect- 
ablet" 

" In the Bench? *' echoed Mrs. Peyton — "in prison? What a disgrace I " 

" I told you what he was — I told you what he was ! " ejaculated Mr. Peyton, quickly, 
as he conmienced to trot about the room in his usual style. 

" Yes— you were told, Isobel, what he was," whined her sister, " and you would many 
him I" 

" Fanny, youll keep silence. If you please, on the subject altogether. Fred, I didn't 
come here to hear my husband abused. I married him of my own firee will* and I 
Would not unmany myself to-morrow, if I could." 
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<< I think you're very wrong to say so,** said Mrs. Peyton, who wouldn't ^^ keep 
silence." 

" Of coarse, it's all very well foryou to say so," replied Mr. Peyton, " as It can't be 
helped now ; but our family have always been respectable, and this sort of thing is 
anything but pleasant for us — anything but pleasant for us I " 

<< Hex has been very Ibolish, I allow," said Isobel, ^^ in signing a bill for that dishon- 
orable Mr. Halkett; and letting himself be drawn into such a scrape ; but it has come 
upon him f)rom being too generous, Fred, and it is a fault on the right side.'* 

■** A fault on the r^ht side I " exclaimed her brother-in-law, '* to bring you to poverty, 
to strip you of all your possessions, to force you to break your promises like this." 

" You speak as if he did it on purpose," rejoined Isobel. " How could he have*fore- 
seen that a man he trusted like Mr. Halkett, who I wish we hod never set eyes upon, 
would turn out such a scoundrel? How could Rex know that the more signing his 
name for a friend's convenience, would strip us of everythbig? Who is the worst oflT 
now, I or himself? " 

" You, most decidedly," said Mr. Peyton. " I shouldn't think Mr. Reverdon was a 
gentleman who would not care if he stayed in the Bench one year or ten. He avUI make 
himself very comfortable there, I dare say, whilst you pay off his debts wiilT'your 
money. However, as that is what he married you for, I suppose it's all right." 

*' You say that again, Fred Peyton 1 " exclaimed Isobel, as she drew nearer to him. 

The little man looked at her once or twice, at the glowing eyes, the heightened 
color, and parted, quivering Ups, and thought, '< Well, perhaps it would be Just as well 
not to say it again." 

But Fanny was not so prudent 

" Well, you know, Isobel, he did marry you for your money ; everybody knows that, 
and we too ; and — and — and you're so much older than he is." 

Oh, her heart. Isobel's hand involuntarily went up to it, and pressed it closely. 
When would it cease feeling? When would it cease to quiver under these continual 
prickings ? When would it grow callous, and able to look the truth in the face, as a 
brave heart should do ? But the animal would take no more arrows that night ; it came 
out of its lair, and made ready to spring. 

<< I will bear it no longer," she said, speaking yet more loudly and indignantly than 
she had done in Lady Charlotte's di*essing-room. " I will take no more impertinence 
from any one of you. You are angry because I cannot keep to what I know I oUei^ed 
to do-, but your cowardice in venting your anger upon me — in abusing my husband, 
takes away all the annoyance I felt in teUing you so. If you had borne it quietly, I 
would have made it up, and more, to you, as soon as I could : but I will not now, and 
you may thank yourselves for it. I will not pay for Robert's schooling either this 
year, or any year. You can pay for it yourselves. What you call my money is my 
husband's money, and it was his generosity which gave it you ; but you shall never 
touch a halfpenny of it again, until you change your opinions about him and teU me 
so. He shall not pay for what you ought to pay yourselves, and get nothing but abuse 
for it in return. You are very brave in telling me your opinion when you get me alone, 
Fred," she added, turning to her brother-in-law, " but you would never dare to do it if 
Bex was present. Let him hear you say that he married me for my money, Or make 
any of your sarcastic allusions to the difference in our ages, and he would knock 3'ou 
down. He would kill you," said Isobel, loftily. 

It was a kind of address which, coming from a woman to a man like Mr. Peyton, 
almost maddened him. He famed and spluttered, and all but cried in his disappointed 
rage and vexation at not being able to answer her as he could wish. But as is usual 
with all cowards, he was also a bully, and had no scruples about behaving rudely to a 
woman because she was such. 

We don't want your money, Mrs. Reverdon," he managed at last to say; " we don't 
want anything from you, not even your company." 

" I have no intention of giving it you," she said, moving towards the door. " My 
business here is finished, and I do not anticipate paying you another visit." 

" We don't want to see you, I'm sure," put in Mrs. Peyton as a parting thrust; ** for 
we are not accustomed to associate with people whose husbands are in jail." 

She did not deign to reply to her. She did not even give them good-night. She 
walked straight out of their presence in silence, and felt, when she stood outside the 
hall-door, that the link between her and Torrington Square was virtually severed from 
that moment. 

The thought gave her no pain. She had never cared for them, and even if she had, 
the antipathy with which they regarded her husband, and the indifference which they 
evinced towards her brother, the only two creatures nearly connected with herself 
whom Isobel loved, would have alienated her from them long before this. As she 
walked out of the quiet square, her first impulse was to hail a cab, but her spirit was 
fevered and restless, her cheeks burned, her heart was beating much faster than usual, 
and she thought a walk would do her goodj so she set out on foot. All along the length 
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of Oxford Street she went, almost feeling her way; for a dense fog had settled down 
with the February night, and not one of the gay articles in the brilliantly-lighted shops 
had the power to arrest her steps for a moment. On she went, without pause, her eyes 
downcast, her hands folded In her muff, heedless apparently of all around her, except 
when she mechanically moved aside to make room for some one coming the other way. 

No one molested her. Only one or two passengers, struck by the delicacy of her 
features, and the station she evidently occupied, turned back to look after her figure, 
as she glided in aud out of the continuous stream of life which blocked up the pave- 
ment. At last she had nearly reached the top of Oxford Street, and turned out of It 
into one of the quieter thoroughfares which led to the house where Miss Burnett 
lodged. There was a vacant floor beneath that good old lady's rooms, which she had 
engaged for her fhgitive pupil, for whose misfortunes she was infinitely distressed, and 
at the same time ftill of sympathy. As Isobel turned up the darker, lonelier street which 
led to her destination, Miss Burnett (who had been told by a telegram that Isobel 
would be with her that evening) was hopping round and round a tiny tea-table, which 
she had prepared for her expected Mend, stirring up her tiny fire every minute in the 
most reckless and extravagant manner, and stopping still to listen every time a foot- 
step sounded on the pavement below her window, '* though of course she will come la 
a cab, so I'm a fool for my pains." 

But no wheels preceded Isobel's fomiliar rap, which presently sounded at the door, 
though I doubt if Miss Burnett could have detected her light footfall ou the pavement, 
even had she been still listening for it. 

"My dear girl, have you walked all the way from the station?" exclaimed her 
fWend, as she entered the room. " How tired you will be I Sit down ; do, dear, and 
let me take off your things for you." 

** No ; only from Torrlngton Square," replied Isobel, as she accepted Miss Burnett's 
offer, and suffered her to disrobe her. " It's a fine night, and I fancied the walk." 

" And so poor dear Mr. Beverdon is really gone ? " 

<* Really gone," 

The words were repeated as if the heart was too weary to say more. 

" Well, well, I dare say it's all for the best," returned Miss Burnett, who, in her 
desire to comfort, sometimes went a step too fhr; " and I am sure this is no weather 
for enjoying one's self out of doors, any way. Let me give you some tea, jiear. You 
must make a good tea, you know. I dare say you had only half a dinner." 

Isobel had not dined at all that day, but she dared not say so, for fear of the persecu- 
tion to which she wonld be subjected to eat now, so she only replied, — 

** A cup of tea, please, Miss Burnett ; but I am not very hungry." 

" Oh, but you must eat, my dear, to keep up your strength, you know. Never mind 
the * Count,' Isobel. Blow in his face, and he'll go away." 

For the " Count," who was an unpleasantly fiEimlllar bird, even with strangers, had 
hopped upon Isobel's hair, and was entangling his little scratching feet In It, where it 
was loose. The idea of blowing In a bird's flftce when he was on the top of her head 
made Isobel smile In spite of herself.. 

<« I think you must do that for me. Miss Burnett," she Bald. 

<* Ah, now I like to see that," exclaimed the old lady, as she released the troublesome 
" Coxmt." " Now you take some of this nice buttered toast, dear, and have another 
cup of tea, and then yon shall go to bed if you like, for you must be quite worn out." 

" I don't want to go to bed," said Isobel. " I couldn't sleep If I did." 

" Put your feet np on the softi, dear, then ; you must take care of yourself, you 
know," and Miss Burnett whispered something Into Isobel's ear. 

That Uttle whisper, the burden of which was a secret between her poor old governess 
and herself, unlocked the springs of Isobel Reverdon's breast. It had stood much that 
day without flinching; more a great deal than I have detailed to you here. Almost 
every one of its hidden passions, usually so well kept under control, had been exer- 
cised in their turn— jealousy, pride, anger, revenge, indignation, sorrow, love— they 
had each received an impetus for display, and none of them had found relief in tears. 
Since she had risen In the morning, her eyes had remained as they were, until now, 
dry and burning. But the kind words and the sympathy, even the little creature com- 
forts prepared for her; above all, the secret whispered into remembrance — that secret 
which was to her so great a source of happiness and pain, so extra a burden to thd 
load she had now to bear, proved too much for her. First of all the tears rushed to her 
eyes, then they began to roll over her cheeks, and Miss Burnett observed thBm, and 
attempted some comfort, which, having a contrary effect to what the good-hearted 
creature intended, lashed the rising waves of trouble into a storm. Faster and faster 
poured the pelting rain, louder came the sobs; until, just as Miss Burnett thought shA 
had exhausted herself, there broke up6n the quiet of that little room a peal of faughterj 
which sounded mad and unearthly as it rose higher and higher, with quite a light 
BparkliJQg glee, as if the idea of sorrow was too good to be endured, and then resolved 
Itself Into snotber rain of tears and low moans of pain. The ** Count ** flew frightened 
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Off the tea-table, and esconced himself upon the top of a book-case; bat Miss Burnett 
was a woman used to sights and sounds of sorrow, and she was not frightened or 
nervous at the upshot of Isobel's long fatiguing day. She thought it very natural. 
-She sat by the wearied woman, alternately scolding and coaxing her into controlling 
herself, until she had got the upper hand of grief, and for a while Isobel's passion 
would be lulled, and her grief t^e the form of speech instead of tears. 

** Oh, my Rex, my Rex ! " she said, ** they have taken him firom me. They wUl keep 
him there for months ; it will be months before we can live together again; and no 
one cares for it but me. No one seems to care if his head lies in a prison or a palace. 
He who has always been so generous, and noble, and open-handed to them all, and no 
one will come forward now to help him in his distress.'* 

" My dear child, I wish /could," put in Miss Burnett. 

But Isobel was not talking to Miss Burnett. She was talking to herself, and she 
took not the slightest heed of her remark. 

" They are not content with that," she went on to say, " not content with leaving 
him to struggle as he may, but they must run him down and slander him behind his 
back — impute motives to him that he never had, and expect me, his wife, to stand by 
quietly and listen to it. But oh 1 Miss Burnett," she added quickly, grasping the old 
lady's arm, and looking into her eyes with Avildflre in her own, ** if it should be true — 
if it should be really true — what should I do — whatever should I do ? " And she com- 
menced to weep again, shaking, as she did so, with her agitation. 

Miss Burnett had no idea to what she was alluding; but thinking to soothe her, said 
quietly, — 

" It isn*t true, dear; don't worry yourself." 

Then Isobel thought she had betrayed her secret pain, and passed trom grief to fear. 

" True I of course it is not. Whoever said it was? Oh ! Mis3 Burnett, what have I 
been saying? Oh, Rex, my love, my dearest ! where ,are you I Oh I Rex, come to me. 
We love each other, Rex, don't we ? Let no one come between us. Oh I those cruel 
words — those cruel, cruel words. Oh, Rex I Oh, God 1 My heart, my heart — save 
mel" 

She made one grasp at Miss Bumetc's little figure as she cried out, and Ihlling over 
the sofa on which she lay, fainted upon the'floor. 

And Miss Burnett, bending over the pallid face before her, watched it, until returning 
consciousness made her happy in the knowledge that Isobel's bruised heart had really 
again commenced to beat the weary time of life ; and was not going to lay down its 
axms before the battle had been fairly fought, whatever might be the issue. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

IN THE queen's BENCH. 

Sleep is supposed to.be the panacea for every woe. Whether the disease that has 
assailed us be of mind or body, our Mends are very apt to think, if not to say, tliat we 
shall be much better, if not cured, after a *' good night's rest." But there are some 
kinds of sleep which are no rest, which bring no relief — trom which we rise more 
wearied than we lie down; and such a sleep was Isobel Reverdon's on the first ni^ijb 
she spent in her new home. The great strain to which the day's events had subjected 
her mind, and the subsequent excitement of feeling, acted upon her body much in the 
same way that opium taken internally acts upon those constitutions which are unfitted 
to receive it. She slept herself, but her braua was kept so unnaturally alive, that to sit 
up all night would have been less fatigue to her. Conscious that she was not wholly 
awake, and yet, with every nerve strung to tension, horrid nightmare visions passed 
before her eyes, which she could not shut out, and yet had no power to resist. In her 
half- waking dreams she saw her husband subjected to every possible insult, and in 
every possible condition of danger, without being able so much as to raise her voice 
to warn, or stretch forth her hand to save him. She saw herself pass through every 
phase of unhappiness and trouble, alone and unconsoled, and wept for her own misfor* 
tunes as if they had been another's. And to make it better, she woke unusually early, 
before the night-light (which Miss Burnett would insist upon leaving with her, and 
which she detested the sight of) had spit and spluttered itself to death in its watery 
grave, before the dark February sky had even thought of going into half-mourning, 
and lay listening to the reassembling army of cabs, carts, and wagons, as they com- 
menced to roll in Arom all four quarters of the city, and meet for the day's engagement. 
At last, Isobel could stand " bed" no longer, she had opened her eyes \vith the heavy 
c^psciousness of something wrong, which we have all felt at time^, which had been 
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succeeded by that cold, sickening feeUn^ of anticipation, which very few of ns hare 
not also felt, when we are looking forward to something which shall affect ns power- 
Ailly. She had often been separated from Rex for a day and night; but the time had 
never seemed so long befbre as It had done now — yesterday, when she parted with 
him, was a year ago. When she had gone to her bed on the previous night she had 
felt like a widow, or as she thought a widow must feel, as if thode dreaded walls of the 
Queen's Bench Prison had raised an insuperable barrier to her reunion With her hus- 
band ; but this morning she remembered that she was to see him again. She was a 
wife, not a widow; and at the thought, Isobel rose f^om her bed, and proceeded to 
djness hei'self, and sit in the cold gray light, fancying what Bex would say and do, and 
think, when she rushed into his presence. At home, surrounded by comfort and 
luxury, it had seemed diflacult to break down the barrier of reserve between them; but 
in thcLQueen's Bench, in so much trouble, and sq separated from the rest of the world, 
surely it would be easy enough. It would be only to throw her arms round his neck 
and say, " Rex, the world is against us ; but we are together. Let the cloud which has 
separated us, whatever it may be, melt away beneath our mutual love." It wais easy to 
think it easy, away f^om his presence, and Isobel comforted herself "with the thought, 
and grew almost strong beneath its influence. 

When Miss Burnett came down to call her, cautiously peeping in at the bedroom 
door first, to make sure that she was not rousing her from some refreshing sleep that 
would do her more good than any breakfEust, her cry of horror at discovering Isobel 
ready dressed, was almost tragical. Her hands were upraised in unison with her 
voice, and she was quite sure that it was very wrong of Isobel, very wrong, indeed, to 
defeat the ends of nature by not lying in bed till noon, and being waited upon with 
hot buttered toast and tea by herself. And her pupil's rejoinder that her reason for 
rising early was that she might be early in the Queen's Bench, was not calculated to 
allay Miss Burnett's dismay. 

*' What, going to-day, my dear; and after all your fatigue and illness of yesterday? 
Tou really musn't think of it; it migiit prove your death.'* 

But Isobel did not seem to take this fiir-fetched view of the case, and was resolute. 
She was going directly after breakfast. She was even thinking of setting off on foot, 
so stringent was the necessity for economy becoming in her mind's eye ; but this Miss 
Burnett really would not hear of. 

"What, walk to Southwark from here, my dear Isobel? You don't think what 
you're talking about, to say nothing of your not knowing a step of the way. Why, it 
must be nearly four miles." 

"Is it ? " said Isobel, languidly, " but I've often walked four miles before." 

" Tes," rejoined Miss Burnett, hotly, " and right through the city, knocked to one 
side and another every step you take. A likely thing I'd let you do it, my dear, very. 
You must hffve a cab there and back, of course, and I'll go with you, too." 

" Oh, no, don't I " said Isobel, feebly, " I'd rather go alone." 

But when the cab was at the door, she recalled her remonstrance. When the time 
drew near for exploring that unknown land by herself — for braving the eyes of those 
dreaded officials, she shrank from the ordeal, even though it took her to Rex. She was 
but a woman, and a very delicate woman, who had been carefUlly guarded, for the best 
part of her lifetime, from everything that might show her the rougher and darker side 
of nature. The Queen's Bench Prison had been to her (as it is to most) a name, and 
nothing more. She had never dreamed that she should come to be associated with it 
like this. So that when Miss Burnett reiterated her offer of accompisinying her, on 
this tlrst occasion of her visit there, she did not again refhse, but took it thankfUUy. 

^ I think I should like to have some one with me, for to-day." 

She did not speak much all the way. As the cab left the West-End and entered the 
noisiest thoroughfhres of the city, she did not speak at all. She leaned forward, her 
eyes eagerly taking in every trivial circumstance which passed before them, the names 
on the shop-doors, the brilliant articles the shops displayed— took them in, but never 
heeded them ; her eyes alone observed them — her heart was far away. As street after 
street was traversed, and she knew that each one drew her nearer to Rex, she grew 
more and more agitated; she felt as if she could not sit still when there was a slight 
stoppage or a slower movement on account of a crowd, as if she must get out of the 
cab and walk — rush to him on foot. Her feet impatiently stamped the foot-board of 
the carriage, her brows were knitted, her answers, after being many times addressed, 
short and nervous. Now they had done with the Waterloo Road, and were in Lam- 
beth ; then they drove through Trinity Square, which almost made Isobel's heart stop, 
she knew they were so near. High walls which ran along the side of the road, so high 
and unscalable, they made her shudder to look at them, knowing who was within 
diem ; then iron gates ; a jerk which threw her forward into Miss Burnett's arms, and 
the cab had stopped, and the cabman was round at the window, touching his hat, and 
saying, " This here's the place, miss." She was not ftdnt then, or sick; she tried to 
leave the cab so hastily, that she caught her foot in her own petticoat, and tripped; 
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sbe was leaving her mair behind her in the vehicle ; she was mshtng in without pnyiu^ 
her fhre, had not the cabman recalled her to a sense of her duty. They had not ion«^ 
to wait before the iron gates were unlocked to them, and they were permitted to pass 
through. Isobel was ranning on at once into a court-yard beyond, but an official 
stopped her. 
" Beg your pardon, miss ; but it's my duty to search you, before you pass through.** 
" Search me," exclaimed Isobel, " for what? '* 

** You're new here, miss, I can see," replied the man, smiling, *'and don't know the 
reggilations. I must see that you ain't got no spirits about your person." 

*' I haven't, really," said poor Isobel, meekly, as if her protestation would stop the 
course of Justice. " What should I bring it for ? " 

" Ain't you going to see one of the prisoners? " demanded the man. 

She shrank Arom the term as applied to her husband, and answered, ^ 

" I came to see Mr. Reverdon." 

*' Ah, well," said the man ; '* it's all the same ; they likes a drop occasionally, they 
do, but it ain't allowed 'em." 

'* You can search me, if you like," she replied, too anxious to get to Rex to make any 
objection to what might ftirther her visit. But Miss Burnett was not disposed to sub- 
mit to the official inspection so quickly, and came out of the porter's lodge very flurried 
and red in the face. 

" 1 think it's shamefbl," she exclaimed, as soon as she had Joined Isobel ; <* that such 
a thing should be allowed. A nasty man putting his hands into your pockets, and pat- 
ting you all over in that manner. I don't think it's decent, my dear, and somebody 
should write to the ' Times ' about it." 

'* Oh, let us get in," said Isobel, quite regardless of anything but her own impatience ; 
** which way are we to go. Miss Burnett ? " 

The two women looked round them in bewilderment, and could neither help the 
other. 

They found themselves in a large paved court-yard, two sides of which were occupied 
by the prison quarters, and the third by a racket-court, iu which, early as it was in tlie 
day, several men were already busily engaged playing at rackets. Opposite the racket- 
court was a flagged walk, extending the whole length of the court-yanl, and beneath the 
prison windows there were several men pacing up and down, wrapped in their great- 
coats and cloaks, not walking briskly, as beflts a fh>sty day, but slowly and languidl}'^, 
with downcast eyes and folded arms, neither looking at nor speaking to one another. 
It was all scrupulously clean, and cold, and sad, on that side of the court, and Isobel 
felt the tears rush to her eyes as she looked at them. 

« Where are we to go? " she repeated. " Stop, Miss Burnett, 111 ask one of those 
men." 

And braving the unsociability of their looks, she walked up to one of the melancholy 
pedestrians, and asked where she was to go to see Mr. Iteverdon. The sweet tones of 
her low voice attracted his* notice, and he looked almost interested as he stopped short 
in his tread-mill exercise, and raised his eyes to the anxious, blushing face before him. 
He was a gentleman, and as he encountered her glance he raised his hat. 

" 1 beg your pardon, who did you say? " he asked, in the most depressed of voices. 

** Mr. Reverdon; he came in yesterday," she answered. 

'< That way," he said; indicating with his head the quarters before which he was 
pacing. " These are the debtors' rooms, those," pointing to the other side, "are the 
women's and paid quarters. Youll know all about it by and by," he added, with a sad, 
low laugh. 

She thanked him, and hurried on, followed closely by Miss Burnett. As she entered 
the quarters, she was met by another official, who asked her business. 

" I have come to see Mr. Reverdon, who came here yesterday," she answered. " X 
am Mrs. Reverdon," she added, as if to excuse her presence there. 

But who she was, seemed of little matter to the gentleman in attendance. 

** Seven, within two I " was all his answer, as he went on with some occupation in 
which she had interrupted him. 

" Seven, within two," she repeated mechanically, and then, lighting up, she exclaim- 
ed, <* Oh there's two, Miss Burnett, on that door, it must be inside that." 

She was right, it was inside that, or rather a whitewashed passage was inside that, 
and a very voluble old lady, in a squashed black bonnet, who was sweeping up the pas- 
sage, and came fbrward directly she saw them enter. 

<< Who do you want, my dear ? " she said, with bland and ready courtesy to Isobel; 
<< what number is it, you've come after ^ No. 4? He ain't well, poor dear; he had a 
terrible pain in his insides, all yesterday, and ' Mrs. Jones,' he says to me, ' which, if 
you didn't act for aU the world like a mother to me, it's my mother's tiie only person as 
I'd be wishing to see to-day," which perhaps you be his mother, mem»" she added^ ap- 
pealtng to Miss Burnett. 

Miss Burnett's indignation at being supposed to have brought No. 4 into this wicked 
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^orld, would have been good to see, had there hat been any one to see and appreciate 
it, but there was not. Isobel instantly claimed the old char-woman's attention. 

** We want No. 7, Mrs. Jones ; Mr. Reverdon's rooms." 

Poor Isobel (her first ideas about the Queen's Bench having been corrected) had 
notions of a suite of apartments, comfortably fhmished. 

" Oh," said the crone, " the gentleman as come in yesterday afternoon. Ill show you, 
roy dears ; come this way. Oh he's as comfortable as he can be, a-ready, and anything 
you want tor him you just to tell me, and I'll get it for you before an hour's out. No. 7 ; 
yes, this way, my dears, this here's the door, bless you. There it Is, No. 7, as plain as 
the nose on my fbce," which being of a pendulous and spongy description, was certainly 
as distinctly visible as the owner could possibly have desired it to be. Then she offi- 
ciously knocked at the door, and as offlcfously opened it, thrusting her crunched bonnet 
half-way into the room, as she said, " Here's your ma, and your sister come to see you, 
sir," and then withdrew it, leaving space for Isobel and Miss Burnett to enter. 

A small, whitewashed room, with one window in it, a bedstead, a table, and two chairs, 
a piece of carpet in the centre, and an empty fireplace. On the floor, an unstrapped 
portmanteau, its contents strewn carelessly about the room. At the table, an untidy, 
careless figure, leaning on its elbows, and sulking with its fate. 

On Isobel's excited imagination the shock told with double force. The idea of meet- 
ing him alone had worked it up to such a pitch that had she found him in the most 
sumptuous apartment she would still have been ready, forgetfbl of all her own suspi- 
cions, of Lady Charlotte's hints, and the Pcjrtons* outspoken assurances, to fall upon 
his neck, and pray him to let her love him still. And he, though sulking and morose, 
was yearning too strongly for her love to have had the courage to resist such an appeal 
from the one who had grown to be the treasure of his life. Had she come by herself to 
the Queen's Bench that morning, I believe all this would have come to pass. 

Isobel stood on the threshold for one moment, ready to exclaim, — 

" Oh, Rex, my darling, how unhappy it makes me to see you here I How happy to 
see you at all t " when he, roused by the opening of the door, looked up and seeing 
Miss Burnett close behind his wife, said, crustily, — 

"What made you come so early, Isobel? " 

And then he rose and came forward, without any visible empressement, and kissed her, 
and fihook hands with her Aricnd. His manner and his words damped her courage. All 
that she had been compelled to listen to the day before came back in one sudden rush 
to her mind ; the excitement with which she had hastened into his presence died away, 
and left her sick at heart again ; she only felt that that barrier was still between them 
which prevented their seeing into each other's souls. She kept his hand, with a weak, 
trembling clasp, for a few moments, but it did not close on hers. The eyes she so much 
loved avoided meeting her own, and the keenest disappointment crept over her spirit, 
end began to show itself in her face. She walked slowly to a chair, and sat down in it. 
Bex handed the other one to Miss Burnett, but she, seeing there was not a third, 
Attempted to decline the politeness. 

'* Pray take it," he replied, seating himself on the bed. '' Allow me to do the honors 
of my new apartments in the best manner that I can." 

" Oh, Rex," said Isobel, looking round the room, " what a miserable place I " And the 
tears rushed into her eyes, despite of herself, as she said so. 

"Don't set me against her Majesty's liberal arrangements for my comfort," said Rex, 
mockingly; "as I shall probably have the pleasure of making this ' miserable place ' 
my home for some time to come." 

"Can nothing be done to make it better?** she rejoined. 

He -did not comfort her by saying that it might ; that he might enjoy the benefits of 
4iny luxuries his fdends thought fit to supply him with. She found this out for herself, 
afterwards, but in these first few moments of reunion there was no mitigation allowed 
her of her disappointment. 

" Wliy, what would you want more ? " he replied, in the same strain as before. " A 
bed and a table, and even an extra chair provided for my company. I call it generosity 
itselt" 

"No fire. Rex?" said Isobel, shuddering, as she glanced at the empty grate. 

"Oh, that is because I said I didn't want it lighted," he replied; " I felt so cosey In 
this snug little room." 

StUl in the same Jeering, serio-comic mood as he had left her. Isobel almost felt aa 
If she could not sit dtill and listen to hiin much longer. 

" Well," he resumed after a while, " and what are you going to do with yourself 
to-^y?" 

What indeed? if not to drive home again and weep, and dream of the little white- 
Wadied room, and the inmate whom she loved so dearly, and who wounded her so 
tnnch. 

•^t don't know," she muttered faintly. 

^Wliat ! not going to have a drive in the Park, or do a little shopping, pour power 1$ 
20 
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temps? It's a fine day at the West End, I fancy) and woold be here if it were ll.s;ht 
enoQgh to see what kind of a day it Is. Hare you seen our play-ground, Isobel? Noble, 
Isn't it?" 

<* Oh, Bex ! don*t speak like that,** said Isobel, unable to keep silence any longer. 

Miss Burnett had turned her back upon the hasband and wife as much as was possi- 
ble in so small a space, and was professedly busily occupied in overturning the contents 
of her purse and pocket. 

" Then, why the devil did you bring that old woman here with you? " he whispered, 
going close to his wife. 

But a whisper in a little room is sometimes very palpable, and Isobel was shocked 
lest Miss Burnett should have heard it. 

'* Oh, Rex 1 " she answered, " she came out of kindness to me, but I will ask her to go 
outside if you wish to speak to me alone." 

A gleam of hope brightened up her breast at the time, that he really did so wish. She 
would have turned an army of Miss Burnetts out of the room for such a purpose, but 
her hope soon faded. 

*' By no means," was his answer : " as you've brought her, let her stay for the time you 
are here, only don't inflict her upon me too long." 

" Do you want us to go already, dear Rex? " she said, almost imploringly. 

"I don't much see the good of your staying," he replied; "it will be getting near 
feeding time, soon, I suppose, and I shall have nothing to offer you." 

" What are you going to have for dinner, Rex? " 

" Heaven knows I " he answered. 

" But I mtist know," said Isobel, almost wildly, and she rose from her chair; " I can't 
leave you like this, Rex, uncertain whether you arc to have any comforts or not. Who 
can I speak to about it? " 

Could not he read love In that voice, the tenderest of love in that anxiety? Was he 
deaf as well as blind, that he could not hear the passion bursting from her lips, that he 
could not see it animate her features, and make her soft eyes gleam, as she felt it stir- 
ring in her heart, every moment she passed near him ? It seems improbable, but such 
things have been. There have been men before Rex Reverdon, whose pride forbade 
them taking what they most longed for when it was held to their very lips, whose pride 
threw dust in their eyes, and deadened their hearing, so that when the good, close to 
their hand, was pointed out to them, they still maintained that it was not there. 

" Speak to the old woman we met, coming in, my dear," suggested Miss Burnett, who 
had heard her last question. 

" What's the good of making a fUss about it, Isobel ? " rejoined Rex ; " I shall fore as 
well as the rest. I dare say a little abstinence will do me good." 

" Oh ! don't speak to me, Rex — don't speak to me," she answered: "let me go and 
see what I can do." 

She moved towards the door as she spoke ; she did not say anything about going 
again to see him, she only held up her cold lips for a good-by firom his, which he gave 
her with the same light attempt at jesting as before. 

" What I so soon, my dear," said Miss Burnett, when she found she was going away f 
" don't cut your visit short on account of me. I don't mind waiting." 

But she could not answer her : there was something hard in her throat which hurt 
her when she tried to articulate. She walked straight out of Ko. 7, through the white- 
washed passage into the entry, and then the fresher air made her give two or three 
gasping sobs, and the desire for tears passed away and she could act again. 

" Where is the old woman?" she inquired, as Miss Burnett joined her. 

" I saw her sweeping one of the other rooms, my dear, as I passed by it," was the 
answer. " I dare say she will be here presently." 

And Miss Burnett was right, for the disinterested old creature was in the habit, as 
Isobel afterwards found, of accompanying all visitors to the prison in and out of the 
passage, in order to impress upon their minds what a mother she was to all the gentle- 
men of whose apartments she had the charge. After a few hurried inquiries of her, 
lisobel soon found that all luxuries, excepting spirits, might be provided for the pris- 
oners at their friends' expense, even to the needAii fUmiture to make their rooms com- 
fortable for them. 

" Why, bless you, my dear, lady," said her voluble Informant, " there's a many In the 
paid quarters as has their friends to see 'em, and their dinners as nice as need be. Why, 
young Lord Reckless has been in, and a fine young gentleman he Is, too, for better nor 
three years, and he's as happy as a lark, Is Lord Reckless." 

" The paid quarters," said Isobel, " what are they? " 

"The rooms as the gents pays for theirselves, my dear ; they're larger, and better 
Aimlshed, In course, than this part; they're mostly taken by those as expects to be in 
for some time — as Is in for hundreds and thousands, like Loi*d Reckless.' He's been in 
for a matter of three years, and they teU me as he won't be oat again under that time» 
neither." 
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** Mr. Beverdon should be In those quarters — Bex should be there, shouldn't he, Miss 
Bomett? ** said Isobel, appealing to her friend. 

" Well, I don't know, my dear," said the other, taking a more prudent view of the 
matter; ''of coarse It. would delay his getting out again, and that is a consideration, 
Isobel. I think his present room only wants a little more fkirnitare to make It com- 
fortable." 

'' Oh, no," exclaimed Isobel; '* it can never be comfortable, and as for its delaying his 
coming out, Miss Burnett, he miist come out before his time, any way ; I cannot have 
him kept here for eight months. Who am I to speak to about the paid quarters ? " she 
resumed, turning to the old woman, *' and who will show them me ? " 

Then the woman told her all particulars, and got half a crown for her pains, and 
Isobel rushed to this man and then to that, and chose the rooms, and paid for them in 
advance, and ordered in all that was necessary for her husband's comfort, and then 
prepared to quit the Queen's Bench. 

'* Will you not see Mr. Beverdon again, my dear," demanded Miss Burnett, in sur- 
prise, " and let him know what you have decided on? " 

" ph, no,*' said Isobel, dreading another interview, " they will tell him when he 
moves, by whose orders it was done. Oh, no ; I am very tired ; let us go home. Miss 
Burnett." 

But when she was at home again, in her little hired room, not much larger than the 
one provided for poor Bex, she threw herself across the bed in a storm of grief. 

" Why didn't he teU me that I could get all this for him if I chose ? Wliy didn't he 
say, * Isobel, look after my comfort, like a true wife should do ? * It would have been 
such happiness then to have labored and worked for my darling, and spout all I had 
upon his wants or wishes. But he will not be beholden to me for anything ; he married 
mc for my money, and now it hurts his pride even to use it. Oh I he does not love me ; 
he cannot love me, or he would know how dear it is to Love to stretch forth its hand 
to succor. , Oh, Bex ! I had little to give, but I gave it all to you ; am I never, never to 
feel that I am necessary to your comfort in return? " 



CHAPTER XXX. 

THE ANOEL OF DEATH. 

*' Miss Bxtenbtt," said Isobel, a few weeks afterwards, as they were sitting together 
in the evening, <' I'm going to write a novel." 

"What, my dear?" exclaimed Miss Burnett, removing her spectacles in astonish- 
ment, instead of clapping them tighter on her nose, as she ought to have done. 

" A novel," replied Isobel, confidently, as if she had published dozens already. " I 
am sure I can, and I must make money somehow. This suspense will kill me." 

She had been to the Queen's Bench every day since her husband had boon there ; but 
although he was now as comfortable as ho could be — thanks to her exertions — - and 
had made several fHends in the " paid quarters," she felt that the extra expense was 
swallowing up more of the income which alone could trca him than she had hoped it 
would; and she thought to huny matters by the exercise of her talent. Now, Miss 
Burnett knew that Isobel was clever, and imaginative, and well-educated— three great 
requisites to novel- writing, but of very little use as regards selling your novels, without 
the magic word " interest " appended to them — and interest Isobel had none. So that 
Miss Burnett was Justified not only in her astonishment at the new idea ; but also in the 
cold water which she metaphorically cast upon it by her second speech. 

" My dear, you'U never get any money that way." 

" Why not?" rejoined Isobel. " What did you tell me the other day Miss M'Calla- 
gahan's * Thalia Trelawney ' realized ? " 

Miss Burnett had, in her desire to divert Isobel's mind Arom her trouble, procured 
several of the leading novels from a circujating library for her, and talked about them 
too, and this was the result. 

« Eight thousand pounds, my dear Isobel ; but then that was quite an exceptional 
case. Miss M'Callagahan had written for years previously, and never made a hit before. 
* Thalia Trelawney ' ran into its third edition within a fortnight." 

" Well, of course, I don't expect eight thousand ; but if I could get one, or only half 
one, I should be satisfied ; it would bp something. Reginald will be ill. Miss Burnett, 
If they keep him in that horrid place for so many months — I'm sure he will. He looked 
quite pale to-day." » 

" My dear Isobel, it will be only lost labor and disappointment to you, and it will try 
your strength just now terribly. I speak from experience, for my poor fother was a 
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clever scholar withont interest, and his works are moaldering npon the pnblishers' 
shelves now, or lying as rejected MSS. It's all interest, my dear — all interest. You 
Iiave no chance, and it*s a great undertaking. I would advise you to leave it alone." 

But Isobel was not to be convinced. She had a <)uick, imaginative brain, that had 
already sketched what it conceived to be a very telling plot. The characters of her 
drama were arrayed before her; she felt as if she had but to sit down, pen in hand, 
ring the bell, and order the curtain to draw up. She could not think it such a great 
undertaking. 

*' I cannot agree with you," she said, rather pettishly, for she did not like the disar- 
rangement of her little plan. " Why, on an average, there are only forty chapters in 
three whole volumes ; and if I wrote one a day, my book would be completed under two 
months." ^ 

" But when are you to write, my dear ? " urged her old governess, " if you are to go 
to the city every day." 

" In the evening," said Isobei; decidedly. -• 

" What 1 sit up at night, Isobel, and in your weak state of health? You would be very 
wrong, my dear, and might make yourself Ul from fa,tigue." 

*^ Miss Burnett, I must try to make money somehow ; the quarter days seem as if 
they would never come round, and no one will send it to me or advance it. I am de- 
termined to try. I dare say I shall not succeed, but I must make the attempt. I cannot 
stop idle, with my hands folded, and do nothing to further Rex's release." 

She '< dare-say ed" that she should not succeed, but the hope of doing so was strong. 
Whose is not, under the same circumstances ? 

Isobcl's hope of success was strong, but her chance of it was equally weak ; yet it 
wks difficult for her to believe so, as her wish was so purely father to her thought. She 
procured a stock of paper, pens, and ink, and sat up late every night — sometimes till 
early in the morning— writing as if her life depended upon it; and the book grew, in 
consequence, and became exceedingly bulky. She used to feel the weight of the pack- 
et, as the quires of paper were successively tacked together, with great satisfiiction to 
herself. Such an amount of labor, of writing, must be worth soraetliing. She had read 
most of the light literature of the day. She was sufficiently humble not to be blinded 
to her own faults, but at the same time sufficiently clever to be unable to shut her cyei 
to the fact that the plot of her novel wa« better conceived and better worked up than 
the generality of the plots which she had read. Her story was a domestic one, written 
from the experience of her own life ; but perhaps it was none the less interesting from 
not being sensational. I have said that my heroine was a highly educated and deeply 
read woman, at this juncture all tliat she had read and learnt came to her aid, and her 
pages positively overflowed with sparkling and appropriate quotations, whilst every line 
showed it had proceeded from the pen of an accomplished brain. Writing in smaller 
things, in the ordinary uses of life, had never seemed any trouble to her ; now it appeared 
to come like magic, and still her hand nor head never seemed to flag. But the double 
fatigue began to tell upon her, energetic and untiring as she was, although she did not 
go every day to the Bench now. She had so often found her husband engaged with his 
friends (Lord Reckless amongst the number) when she went, that her presence had 
sometimes seemed rather a bore to him than otherwise ; and she felt she could do him 
more good by staying occasionally at home, and working hard at the book, which she 
trusted might aid in releasing him ; and Isobel had another reason for wishing to hurry 
on with her self-imposed task. A time was drawing near when she expected to be un- 
able to work any more : in a few months she hoped to be a mother. The anticipation 
flUed her heart with very mixed feelings. At one moment she would think of Rex's 
child with a thrill of happiness, unlike any happiness she had ever felt before ; in the 
next, she would shrink from the prospect with something almost like alarm in her 
breast. For Rex knew nothing of his coming honors ; she had not yet summoned up 
courage to tell him. Because the Idea was so dear to herself — would have been so 
doubly dear had her husband anticipated it with pleasure, though she dreaded to see 
the look of distaste with which she fancied he would receive the announcement — to 
hear him say again, as he had done the flrst evening they returned to Wimbledon, after 
their maiTiage, that he should hate to have a child of his own. She f^lt as if, were be 
to repeat that now, she could never go through with what warf before her. Miss Bur- 
nett, to whom the idea of concealing such a prospect from the person who ought to 
have been most interested in it, seemed extremely unnatural, had tried, in vain, to per- 
suade Isobel, if she would not tell it herself, to let her break the news to her husbaiuL 
But the wife was resolute. 

"No —not for worlds," she would say, in answer. ** When he sees it, Miss Bumett 
— oh ! when he sees it, he will not have the heart to say he hates it." 

And at the bare prospect of anything so dreadful, the poor mother's breast would 
throb with pain. And she would almost wish* that God had heard that prayer of hers» 
and not seen fit to send her the promise of a child. But the conflicting feelings which 
fihe had to endure — the fear and the depression, added to the real bodily weakness^ be* 
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gan to show its effects upon Isobel's health. She was thinner and paler than she had 
ever been before, and her eyes had dark lines ronnd about and under them. And Ilex 
didn't like the alteration in her manner or her appearance. He thought her negligent 
and careless dress was assumed, because she no longer cared to please him by her looks* 
lie was a man who particularly admired neatness in women, and his wife had always 
been scrupulously neat, in order to gratify his taste. And now she wore loose, untidy 
Jackets, and large, heavy cloaks, and wouldn't alter them for all his fretfUl remarks 
upon the subject, nor even remove them when she sat with him. 

** What on earth makes you wear that hideous cloak, Isobel? " he remarked one day, 
In allusion to a voluminous gray cloth mantle, in which she always now appeared. "It's 
horribly dowdy and out of date, and makes you look so old. At all events, take it off 
now you're here. I hate the sight of it" 

*^ Oh, let me wear It, Rex," she answered ; " it is so cold in this place, and I shall be 
going home directly.'* 

Ucr figure was very perfect, as I said when describing her to you, and he was proud 
of it and her, and liked her to make the best of herself. He would have liked Lord 
Ilecklcss and the rest of his Bench fiends to have seen what an elegant and aristocrat- 
ic-lookiug woman his wife was, and he was vexed at her apparent neglect of his wishes. 
And then he would turn cross, and sometimes even rude, and almost wrench her secret 
IVrom her, in her pain at his conduct. But as yet it was her own. Day by day she felt 
it must be told ; that she could not delay breaking the intelligence to him much longer; 
but day by day went by, and it was still hers — hers only — to weep over one moment, 
and thank God for the next. And so things went on for about a month after Ilex's in- 
carceration in the Queen's Bench. One evening late, or it appeared so to Isobel, for 
she had been sitting writing for the whole afternoon, and it was now nine o'clock, a 
violent knock sounded at the hall door, and she sprang up with a foreknowledge of bad 
news, as Mr. Huntley walked into her room without previous announcement, and with 
a ftwje flill of grave import. 

*• Gabriel," she uttered, without ftirther preamble. 

She had not forgotten this flrst-fhiits of the love of her husband's family, which had 
been given her in exchange for her own. In the midst of all her trouble and anxiety, 
she had not forgotten Gabriel. She had thought of him, and prayed for him daily. She 
had even heard of and Arom him before, and through the same source. Mr. Huntley had 
followed her to London very shortly after she had taken up her abode there, and asked 
her pardon for the manner in which she had been treated in his house, and volunteered 
to do anything for her or Rex that he could do. He was a thoroughly good-natured 
man, and had been shocked at the description which had been detailed to him of tho 
interview which had taken place between Lady Charlotte and her daughter-in-law, on 
the evening of Rex Reverdon's arrest. Thoroughly good-natured, but foolish and inca- 
pable of acting (you know the sort of man), a nonentity in his own house, kept in mortal 
terror of his wife's outbursts of temper, from which he usually suffered for days after- 
wards, and desirous, at any risk, of keeping the peace, by which means he often showed 
the white feather, and swallowed humble pie in very large pieces. Even when he had 
followed Isobel to town and offered her his services, he had done so sub rosa ; he had 
said nothing about it at the Oaks. But this time his visit was above-board. As Isobel 
ro«e, and grasping his hand, said " Gabriel," his sole answer was " Yes, will you come 
to him? " There wa3 no need to add ** he is dying." She seemed to understand it at 
once ; she forgot that she had said she would never enter the house again, except she 
was asked. She forgot all her own feelings in the face of this calamity. Her pride and 
her wounded delicacy seemed too paltry and worldly now, to stand as obstacles in the 
presence of death. She answered directly, fully and freely, — 

•*0f course; how can you ask me ? I will go back with you at once. Dear 
Gabriel 1" 

She made a movement as if to leave the room, but he detained her. 

" I am the bearer of a note from Lady Charlotte, requesting you to come," he said. 
" After what has happened, Isobel, I would not have ventured to ask you without It. 
I believe she is as desirous of your presence as I am. Tho boy is longing for you. 
Will you not read it? " 

lie held the note towards her as he spoke, and she took it, but said, before open- 
ing it,— 

'• I am so glad I said I would go before you gave me this, Mr. Huntley. I was very 
wrong ever to say otherwise. Poor T ady Charlotte 1 " 

The note was very brief and cold, but she only saw in it the humbling of a great 
pride, in obedience to motherly affection, and her kind heart bled for the writer. 

*' Only give me ten minutes," she said, as she glanced at it, ** to put on my bonnet 
and cloak, and tcU Miss Burnett, and I shall be ready." 

As they drove to Wimbledon, for ISIr. Huntley had brought the carriage for her, 
Isobel learned the particulars of Gabriel's increased illness. She heard how the break- 
ing of the blood-vessel had been succeeded by a languid restlessness and depression, 
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tor which Dr. Bowlderby could neither account, nor find a satisfhctoiy relief; how the 
boy had revised to submit to remedies, or the precaations thought necessary for his 
recovery; how he had firetted after Isobel, and asked after her Incessantly ever since 
she hod left Wimbledon, and brought himself down to death's door by the anxiety of 
his mind. 

" I do not snppose," the father concluded with, " that In any case the poor boy could 
have lived many weeks ; but his constant longing to see you again, and his unhappiness 
at the trouble of his brother and yourself, has no doubt accclerat«d the end. He is so 
weak now, that Dr. Bowlderby holds out no hope of his surviving the night." 

"Why didn't ypu send for me before, Mr. Huntley?" exclaimed Isobel in distress. 
'' Surely, you did not think I would be so wicked as to keep to a word spoken in hasty 
anger, when a dying brother was In the question." 

" No ; /never thought so," he replied, " nor did any one, Isobel ; but to tell you the 
truth, it's no use mincing matters to you. It is Lady Charlotte's temper that has stood 
In the way. She's a little jealous, I think, of your influence over poor Gabriel, and his 
great anxiety to see you, and you only, was a sharp sword to her. I scarcely think she 
would have written to-night, had not Dr. Bowlderby told her she must do so, if she 
wished to see her son die In peace. Poor Gabriel I It's a heavy blow to us, Isobel — 
an only son, too." | 

" Tour only son, dear Mr. Huntley, I know," she replied; "but Lady Charlotte has j 

another, if she would only remember the fact sometimes." I 

As the carriage drove up to the " Oaks," Isobel thought everything seemed unat- 
urally quiet and still, but that was probably because it was late at night, and she knew • 
she was approaching a house over which the Angel of Death was hovering. The an- 
ticipated event had been announced to the household, and the servants were all up. 
Isobel's return with Mr. Huntley was also evidently expected, for the butler met them 
in the hall, and addressed himself to her, in solemn tones, — , 

" Mr. Gabriel Is lying in Lady Charlotte's bedroom, ma'am. I believe he Is asleep at 
present." 

" Yon will come with me," she said to Mr. Huntley, appealingly. Her mother-in- 
law's note had not been written in a suflaciently cordial strain to make her anticipate 
the first encounter. He assented, and they mounted the staircase together. As they 
entered the dressing-room, which opened into the bedroom, Lady Charlotte and Dr. I 

Bowlderby met them. The former shook hands with Isobel in a il-igid manner, for form's 
sake ; but the latter, although his acquaintance with her was but slight, welcomed her 
with real cordiality, as a powerful coadjutor in his endeavors to smooth the dying bed 
of his patient. 

"Ah, Mrs. Beverdon, I am very glad yon are come. I wish you had been here be- 
fore. Our poor patient has been firetting after you sadly." 

Lady Charlotte heard the words, and shivered under them. Isobel murmured some- 
thing about being very sorry, and wishing she had been sent for ; she glanced at her 
mother-in-law as she said so, but her grief, if it was great, seemed to have made no 
change in Lady Charlotte. Her features were as hard and unmoved as ever ; her man- 
ner so stiff and formally polite, that Isobel felt that no softening towards herself 
had taken place, before the note which recalled her had been written. It was written 
for Gabriel, not for her, and Lady Charlotte would gladly have banished her from her 
son's dying bed, if she could have done so without iiyuring him. 

" Can I go into the bedroom now? " asked Isobel of Dr. Bowlderby. 

Lady Charlotte was about to say " no," and that the boy was asleep, but the doctor 
fbrestalled her. 

" By all means ; it is extreme weakness, not sleep, which is hanging over him. He 
will brighten up, and be another creature under Mrs. Reverdon's presence." 

So she passed into the bedroom at once, and they followed her; passed into the bed- 
room where Gabriel was lying, more dead than alive, his thin hands nervously plucking 
at the bedclothes, his head incessantly turning about on the pillow, in the feverish 
restlessness of approaching death. She walked up to his bedside, without his perceiv- 
ing her, though he had been told that she should come. But when she took one of 
those nervous hands, on which already a chilling dampness was creeping, in hers, and 
said in her own soft, sweet voice, — 

" Gabriel, dear, I have come to you," the large, dark eyes first languidly unclosed, 
and then with a gleam of delighted recognition, fired with unnatural brilliancy, as he 
feebly drew both her hands into his, and pressed them against his heart. 

^' Dieu-donn^ey" he murmured, almost in a whisper, he was so weak, "my beloved 
sister, you have come at last. Thank God I" The heavy eyelids drooped again, the 
head fell back upon the pillow, but the hands retained their nervous clasp. 

" God, I thank thee I " he repeated again and again, as he pressed them closer and 
closer to his breast. 

" He has not looked like that for days," observed Dr. Bowlderby. 

" He looks OS If he had found peace at last/' said Mr. Huntley. 



THE AXGBL OT DEATH. li)9 

Lady Charlotte said nothing. She bit her thin lips till the blood almost started to 
their surface, and her heart went like a sledge-hammer with jealousy and wounded 
love, but she said nothing. Her affection was not of that unselfish order which could 
ftel gratitude to the woman who had brought peace to her child's dying bed. In that 
moment she hated Isobel. 

She almost (God forgive her!) hated Gabriel. Her Jealousy stamped down and trod 
under foot all the best feelings that she possessed. Presently another whisper came 
firom the lips of Gabriel. 

^^ Dieu-donfiief** 

<' Barling ! " she said, bending over him. 

" You won't go away." 

" No, Gabriel ; not for a moment. I shall stay here till *• 

" I die," he went on to say ; " it's coming, dear; it's very near." 

** So is heaven, Gabriel." 

" Who opened the door for me? " he said, with all the love of his loving nature por- 
trayed in his glowing eyes, as he turned them upon her. 

*' Jesus ! " she answered, firmly. 

^'Yes; I know that; I didn't mean that," he said slowly, and as if collecting his 
thoughts. " But who taught me how to knock for entrance there ? Isobel, my angel I 
will they let me love you in heaven? " 

" With far more perfect love than here," she answered. " It will only be a little 
time, dear Gabriel, perhaps a time that may appear to you like a pleasant dream alone, 
before we shall meet again, and such a meeting I " 

" Oh, Isol>el I I wHh you could go with me noW." 

Then her fortitude gave way, and she began to weep passionately. 

" Oh, Gabriel I dear Gabriel ! I wish to God I could." 

She forgot her husband and her hopes of coming happiness ; she only remembered 
her present trouble, her disappointed love, the 'cold looks upon her then, and felt for 
the moment that life was dreaiy, and heaven was immunity firom woe. 

" Oh, Gabriel I I would to God I could go with you, and be at rest." 

Then it was his turn to comforc and console. 

*' Hush, dearest sister," he said, mistaking the cause of her emotion, '*my death is a 
release for more than myself. Think of Bex, dear Rex; what would he do without 
you?" 

«* It was only a passing wish," she answered ; " we are all weary at times." 

" 1 wish I could have seen Rex again," murmured Gabriel, but without any great 
anxiety ; " I have loved Rex so ; but I have loved you, Isobel, and I love you better than 
all the world beside. Stay by me ; don't leave me." 

His eyes closed again, and he lay silent from utter weakness. As she took her seat 
by his bedside, her hands still firmly clasped in his own, somebody asked if she wouldn't 
have some refreshment. 

RefVeshment I with her nerves strung to their utmost tension, and every pulse 
throbbing with excitement. Food would have choked her. She said something to that 
efi'ect, and then Lady Charlotte tried to get her from the room to remove her walking- 
things, but the hands tightened their clasp when she attempted to move, and a feeble 
nOf came with a touching entreaty from the lips of Gabriel, and then she resolved that 
however long it lasted, she would not stir from his side whilst life remained in hira. 

Dr. Bowlderby went once to her, and whispered, as he felt Gabriel's pulse, " it will 
not be many hours now, Mrs. Reverdon ; perhaps not one." 

The dying boy opened his eyes as he spoke, and understood the words. After Dr. 
Bowlderby had withdrawn Into the ac^oining room with Mr. Huntley, and left Gabriel 
alone with Lady Charlotte and Isobel, he lay very quiet for about half an hour, and 
then, raising himself suddenly, said, — 

" Mother." 

She came to him directly and tried to take him in her arms, but he gently repulsed 
her. 

" Good-by, mother." 

" Gabriel," she almost shrieked, " you are not going now? " 

" Soon," he said, languidly, "very soon, mother I I'd rather say good-by at once. 
Dear Isobel I remember how I loved her; you will come to call her Dieu-donnee jet; 
and be good to Rex — dear, generous Rex I Remember how I loved them." 

His words came out very slowly and languidly, but they were not to be mistaken. 
He. seemed to harp upon the fact of his affection for his brother and sister, as if he 
knew it would come mick to his mother's mind, with greater force, In their behalf after 
he wao gone, than any other argument that he could use. 

" I have loved her so ; I have loved them both so much," he kept on murmuring, as 
he lay on his pillow, with closed eyes. 

Presently he opened them again and saw his mother's £Eu:e bending over him. His 
looks were Immediately expressive of alarm. 
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" Where's my darling?" he said; " where's Dieu-donnieJ*' 

*' Here I am, dear Gabriel, close by yoa," she answered. 

^^Dieu-donn^e, take me in your arms." 

His mother's arms were about him then, and Isobel scarcely liked to let her own 
supersede their right. But the dying boy was imperative. 

" Tovr arms," he repeated; " my sister's arms. I Mill die in no other." 

Then Lady Charlotte withdrew herself a little, and looked on — God knows with 
what bitter feelings, as she watched her cherished son's look of perfect peace as tbo 
arms of her daughter-in-law were wound around him, and his head laid upon her 
bosom. 

" This is heaven," he murmured; ** this is peace ! " 

Then he began to wander a little, and talk disconnectedly. 

" I see heaven— I see the King of heaven — let me kneel — it is not 'so ftir off as we 
think ; it is quite near us every day — only one step from misery to bliss — why cannot 
we all go together? Isobel, I have loved you; ah, yes, remember that I loved yon. 
You are my angel — the angel of my life I I don't mind dying — it is nothing — I only 
feel rather weak and sleepy, and my feet are cold. I shall see you again, Dieti-donnec, 
to-morrow or next day," and then, fixing his eyes upon her face, as if he was astonished 
himself at the magnitude of his feelings for her, he repeated, — 

** How I have loved you I hold me, Isobel, hold me tight, I am sinking. No ; never 
mind," he added, putting his hand feebly up as if to displace her arm, ** I am all safe 
now — I am quite safe now. I can go alone, for Jesus has w»e / " 

As the words came IVom him, he threw her clasp from off him with a strength he had 
not possessed five minutes before, sprang into a sitting position on the bed, and throw- 
ing out his arms, sank slowly back upon his pillow, as if he was being upborne on 
some light and buoyant waves. His dark eyes shone with pleasure, his whole face 
was lighted up with a light which was not reflected firom this earth, and his look was 
one of perfect security. 

" Jesus has me," he repeated; " good-by." Then he fell back upon his pillow, and 
spoke no more. He did not die at once. Isobel did not leave the bedside till she was con- 
vinced that all feeling was quenched and at an end forever. Dr. Bowlderby and Mr. 
Huntley were in the room at the time, and when the former announced that all was 
really over, Isobel naturally turned to see if she might in any way comfort the poor be- 
reaved mother with a word or look from herself. But Lady Charlotte was not present. 
She had rushed into the ad.joining room, unable to stand by and watch the dying strug- 
gles of her child. Isobcl's generous heart had no scruples in that hour. She followed 
her at once ; she went up to the bowed figure of Lady Charlotte, and put the arms 
around her which had just been disencircled from the dead body of Gabriel, as natu- 
rally as though they had often been there before; but Lady Charlotte shook her off, as 
if she had been a reptile. 

" Stand off 1 " she exclaimed ; " don't touch me. I hate you." 

** Hate me? " said Isobel, moumftilly ; " and with that dead body in the next room« 
Oh, Lady Charlotte, you cannot mean it ! " 

" Dead 1 Then is he really gone ? " sobbed Lady Charlotte. " Oh, my son ! my son I 
Yes, I do mean it," she repeated angrily ; ** I do mean it all the more for that dead 
body being there. That body of my child, that can never wake to tell me now that 
it has been all a dream and a mistake, and that his mother is dearer to him than a 
stranger. I hate you, Isobel. You have come into my house, stealing what was dear- 
est to me in the world, and now you dare to try and console me for the loss of it." 

** I never stole it," replied Isobel, too sorry for the mother's distress to feel anger at 
her outspoken words ; *^ I never stole it. Lady Charlotte, It was a free gift on his part. 
Would you have hod me reject it, and make him miserable ? " 

** Go away — don't speak to me," was the only reply she got. " Do you think I have 
not seen from the first moment you entered our family how that boy has turned against 
me and clung to you? Do you think I have been blind? Or that I cared so little for 
my precious son that it was of no consequence to me to whom he clung? Has not his 
love for you even been the cause of his death? Could he die without the pressure of 
your arms ? V/ho did he look forwaixl to meeting in heaven but you? Oh, go away, I 
cannot bear the sight of you. Oh, my Gabriel I my dearest son 1 " 

" You have another son," said Isobel, softly. 

" Go to him, then," answered Lady Charlotte, sharply. " I suppose you have usurped 
all his love for me as well as Gabriel's. Go to him; don't make more mischief here ; I 
have daughters left." 

" God pity you 1 " said Isobel, as she passed from her into the other room again. 

" Mr. Huntley, can I go home now? " she asked. " Will it be inconvenient? " 

" Not if you particularly wish it," he replied; "but after all your fatigue you should 
stay here at least until the morning, and rest yourself." 

" No, thank you," she answered, sadly ; " I could not rest ; I would rather go home.** 
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They stood together OTer the bed where the body of Gcbrld lay, looking no more like 
death than it had looked for weeks past, when he was asleep. 

** Reginald will be cut op to hear of this" observed Mr, Hnntley, with the tears 
standing in his eyes. Isobel's were overflowing fast. 

^< Very much bo" she answered; ''though not more than myself, Mr. Huntley. I 
loved liim dearly.'' 

*' So did he you, Isobel," was the reply. ** I know the blessing you have been to 
him, God bless you for it, my dear daughter ! " 

He turned towards her as he spoke, and took her in his arms and idssed her, the first 
time he iiad ever done so. The sudden tenderness touched her deeply, and she clung to 
this almost stranger as if he had indeed been her fother, and found relief In the tears 
she shed upon his breast. 

'* It is so wrong, so wicked, to cry for him," she said, presently, dashing them away 
as she turned towards the bed and kissed the pale forehead of the dead boy. '' He la 
80 happy now, Mr. Huntley, it is pure ingratitude in us to mourn. 

'' I know it is," the fiither answered, huskily ; '' but the first wrench is hard. lisobel, 
I cannot let you go home alone. If you really will not stay, I will order the carriage 
at once." 

And so he took her home, without her again seeing Lady Charlotte, and the next 
morning dawned upon one less on earth» and one more in heaveui and a fresh burden 
added to Isobel's stock of woes. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

isobel's book. 

But the first grief for Gabriers death over, Isobel's mind returned without redoubled 
enei^ to the idea of finishing her book, and realizing sometliing for it, before that 
time came on her when she should work no more. If there had appeared a necessity 
for her thus exerting herself before the death of her brother-m-law, it had increased to> 
twice as much since. For Bex was really ailing now. He had felttlie news, which so soon 
reached him iVom Wimbledon, keenly, as he knew he would feel it. It had been broken 
to him as gently as possible by the mouths of liis wife and his stepfather (who had visited 
him several times in the Queen's Bench, of late), but it had not gone home with the less 
force for that. Bex Beverdon was not a man to show deep feeling by outward signs, 
except such signs as drinking rather more Areely than he should, playing more reck- 
lessly, and talking more heartlessly. But within himself he brooded upon his destiny, 
and felt harder every day. The death of his young brother, who had alone shared his 
love with Pearl Ashton, before that finer, tenderer passion sprung up in his breast for 
Isobel's lovely virtues, had happened, it would almost seem, at an unfortunate time for 
Bex Beverdon. Could he have been by the death-bed perhaps, have received the last 
looks and words, the scene might have softened the present granite of his nature, and 
melted away that icy barrier which he would persist in keeping still, between himself 
and Love. But as it was, the knowledge that Gabriel was gone without a flEirewell 
from him, that he was gone forever beyond the reach of all words of aflSection, and that 
without any special longing Ibr his elder brother's presence, without any special last 
message for him alone, above others, hardened Bex still more. For though Isobel, 
knowing her husband's affection for the dead boy, fhrew as much meaning as she could 
into the few sentences which he had spoken, concerning him, it was impossible for her 
entirely to conceal (and had she done so, Mr. Huntley made no secret of the flEU^t), that 
Gabriel's last hours were made peacefhl and happy by her presence alone ; that his last 
looks and words were for Isobel ; his last hc^e, the hope of meeting her again. ' And 
the tBiCt, in Bex's present frame of mind, only made him drink harder, play harder, and 
speak more bittierly than he had ever done before. Lord Beckless was now his very 
particular chum and partisan. Mr. Beverdon, Lord Beckless, an,d Sir Harry Play- 
Adr, were known to be the three Jolliest, most careless, and most extravagant of 
debtors, in the Bench. Bex had no longer any delicate scruples about usine his wife's 
money. His demands upon Isobel for cash were so frequent and so heai/y, that she 
began to dread going to the Bench, knowing that each visit set the day of her husband's 
release therefrom further and furthered into the future. But though Bex was natu- 
rally so careless and happy» there was a devil raging at his heart the while, a devU 
whose name was Legion, and he could not drive away the knowledge forever. 

In the mean while, his patient wife took all his apparent indiffisrence and his rebuib, 
and lived under them. How she did so — loving him as she did •— would be a mystery^ 
did we not know that th^re is one position, which if we but humbly and in all sinccri^ 
21 
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assome, the burden of dor cares fiillfl off oar wearied shoulders, upon the brcnst of 
One stronger to bear than onrselres. And that is where Isobel left her hasbaud's 
coldness, and gained fliith in the belief tliat the day most shine when her trusting love 
for him would be rewarded. 

In the mean while the book grew, and was completed. It was really a very prettily 
constructed story, and very well written; but now that the three volumes wei-e in her 
hands, it suddenly diminished in value in IsobeVs eyes. Although Miss Burnett, who 
had been so sparing of her prognostications of its success, now that she had heaixl the 
concluding chapters, really began to think that Isobel might, after all, be right, and 
tiiat it was really too clever not to bring in '< something ;" its owner's hopes waxed 
f^ble, and she fbared she had been presumptuous. It was the reaction, as soon as the 
unnatural strain to which she had subjected her mind for the last two months, was 
removed. For Isobel had really worked — considering how much else she had to 
occupy her mind and body — a great deal too hard. She had sat up writing late into 
the nights ; she had risen early to complete chapters, the substance of which being in 
her miud, her pen had yet dropped feebly from her cramped fingers the day beforp, and 
refused to finish. 8he had lain awake upon her bed, pondering over the best way of 
getting her hero and heroine free from the dlfiSculties, which, in duty bound, she had 
been forced to make surround them ; and she had,9frequently gone without her meals 
altogether, so great was her jtear lest her work should not be completed in time, or 
that the ideas with which her brain was filled should slip away, and be irrecoverable 
before she could write them down. This kind of work is very wearing. No one knows 
hdw llEitiguing till they have tried It, and it was doubly so for a woman in Isobel Eevcr- 
don's condition. But it was done at last. The final chapter was completfd. The hero 
and heroine were happy, or miserable (as the case might be), and Isobel had time to 
breathe. Scarcely time for that though, until her fate was decided. When the MSS. 
was at last packed and despatched to the tender mercies of a publisher in the city, the 
same publisher for whom Miss Burnett's translations were done, Isobel felt as if the 
business of her life was suddenly withdrawn ; as if she scarcely knew what to do with 
her time. And then a feverish anxiety set in to know what the decision would be. 

" If I could only know at once," she said to Miss Burnett, '* I could get over a disap- 
pointment very soon, but suspense is so hard to bear. Will he be very long, dS you 
think, more than a week, before he sends me an answer? " 

And then Hiss Burnett would pray, her to be patient, and remind her that reading 
three volumes in MSS. was no light task, and that probably Messrs. Couitland and 
Coverby had several works on hand to be read, and would not be able to give hers 
immediate attention. ' 

" But even if the answer is unflivorable, my dear," she would conclude with (and 
Hiss Burnett greatly dreaded that her premise would prove a true one, as she spoke), 
'* you must remember that Messrs. Courtland and Coverby are not the only publishers 
in London, and that. If they have as many works in the press as they wish to publish 
this season, that they would refhse on that score, if no other. You must not be disap- 
pointed if you have one or two rebufft.** 

*' But I cannot wait," said Isobel, '* it seems like a matter of life and death to me. I 
cannot wait to send it to another publisher, and have all the same delay over again." 

But she had to wait for many weary days. A week passed, then another ; and though 
Isobel watched feverishly for the postman as every hour took him by their street, she 
watched in vain, as fi&r as a letter form Messrs. Courtland and Coverby was concerned, 
for it did not come. 

At first she would imagine it was because she had signed her name Isobel Fane in 
her note, that the answer must have miscarried. She would assail the lodging-house 
maid-of-all-work a dozen times a day with instructions on the subject. 

*< Mind, if the postman brings a letter addressed to < Miss Fane," it is for me. Ohl 
I am sure that stupid girl has made a mistake about it," she would add with a quiet 
despaii to Miss Burnett, ** she has sent the letter away, and said there was no one of 
the name lodging here ; I shall never get it." 

It was in vain the unfortunate maid swore that no such letter had ever been shown 
to her, and that no such letter should ever be returned to the postman.' 

Isobel was certain she had lost her precious missive, that way alone. At last, she 
could bear it patiently no longer. She had sent a second letter after the first to request 
a speedy answer; but fhrther than an acknowledgment of the receipt of her MSS., 
nothing came of it. 

'* I must go myself and see Mr. Courtland," she said one morning to Mias Burnett, 
when she was looking unusually pale and heavy, <* I can bear the suspense no longer. 
I would rather know the worst at once. I shall go into the city directly after brSik- 
fost." 

Her old friend did not attempt to dissuade her. She thought it was best that she 
should know the worst at once. She had not liked Isobel's looks for the last few days» 
and feared the anxiety was acting upon her health; so she only said, — 
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"Don't fktigne yourself, my dear, more than you can help, and dont worry yourself 
too much; if your MSS. is returned to you, there are other publishers besides Messrsi. 
Courtland and Coverby." 

When Isobel had once made up her mind to encounter the dread presence of Messrs. 
Courtland and Coverby in person, she felt serener than she had done for days. As she 
drove along the crowded city streets to the address of their office, she grew quite quiet, 
compared to what she had been. At all events, whatever was before her, it would soon 
be over; and speaking was so much better than writing I You can say so little in a 
letter. And behind all this, there was lurking (tor Isobel was only a woman) , a very 
natural conviction that publishers, after all, when you come face to face with them, are 
only men and women— well, women are women ; and isn't that quite enough for them 
to be? Notwithstanding which wise conclusion to come to, she felt a little >- just a 
little nervous — when the cab deposited her at the entrance of rather a formidably 
business-looking office, on the inner glass doors of which a brass plate told her that the 
potentates she came to see were to be found within. The cabman wanted to know if 
he was to wait, but she was uncertain how long she might have to do so herself, and 
so dismissed him. It was a cold March day, but when Isobel timidly turned the handle 
oftbe Inner glass doors, and entered the publishers' office, she trembled even more 
tlian the weather warranted her doing. The office was anything but cold, however : it 
was dark and dusty and bare ; but there was a large fire burning in the grate, and gas 
lighted over the desk, at which a clerk was seated busily engaged writing. Several 
other clerks were scattered about the room, also busily engaged. 
** Can I see Mr. Courtland or Mr. Coverby ? " she asked, nervously. 
"Your name?" 
! " Mrs. Eeverdon — Miss Fane, I mean," stammered Isobel, forgetting, in her hurry, 

that she had not written under her own name. " Mr. Courtland has had a letter trota 
me — he will know who I am." 

Her face was strange to him. Two names seemed suspicious, and the stammering 
was more suspicious still. The clerk thought, considering all things, that there was no 
occasion to excite himself on the subject, and so he told her that Mr. Courtland was^ 
I engaged at present, but that when he was at leisure he would Inform him of her pres- 

I ence. Then somebody else ofi'ered her a chair, and she had nothing to do but to sit 

down, and look at the piles of proofs, and MSS., and unbound books, which were 
heaped upon the shelves, and to listen to the talk of the clerks, and to feel hot and 
nervous, and to wish she had never come. 

Presently there was a bustle and opening of doors, and a gentleman came out of 

some inner apartment, accompanied by another gentleman with an uncovered head, 

I who talked together familiarly until the outer door was gained, and the first-named had 

I departed. As the other, one of the firm, as Isobel guessed, walked through the office 

' again, one of the clerks whispered something to him, which made him turn and look at 

her. 

" I cant positively yet," he said, consulting his watch, and speaking hurriedly ; " I've 
an appointment waiting me, and Miss M'Callagahan arrives at half past eleven. Show 
MiSB M'Callagahan in as soon as she arrives, Jones," and then vanished into the inner 
room again. 

In a few minutes a brougham drove up to the door, and a lady descended and entered 
the office : the doors held open for her by a couple of clerks, with an air which said she 
was powerftil, and knew her power. She was young and pretty, and very fashionable- 
looking; her silk dress swept half a yard on the office floor behind her; hcriUrsaud 
velvets and ornaments were of the most costly and extravagant kind. There was no 
mistake about Miss M'Callagahan being a successfhl authoress. Her voice was rather 
harsh and shrill, though, and Isobel thought that even were she as great a success her- 
self, she could never come to speak in that authoritative manner, as If she was so well 
awareof it, and had dropped her courtesy with the knowledge. Isobel could hardly 
help envying her as she watched the deference with which she was received; the 
promptitude with which she gained admittance into that sacred room behind the office, 
even as she encountered the insolent look which Miss M'Callagahan was pleased to 
throyf upon a woman better bom, bred, and educated than herself. But, even as she 
envied, the thought stole into her mind, that though this woman had for the moment 
what she despaired to have, and scarcely hoped for, she had not, what was, Isobel felt 
with a glow, her very own. And for the sake of that scamp in the Queen's Bench, and 
for the sake of the coming hope, the Joy of which no fear could entirely drown, Isobel 
thanked God, even in the publishers* office, and ceased fh>m envy. 

At lost Miss M'Callagahan had settled her business to her liking, had got what she 
had asked, and was ready to leave. She had entered the office with somewhat of a 
frown, 'she left it one large smile. At last Mr. Courtland was disengaged, and would 
see the lady who had been waiting so patiently and so long for an interview. 

So patiently. Indeed, that, hope had worn Itself out with excitement, and thef^ce 
which was raised to Mr. Conrtland's was so pallid, that that gentleman, struck with 
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compassion, oflbred lier a glass of wine before he said a word to her relative to busi- 
ness. Bat Isobel could not brook any fUrther delay. 

" Oh, no, thank you,** she said. "I came, Mr. Coortland, abont the MSS. I sent to 
you about a fortnight ago. I am Miss Fane." 

So many MSS. had been forwarded daring that period that the good publisher was 
entirely unable to remember to which she alluded. 

" I beg your pardon,*' he said ; " the name of it was *' 

'* I called it ' A Weary Warftire,' '* she answered, and she looked as if she had written 
it Ccom her own experience as she said so. 

" I remember the MSS. now, perfectly," said Mr. Courtland. 

So he did, at least the outside of it : for poor IsobeVs book was lying on the shelves 
of the office, in its brown-paper parcel, the string uncut, Just as it had arrived. 

" Has it been read? " she asked. " What do you think of it, Mr. Courtland? ** 

He was hesitating for an answer to give her, for he was a true gentleman, and he 
would not have uttered an untruth for the world ; but it was hard to tell the truth to 
the weary face before him. They say publishers have no hearts ; it would be well for 
them if they had not; the work they have to do sometimes is so tough. 

'* We have had a larger amount of reading to get through lately than usual,*' he said, 
gently, *' and I am afraid the turn for yours has not arrived yet ; we are obliged to have 
them read in rotation, when they are read," he added, for conscience' sake. 

But Isobel did not notice the clause, she was too disappointed to find that her fote 
was not yet fixed. 

*<Not yet?" she exclaimed. **0h, I have been hoping so, you would give me an 
answer to-day. So much, so very much, depends upon it, Mr. Courtland." 

'' Are you lutending to take up writing as a profession, then? " he asked. 

" No ; not exactly," she said. " I do not know what I may do afterwards ; but this 
is present need, Mr. Courtland. I am in great want of money at once. I would do 
anything to get it. I had hoped " and here her voice failed with her heart. 

But Mr. Courtland looked grave. He had a task before him, which, however famil- 
iar, he scarcely liked. 

" I am very sorry," he said : "but (Miss Fane, I believe) even if your MSS. had been 
read, it Is scarcely our habit to offer remuneration for a first work. If we undertake 
to publish it, it is generally considered an ample equivalent. The expenses of adver- 
tisement and publication are veiy great, and it is impossible to tell, before giving it to 
the world, how a book will take with the public. Sometimes those who read most 
hopefblly, foil lamentably in print. Even if your MSS. had been read, and approved of 
(and our reader is a fastidious one), I should not be justified in offering you an3rtliing 
beyond the uncertain prospect of half profits. A second work, perhaps " 

A second work, when this one had taken months to write, and that time for utter 
idleness was so near at hand. A second work, when Bex, her Bex, was in the Queen's 
Bench, without one friendly hand to stretch itself forth to succor and release him. 

A second, when she had built up so many hopes — foolish hopes, perhaps — upon 
this first. She could only falter ont, what I have written so often, ** a second." 

" Ay, a second," repeated the publisher, though not unkindly. " An author*s tame is 
generally dependent upon the second; his remuneration, certainly, if not his fame." 

" But I must have money at once, or not at all," said poor Isobel. 

** I cannot offer it you at once," said Mr. Courtland; " you must see that it is an im- 
possibiUty." 

"I know — I see," she said, rising from her chair; "I have been foolish, but I 
hoped " N 

" Miss Fane, you have set me a very painfhl task," said Mr. Courtland. " I promise 
you that your MSS. shall have the quickest attention that we can command it. In a 
week or two, perhaps, I shall be able to return you a definite* answer, and after that, if 
the work is approved of, and published, any further efforts of your pen " 

"I see — I understand," she said. "Mr. Courtland, I beg your pardon for having 
troubled you, but I am in great distress." 

His ready hand almost touched his purse now ; but she guessed his wish firom his 
look of benevolence. » 

" Not that kind of distress," she sold, blushing at the supposition. " Nothing veould 
help me under hundreds." 

Hundreds were not in his power or will to give her, and therefore he looked sadly at 
her, and said nothing. 

" I'm much obliged to you," were her last words, as she left the office, and " I am 
very sorry," were his. " You shall hear from me. Miss Fane, as soon as possible." 

As she left the office, she took her way, half blinded by the sunlight after the Q:as- 
lighted rooms, towards a cab-stand. But the city was' unknown ground to Isobel; in 
fact, every cab which passed her seemed engaged, and she was knocked first on one 
side of the pavement, and then another, as the passengers, each intent upon bis o\> a 
business, regarded her drooping figure only as an obstacle to his progress, and shoved 
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it imcermonlonslj' out of hts way. She hardly noticed the rough treatment she en* 
countered, so occupied were her thoughts with her disappointment; but she was 
conscious, after a while, that it had fatigued her, and that she was weary, and had 
missed her way. As she stood for a moment to look around her, she was not quite sure 
how she had come, or where she was. The busy street looked strange to her; there 
was no name written up near, by which she could tax her memory as to her position. 
She had stopped under the portico of a large church, in which a week-day morning 
service was just being concluded. The doors stood halfopen, and through them she could 
hear the solemn peals of the organ, as it commenced the symphony for a parting hymn. 
A wish, a longing, rushed over IsobeFs heart, for one moment for quiet thought. She 
would go in ; one prayer, however brief, would calm her troubled spirit, and send her 
on her way submissive, if not rejoicing. And so she walked slowly up the steep stone 
steps, and crept in at the half-opened doors, and hid herself in the first pew which she 
came across. An old beadle, in a dozen capes, and an old pew-opener in a coal-scuttle 
bonnet, who were seated, shivering with cold, at the very extremity of the edifice, 
looked up at her as she entered, but nothing more. The church was very empty. The 
prayers had been read, and the sermon preached, to about two dozen p^ple, who 
looked at no one, scattered about the many pews. But the music was none the less 
beautiftil or solemn. It was even more so, for the very reason that the fVill, luscious 
tones of the organ pealed forth to empty benches, and echoed and re-echoed along bar- 
ren aisles. To Isobel, who was weak and tearfhl and excited, the morning hymn, with 
its usual doxology, appeared as too triumphant and gratefhl a strain for her to bear % 
part in just then. She stood up and tried to sing; tried to say the familiar words, to 
Join the well-known praise, but a penitential psalm would have affected her less at 
that moment. She knew her blessings were great, but it was not the time to realize 
the t^uth. When she thought of how much she ought to feel them, and how little she 
did or could feel them, her tears began to flow for herself. This day her emotion was 
beyond any human restraint. She had Just become conscious that her sobs were at* 
tracting the attention of the beadle and the pew-opener, and had made a few steps 
forward, with the idea of leaving the church before she lost control over herself, when 
she became unconscious of everything around her. 

"Where am I? ?** she exclaimed wildly, as she next came to herself, with many a 
painfUl gasp for returning life, and felt a strong hand above and beneath her, and the 
cutting March wind blowing ftiU upon her tear-stained face. 

" You're quite safe, my dear lady,** said an unfamiliar voice, and then Isobers sight 
grew clear again, and she recognized the face of the old pew-opener bending over her, 
whilst the beadle, and a few of the congregation crowded the diurch porch. '* You'\ e 
been ill, but you're better now." 

" Oh, let me go home," said Isobel, fia.intly. " Td rather go home. I am quite strong 
now. Do fetch me a cab." 

The pew-opener and the beadle, and the congregational few, were all quite positive 
that she ought not to go home by herself, or indeed at all so soon, but she was as posi- 
tive in her wish to be sent, and so they gave in to her. 

The beadle haUcd a cab, and the pew-opene» put her in, and she had strength left to 
reward them for their services. 

But when Miss Burnett received her back from her unftiiitftil errand, and had been 
made the recipient of all her disappointed hopes, Isobel was really ill, so ill that before 
the next morning (his entrance into this troublesome world having been considerably 
hastened by his mother's anxiety and fatigue), Bex Reverdon's son hiy in her arms. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

AT FONTAIKEBLEAU. 

The month of April blossomed tenderly at IPontalnebleau. March had been March 
there ; and though, perhaps, less Marchiugly March than in the dusty city of London, 
still bleak enough and cold enough to make the April sun and the occasional soft show- 
ers, which alternated with its smiles, a very gratefUl change to the inhabitants of Fon- 
tainebleau. Lucy Halkett thought so, as she sat at the window of her bed-chamber 
and watched the rain-drops glistening upon the short grass, and the young buds and 
leaves in the pleasant garden beneath her. They made her think of the grand old 
forest, so near at hand, and wonder if the sunbeams had penetrated yet through the 
matted tracery of its bare boughs, and called the primroses and violets to life from 
beneath the carpet of dead leaves, which strewbd its pathways. Perhaps even lilies of 
the valley — who could tell ? — had answered the call I Scarcely yet, though ; but their 
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green shoots mioht have forced a way upwards, sufficient, at least, to m&rk their hiding- 
place; and Lucy might uproot them, and bring them home to adorn her bedroom 
window at Fontalnebleau. Tor Pontainebleau was Lucy's home now, the home of her 
Uncle Halkett*s fomily ; and she had no pleasures there, and was very unhappy. The 
hours that she passed in her bedroom, alone and miserable, were not few ; her young 
mind had received suDdcieut impressions for thought during the last two months to last 
it a lifetime, and thought, too, not of the pleasantest nature. It did not appear to 
strike her pleasantly this afternoon, as it took her back to the circumstances of her 
sudden Journey fix>m Dover to Calais, and the events which had happened then. As 
she recalled them, she shuddered. The day she had reached Fontalnebleau was the last 
day that she had seen her cousin Henry ; she had not set eyes on him since, and yet, it 
was not for this cause that she shuddered at the remembrance of that journey. Let me 
tell you at once, that Lucy Ualkett was disenchanted of her false love as Hex Reverdon 
had been of his — that the scales had fuUen fVom her eyes almost as suddenly as they 
had done firom his — but though the wrench was as quickly over, the wound had taken 
longer to heal. Lucy Halkett had not been able at once to say that she was gratcftil 
for her release, her chains had been pleasant ones to her, and as they fell off, the only 
good she had gotten in exchange, had been the flrsi experience of what a hollow mock- 
ery is a bad man's regard. She had been very young to see Buch a sight and understand 
it — too young to bring it home to herself, and bear the pain of the discovery alone — 
but she had to bear it, and she was reaping the benefit of her self-help now. She could 
shudder on looking back into the past, but she did not mingle one regret with her horror. 
Lucy Halket was cured of that plague, neveitheless, those with whom she found her- 
self were very uncongenial to her taste, and, though heart-whole once more, she was 
unhappy and discontented. 3ut I have not yet told whence the awakening arose, ttom 
which her cure may be dated. 

As that Calais steam-packet had taken her way out of the Dover harbor and across 
the Channel waters, Mr. Henry Halkett's meditations can scarcely have been refVeshing 
ones. In giving EUzabeth Ashton that cowardly push he had not intended murder, — 
but intentional or not, the fact remained that he haid so pushed her, and he knew it. 
At first, he was terribly afraid that some one on board tlie packet should have seen the 
action, and would bring it up against him; but as the time went on, and no one ap- 
peared to have done so, or to intend to accuse him of it they had, his confidence return- 
ed, and he began to talk largely on the subject, rather to force it down his fellow- pas- 
sengers' throats than otherwise, and to make his own surmises for the reason of the 
accident, and its probable issue. In his anxiety to clear himself iVom blame, and to 
assure his fellow-passengers that he was innocent (should they suspect otherwise), Mr. 
Halkett did not perceive that his young cousin was not by his side as usual. But when 
he did perceive it, he left the deck, and hastened down into the wretched saloon accom- 
modation, where he expected to find that she had already been taken ill, and retired to 
her berth, in company with the rest of the female passengers. But Lucy was not sea- 
sick. As he groped his way into the dimly-lighted, odoriferous apartment, he discerned 
her slight figure sitting upon a sofa 'at the farther end, and looking out upon the moon- 
lit sea over the stem of the vessel. He went up to her at once. 

" You are not ill, Butterfly, are you ? " he asked, as he threw himself beside her. But 
she did not answer him, or turn her head. She had laid aside her bonnet and mantle, 
and her young face with its closely-braided fair hair looked older than was its wont, as 
if she had stepped with one bound over five twelve months, and entered upon years of 
discretion. 

" Are you feeling sick, Lucy? ** he inquired again. 

" Yes, of you," she said, shortly. 

"BBlterfiy!" 

He could hardly believe at first that it was Lucy's voice —that he had not mistaken 
another girl's figure for hers, and addressed a stranger. But it was Lucy's own face, 
though looking so aged, that turned towards him now and repeated, bitterly, — 

"Yes! of you, Henry I you have sickened me to-night; I feel as if I could never 
speak to you again I " 

** What do you mean? " he Ba4d, becoming angry. 

" Why did you push that woman into the water?" she asked, speaking louder than 
Mr. Halkett liked, in her agitation. " You have killed her, I am sure you have ; " and 
the girl's eyes dilated with horror, as she spoke. 

" What do you mean ? " he asked again, affecting ignorance. " I dont know what you 
are talking about." 

" I saw you do it," she affirmed, eagerly ; " I was standing close by. I saw you push 
her with your arm. What had she done that you should wish to kill her — to drown 
her in that dreadfUl water ? " 

" Oh ! hush, Lucy, hush I " he saia, horrified to find she had observed him. 

" Mu8h I " she repeated sarcastically ; i* why do you say * hush * to me, when you know 
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it is true? I know the reason, Heniy; I have gnessed the reason. She told me in the 
hotel that yon had said you loved her, and it was false. That is why she followed us — 
that is why you tried to kill her." 

** Lncy, hold your tongae," said Halkett, thoroughly alarmed lest her words should 
be overheard, although the only other occupants of the saloon were a few sick women 
in their berths. " You shall not speak to me in this manner. What do you mean by 
it ? It's all false, or your own fancy ; that woman was nothing but an impudent beggar. 
Her fall into the water was purely accidental, — all her own llnult." 

** It was not" said Lucy, determinately ; ''you pushed her, — I saw you do it." 

Then he became very angry, and tried to silence her by threats, but they were not 
heeded. 

" I have no intention^of telling of you,'' she answered ; '* why should I? It would do 
zne no good, and you so much harm; but don't deny it to me again, for it is useless." 

He saw it was, and that the girl was not playing upon his feelings, in order to draw 
the truth flrom him. So then, he tried another tack, and attempted to make her his ally 
in the concealment of the matter. 

^* It is true, dear Lucy, but it was quite accidental on my part. I could not help it. 
She pressed so close behind me. I nearly lost my own footing, and in regaiuing it 
threw her off her balance. But strangers might not believe me, like my own Bucterfly 
will, therefore it is best to keep it to ourselves. I have no doubt the woman is all right 
by this time, and safe at her home. It was quite an accident, dear Lucy." 

But she knew better, and she recoiled f^om the hand he laid upon hers caressingly. 

** It may have been," she said, in answer ; '' I hope it was, for your sake, Henry : but 
please don't touch me." 

<' Why not, Butterfly? mayn't I touch and kiss my own little cousin, as I always do? 
Why not?" 

** Because you don't really care for me," she said, sobbing, " no more than you cared 
for that woman, and yet you kissed and touched her (I- saw you do it, at the theatre 
that night, Henry) ; and you told me an untruth then, and it is the same now. You 
don't care for cither of us, and — and— and you have broken my heart I " 

The poor little heart really did think itself broken, and the childish sobs came 
quicker and deeper with every breath she drew. But each sob was curing her. Lucy 
Halkett was » school-girl in heart as in life ; her love had been given to her cousin 
Henry simply because there was a necessity for love making itself felt in her nature, 
and no other man had been thrown familiarly in her way, and this unfortunately is the 
simple secret of many a first love. But a passion thus easily conceived is as easily 
broken. All Lucy's pure and innocent nature recoiled iVom the idea of Ilalkett's iniqui- 
ty, and separated itself ft*om him through very horror. She had not come to that age 
when women love through good report and evil report ; her feelings did not possess 
the strength which defies un worthiness and even unkindness, to tear their roots from 
out the soil in which the heart who owns them has chosen to let them strike ; she was a 
child, not a woman, and her affections had very little root; the first wrench tore them 
up, and though they had prepared the ground, perhaps, for something better, stronger, 
and more lasting to follow, there was no re-planting these delicate fibres again, or bid- 
ding them live. Perhaps, I should be more correct in saying that the discovery of her 
cousin not having kept himself to her alone, instead of destroying the love of her heart 
fbr him, opened her eyes to the fact that there was no love for him there, which, after 
all, is the sum total of the curing of all unlawful, or inconvenient passions. 

At first Henry Halkett thought it was a girl's fteak of fancy, and that it would wear 
off by and by. He expected indeed to find her quite herself again by the time they 
reached Calais. In the mean while, a little wholesome indifl'erence would be the best 
possible means of effecting the desired change. He had petted her too much — made a 
fool of the child ; she was spoilt : he must bring her to her bearings. So he retreated 
upon deck, and left Lucy to her own cogitations until the arrival of the steamer at 
Calais. But here, to his astonishment, he found the *' child " was still implacable, still 
resolved to hold no more communication with him than was absolutely necessary,* and 
then he grew angry and sulky, and refused to hold out' the white flag of truce any long- 
er. He also became uncommunicative and distant, and when they arrived at Paris, he 
sent her on by herself to his father's house at Foutainebleau, and remained in the city. 
He knew something of women, and he had thought the parting with him would have 
roused the real tenderness of Lucy's nature towards hijn, and made her speak. But 
here also he was mistaken. A woman who loved him might, indeed she would, have 
spoken at the last, however firmly she had resolved to part with him forever ; but this 
child had made no« such resolutions ; she was not acting at the dictates of her con- 
sciedce, and against those of her heart. She was ^mply following the instinct of ber 
nature, and instinctively the horror she felt at the discovery of his falsehood and his 
cruelty made her draw back each time he touched her hand, anxious to get out of his 
sight, and away from the living reminder of her folly ; glad when he announced his in- 
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tention of letting her proceed on the remainder of her Jotmxey alone, and staying In 
Paris himself. 

So Lucy was despatched in the train to Fontalneblean, and Mr. Halkett remained 
behind to the enjoyment of his own reflections. I scarcely think yon would have liired 
to have changed places with him. He had never loved either Rex Reverdon or Lucy 
Halkett. No man could lore and aggrandize, or amuse himself at the expense of his 
friends. 

And yet friendless as he was, for he was a man whom most avoided and dislikedf 
these two had been more to him than otherd, and one was bearing Imprisonment for his 
wrong-doing; the other had Just parted with him without a look of affection, all her 
trust in what <was best in this world destroyed by his means. Of his two friends 
neither would even speak to him — both only longed to quit themselves of his presence ; 
and whether he had loved them or not, it was not a pleasant reflection to sit alone with* 
Halkett tried to drown it in dissipation; but tliat is a poor way after all of putting 
thought to death. You lose sight of it for a moment perhaps, and you flmcy it is gone ; 
but like on unballasted corpse it rises again above the waters of memory, and haunts 
you with its pale, rcproachfhl flice. 

Halkett might do what he liked, go where he listed, but he could not shut out the 
idea of free, gallant Bex imprisoned within the walls of the Queen's Bench for no fiinlt 
of his own, cursing, may be, the name of Halkett whenever it flashed across his mind; 
he could not entirely disperse the remembrance of his little pale, pretty cousin as she 
hid her face in her hands, and sobbed — ** Henry, you have broken my heart." 

But poor little Lucy did not find rest even at Fontainebleau. Perhaps her uncle's 
Ihmily did not intend to be unkind to lier; but they were unsympathetic, aud she waa 
Miserable when she discovered that they were so. Lucy was thoroughly Kuglish, and 
they were thoroughly French, and the natures do not amalgamate. Mr. Halkett senior 
had lived so long abroad, flrst at one place and then at another, that his children knew 
no other home, and were as foreign in their habits and manners as any Frenchwoman 
could have been. They had even been baptized by French names, and Lucy hated the 
very sound of "Ad^le," " Celeste," and " Antoinette," as they were called from one 
end of the chateau to the other. But nothing was spoken in the household but French 
— all the servants were French ; even the dog wotdd answer to no other language, and 
the poor child felt as if she was Indeed amongst strangers, and in a strange country. 
Her cousin ridiculed her style of " coiffure" and the cut of her " robes ! " they laughed 
If ever she attempted to make her wants known in the miserable Jargon which Miss 
Parsons had taught her, and Lucy was shy and sensitive, and easily dissuaded from 
trying to improve herself on matters in general. - Besides, her aunt was very gay, and 
constantly away from home, and her cousins were all grown up, and used to accom* 
panyher; and she was too young — and if not too yoiuig, too dowdlly dressed — to 
make one of their party. So she was invariably left behind; for Mr. Hallcctt was 
scarcely rich enough to bear the burden of the wants of his own family, without having 
an extra mouth thrust upon him to feed, and an extra body to clothe, and therefore had 
no intention of renovating her wardrobe before he was actually obliged to do so. He 
was anything but pleased ^t the charge of his orphan niece having ItiUcn upon him, and 
determined upon getting rid of it as soon as he conveniently could. And therefore 
Lucy was free to make her own choice in marriage, if there had been any one to choose 
from in Fontainebleau, which there did not seem to be at present. She was surprised 
at first at the non-appearance of her copsln Henry at his Anther's house; but soon she 
found out from hints dropped here and there, to say nothing of answers to her own 
direct questions to her uncle (who was the only one who would speak English with 
her), that the son of the family was a greater stranger amongst them than the chance 
visitors that summer brought to Fontainebleau. 

" Henry has always made England his home," Mr. Halkett said on one of these 
occasions, *^ and when he does come abroad* he prefers Paris to any other part. I 
believe he is knocking about there now ; but it makes little dlfl^rence to me. We have 
seperate interests, and always had." 

And Henry Halkett's mother, ;ivho was a most uninteresting yea-nay kind of woman, 
Keemed to take as little umbrage at her son's defection, and to caro as little about his 
proceeding or whereabouts as his ftither did; which total indill'ercnce perhaps, on his) 
parents' part, was but another form of the Nemesis which dogged his stops. 

But to return to Lucy at her bedroom window. As the thought of the lilies of the 
valley struck her, she jumped up, and put on her hat and cloak, with the determination, 
at all events, to seek them. They were all out but herself. ** Ikladame ma tante," as 
Lucy had been instructed to call her, and AdMe and Celeste and Antoinette — they had 
all driven off that morning to spend the day with one of the married sisters, who lived 
at some little distance. She had the afternoon all before her, and the forest, though a 
trifle damp, was delightful. As she assumed her walking things, she looked a different 
creature. She was cured, this Lucy now, and was no more than hovering between six- 
teen and seventeen again. She could shudder at the recollection, as we shudder at the 
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remembrance of an immersion in cold water when tbe danger Is past ; but she desired 
Its repetition no more than we should do the repetition of that. And though nnhappy 
and discontented with her present lift, there were moments when she could shake off 
aU sense of trouble (as who cannot?) — and this was one. As she slung her basket on 
her arm, and took her way to the grand old forest, she walked with a dancing measure, 
as we do sometimes walk on spring days, even when oar hair is turning gray, and 
there are crow's-feet near our eyes. The ground was damp, and very unpleasant; but 
there was a bright blue sky overhead, and she had thick boots on ; so she went on her 
Way rejoicing. Primroses — were there not primroses here and everywhere scattered 
with lavish profusion, each one looking rounder and more perfect, brighter and more 
open-eyed than the last? It is a flrcsh and fine idea of Owen Meredith's, in his poem, 
" Aux ItaUens," to call his love a " primrose face," for what flower is more wonderingly 
innocent and pure-looking? Lucy thought he could never fill her basket fall enough. 
In her delight at heaping them one above another, stalks, heads, and leaves in hopeless 
concision, she forgot the lilies of the valley — forgot eveiything but primroses; was 
deaf apparently, as well as forgetfhl, for here is a footstep close beside her and a voice 
in her car, and yet a question has to be asked twice before she starts, crimson in the 
face f)rom stooping, and confronts the speaker. 

" Can you tell me the way to Pharamond's Oak ? ** 

The inquirer was a man of about eight or nine and twenty, with light, curly brown 
hair, beard, and moustaches, which nearly covered his Ikce ; mirthftil gray eyes, and 
tolerable features, altogether a very good-looking fellow, and specimen of an English- 
man, though of a very ordinary type of Saxon beauty compared to the unusual glories 
of my sunny-locked and gold-dust-bearded hero, RexKeverdon. Quite handsome enough 
though, and young enough, to make a pretty little girl like Lucy color up to her eyes at 
his having come so suddenly upon her. She rose so quickly ftom her stooping position 
that she overturned her basket of flowers^ and instead of answering his question, her 
first cry was, — 

" Oh, my primroses I *' 

" Let me pick them up again for you." 

He was down on his knees in a moment, groping amongst the fallen leaves for hef 
scattered treasures. As he did so, Lucy saw that he was dressed in a very careless 
style, in clothes of a past date, and that his appearance was decidedly unflsishionable. 
But no lack of style could spoil that head of curly brown hair, or hide the lithe supple* 
ness of the figure which was actively collecting once more the strewn primroses. 

** How pretty they are," he said, as he restored her basketM to her. 

** Arc they not? " Lucy replied, eagerly forgetting her shyness in his praise of her 
favorites. " I think primroses are the sweetest fiowers, at this time of year. They 
look 60 clean and fresh amongst the decayed leaves," and then remembering she was 
speaking to a stranger, she blushed and was silent again. 

** I am BO sorry I made you drop them," he.resumed. " I was only going to ask you 
the way to Pharamond's Oak. I suppose I am in the fbrest, I ought to say I have 
seen it." 

" It is some little distance fh)m here," said Lucy, hesitatingly. " Let me see. You 
must go along this path and keep to your right, till you come to another path that *-— 
How shall I describe it to you? " she added, with a puzzled air; ** there are so many 
waj'^s here, and they are all alike." 

•* I suppose you were not going fhrther yourself," he surmised. 

*' I don't know," she answered. '< I have nothing particular to do this afternoon. I 
was only strolling about to amuse myself." 

" Would it be asking too much to beg you to show me a part of the way? " 

He looked very charming to Lucy as he said it, even if a little saucy, and she did not 
well know how to refhse his request. So she said she should have no objection to do 
so, and they walked on together, side by side, in the direction of Pharamond's Oak. 
But when that had been viewed, there was the Hermit^s Cave and the Weeping Bock to 
be seen and talked about; and it so fbll out that the April afternoon went pleasantly 
enough. The stranger had been in America and Australia, and half over the world, and 
could talk well, if not of the most prevalent scandal then under discussion in fashiona- 
ble coteries, on subjects perhaps almost as interesting to inferior minds. He told 
Lucy of the American forests. He made her blood creep as he described the Australian 
Jungles. And icebergs — he had actually sailed for enough north to encounter icebergs^ 
and be blocked up in them — or rather the ship he sailed in — > for weeks and weeks, 
until provisions nearly fiiiled ; and a warm wind setting in was the only thing that 
saved their lives, at the last moment. Lucy, as she listened to all this, thought the 
reciter of such wonders, must know something on every subject under the sun. He 
told her in conclusion that he was at present on his way to England, and staying a 
fortnight at Paris en route with some friends of his homeward voyage. Thence, he 
had run out to Fontainebleau, to see its curiosities, and had met with her. ** A forta- 
22 
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nate morning's work for me," he said, in condnsion, << and I had really set oat -with 
qnite an anticipation of being bored." 

The compliment did not pass nnobserred, as compliments seldom do, and then (the 
afternoon being nearly over) farewells were exchanged, and each told the other their 
names. 

Bnt of the issue of their acquaintanceship, this is not the place to tell, only I may 
say, that that bright afternoon in April was not the last that Lncy Halkett saw of the 
stranger she met in the forest of Fontaineblean, and that the soil which her cousin's 
treachery had appeared for a while to harden, seemed very well fitted to receive the 
seeds of a wortliier alS&ction, and blossom itself in response to it. 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

LIGHT IK THE HOBUEON. 

" Mr dear Isobel, do you mean to say that I am not to tell Mr. Beverdon the Teal 
cause of your absence, even now? " 

And Miss Burnett, to whom even a subterfhge was abhorrent, quite bridled as she 
asked the question. But Isobel's land was laid on hers so caressingly as she answered 
It, that she could not be angry with her. 

" No, not yet. Miss Burnett ; please don't. Now that it has really come, I feel no 
more afraid of what ho will say, and no one must tell hinbthe news but myself." 

And the mother's eyes turned lovingly to the other side of the bed, where a small, 
round head was Just visible above the blankets. 

" Say that I am not well, dear Miss Burnett, that the doctor will not let me go out 
Just yet ; anything to pacify him ; but don't tell him a word about this little darling son. 
No one must see his look but myself when he first hears of it. Promise me I " 

And Miss Burnett, however much against her inclination, was feign to promise. in 
answer to those pleading eyes. 

<< And go at once, like a good old thing, because I was not In the Bench yesterday, 
and if he hears nothing to-day, Hex will begin to feel anxious." 

And so Miss Burnett left Isobel under the charge of her nurse, and took her way to the 
city alone. She did not much like the task before her, but it was an unavoidable one. 
Putting aside the falsehood (for so she considered it) of which she must be guilty, Mr. 
Rex Reverdon and herself had never been very cordial towards one another. lie rather 
fancied that his wife confided all her domestic troubles to the bosom of her old friend, 
in which he fancied wrong, and she imagined that he was selfish and obstinate, aud did 
not treat Isobel in all things well, in which she imagined right. Their meetings, there- 
fore, although not positively unftiendly, were usually conducted in the style of cat and 
dog encounters, with both their backs well up, ready for closing in, if need required it. 
Miss Burnett had not yet been able to accustom herself to satisfy the course of Justice 
at the porter*s lodge of the Queen's Bench with proper equanimity, although she had 
made several pilgrimages there, in Isobel's stead, when the latter had been ill and unable 
to go herself. She was as indignant, on being searched for *^ spirits " this day, as she 
had been the first, and Jerked her garments out of the inspector's hands, and shook 
them careftdly afterwards, as if they had been tainted by Im touch. I think to hkve 
been searched for any other contraband article would have been less hurtfUl to Miss 
Burnett's feelings than to be suspected of carrying *' spirits " about licr person, for she 
was a teetotaller, as she had informed the official who performed the ungrateful ofilco 
for her upon each occasion of his doing so, bat without making the least impression 
so far as the active observance of his duty was concerned. When she had shaken her- 
self sufficiently tree of his contaminating fingers, and taken her way to Rex's room, she 
found it empty, as fkr as he went ; otherwise, it was full enough. 

*^This doesn't look much like a prisbn," thought Miss Burnett, as she looked round 

upon the damask-covered couch and easy-chair, and the luxurious bed-fdmlture, which 

Isobel had ordered to be sent in for the use of her " tender darling." The mantel-piece . 

was covered with pipes and receptacles for tobacco, a fire burned brightly in the grate, 

and on the table were some new books and a bunch of violets in a wineglass, the last 

tokens which the loving wife had left behind her of her presence in those prison rooms. 

" He doesn't deserve her," thought the old lady, as her eye fell upon them; " though, 

for the matter of that, I don't believe there is a man living who does." 

And for the matter of that, I think that in this instance also, Miss Burnett was right. 

After a while she grew tired of waiting, and bustled into the passage again to find the 

old woman who ** did " for Mr. Reverdon ; not the same old woman »he had encountered 



UCfflT IN THE HOBIZOK l7l 

before, but a dnplicate of her, in the fellow-pattens and the sister cronched bonnet. 
Indeed so like, in ereiy detail, that it wonld beem as though the authorities of the 
Queen's Bench prison received tenders for their old women, and had them all made to 
order, and after the same pattern. 

To this familiar Miss Burnett communicated her wishes, and begged her to And Mr. 
Beverdon, which was accordingly done, and that gentleman summoned ftom an after- 
noon card party in Lord, Reckless' room, entered his own with rather a flushed face, 
and a spirit not the most patient. 

*^ Oh I how do you do, Miss Burnett— won't you take a chair? where is Isobel? " 

Miss Burnett did take a chair, but Bex continued standing, and as if he hod no time 
to waste. 

*' Isobel is not well, Mr. Beverdon, that is why I came to see you instead of her. She 
Is in bed." 

*« Oh I is she really? " he said. *< What is the matter with her? got a cold? " 

Now Miss Burnett did not know exactly what to answer to this downright question, 
and therefore she made out Isobel's illness to be less than she had intended to do. 

" Ko, not a cold, exactly, but aJi^e is eyeiy weak and ill, and the doctor will not allow 
her to go out in this weather." 

•* Oh I it's a cold, no doubt," he said, confidently ; «« it's very good of you to come and 
tell me of it, Miss Burnett; but do you know I really can't stay — I have some friends 
waiting for me up stairs. Tell Isobel not to come out, by any means, before the doctor 
idlows her to do so ; these east winds are enough to make any one ill — and — and '* 

He was turning about on one leg, like a pivoi^ and Miss Burnett saw he wished to be 
gone. 

*'I wont detain you flrom your friends, Mr. Beverdon," she said, coldly. "I only 
came, at Isobel's request, to tell you of her illness, and that you mustn't expect to see 
her for a few days. I will go now." 

*^ Very good of you, I am sure," murmured Bex, really thinking nothing of the mat- 
ter; ** and tell Isobel, if she cannot come soon, she must write to me." And he was 
gone almost as he spoke, bounding up the stone stairs three or four at a time, as if his 
heart was of the lightest. And Miss Burnett looked after his flight through her spec- 
tacles, aiid decided that he was one of the most heartless young men she had ever come 
across, and that he did not care two straws whether his wife w^ ill or well. But Miss 
Burnett was not always infhUible. Bex Reverdon caught himself thinking of Isobel's 
cold, two or three times that day, and wondering if it really was only a cold, or the 
forerunner of something worse; and as he thought, a mighty longing to rush to her and 
see fbr himself, would rise in his heart, and he would force it back again, and laugh a 
Uttle louder with Lord Beckless, or challenge Sir Harry Playfair to another game at 
cards, and try to persuade himself that he wasn't thinking about it, and that he didn't 
wonder, or if he did it was all nonsense, and there was nothing the matter with her at 
all. 

And Miss Burnett, though she went home indignant at the manner in which Rex had 
received the intelligence of his wife's illness, had no heart to say so to the happy 
mother when she saw the pale fuce which she lifted eagerly for news of her absent hus- 
band, and felt the kiss which was given her in return for the kindness she had done. A 
week passed away, — a week in which Isobel gained strength and color again, in which 
Master Reverdon grew marvellously, and filled out, as only long-limbed babies do fill 
out in the first fdvr weeks of their lives, — a week in which letters had been sent to the 
Queen's Bench, but no visits paid, and then Miss Burnett went there again. This time 
she had no reason to complain of Rex's indifiisrcnce ; the continued illness of his wife 
had alarmed him, and the mystery which appeared to surround it alarmed him still 
more, and he was eager in his inquiries on the subject; as to who. attended Isobel, and 
what he said : so eager, indeed, that Miss Burnett was smitten with remorse for her 
first decision regarding him, and returned with better news for him two days after- 
wards. This time there was no need to send any old woman to call the occupant of the 
room with the pretty damask-covered furniture ; he was sitting in the midst of hU 
luxuries alone, very depressed, and with that look on his fbce, as Miss Burnett opened 
his door, of a d6g watching in mute expectation of his master's footstep. As soon as 
she appeared, he Jumped up and seized both her hands. 

** How is she ? " he said, almost breathlessly. " How is my dear wife, Miss Burnett ? " 

His manner and expression were so eager that the little old lady was quite taken 
aback. 

'* Much better, my dear," she exclaimed. " You didn't think she was worse, did you, 
Mr. Reverdon?" 

'' I don't know what I thought," he answered, almost trembling from the reaction of 
his suspense. " I have been sitting here for the last two days, fancying all kinds of 
horrors, till I don't feel like myself." 

The tears came into Miss Burnett's kind eyes as she looked at the young man's face. 
fle did indeed look anxious and distressed. How she had miaiiudged him in fancying 
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thst he did not care fbr her dear giri, and how she longed to teB him the real troth 
respecting her I Bat that was forbidden. 

'* My dear," she said, sitting down beside him on the sofii, and taking his hand, " yon 
mustn't be so foolish. Isobel is veiy much better ; nearly well. She sat up to-day fbr 
the first time, and had a matton*chop for dinner and a glass of stout. There I What 
do you think of that ? " 

*^ When shall I see her? " said poor Bex, eagerly. 

Miss Burnett's countenance fell. 

*' Well, not Just yet, my deiur, I am afiraid" (she had quite dropped her formal " Mr. 
Beverdon " in her delight at his fealty). '' You see she will be delicate for a little while 
yet, and the weather is so trying. In a week, perhaps, or ten days, — say another fort- 
night, — and I think she will be sure to be able to come and see you." 

" Another fortnight I " sighed Bex. " Oh, how I wish I could go to her ! I'd gire a 
thousand pounds, if I had it, for two hours of liberty. Do tell me, Miss Burnett, what 
has really been the matter with her? " 

Then Miss Burnett had to resort to coughs and winks and subterfbge to save her 
honor; and Bex could only conclude that something so dreadful had been the matter 
with his wife that it was impossible Miss Burnett's lips could frame a recital of its hor- 
rors. " Isobel will tell me all when we meet," he thought ; " in the mean while she is 
better." <<Tou are sure she is better?" he repeated aloud; <nhat there will be no 
relapse?" 

All of which anxiety, which continued day by day, lost nothing in the repetition fh>m 
Miss Burnett's lips, and used to send a soft glow, when she heard of it, into Isobel's 
cheeks, which made her look younger, and more delicate and pretty. 

In the mean while, she really progressed most favorably. Her great happiness in the 
possession of her child, which made her believe that Bex could not but feel the same 
when he heard of its advent, — the stories which Miss Burnett told of her husband's 
distress of mind at her lengthened indisposition, — all conduced to make peace return 
to her breast; and every one knows how a mind at rest reacts upon the body. Added 
to which, good-natured Mr. Huntley had paid her a visit ; and, whilst condemning her 
folly in concealing the flict of his being father to such a promising boy, firom Rex, had 
delighted her heart so much by pronouncing the infant very like a miniature taken of 
her husband at some early age, that she forgave his censure of her reticence with regard 
to its birth. Altogether she was very happy : her only anxiety now being her wish to 
gain access to Bex once more to tell him that, whichever of them had been in the 
wrong, she was ready to take all the blame of their disunion on herself, and to believe 
that her jealousy had been groundless. One afternoon, when she was once more on 
her feet, and (Miss Burnett being at the Queen's Bench) alone, except for the company 
of the red-fisted baby in his bassinet, the servant came in to say that a lady wished 
to see her. Isobel could not recall, at that moment, a lady who would be likely to 
follow her to her retirement to pay a complimentary visit. The thought of Fanny flash- 
ed through her mind, but was instantly rejected ; for she had purposely avolded'hatiug 
a notice of her boy's birth inserted in the papers, and therefore the Peytons could know 
nothing about it. Whilst she was deliberating, a voice fTom the passage said to the 
servant, in a tone which was almost humble, — 

" I will not keep Mrs. Beverdon more than a minute, tell her." And then Isobel, 
thinking it might be some case of distress, looked at her baby, and felt her heart swell 
with gratitude ; so she said, " Show the lady in at once, Sarah ; " and in another minute 
the unknown visitor was standing in the room. She was a young woman, rather ex- 
travagantly arrayed ; and her silk dress, which looked so gay by Isobel's plain mourn- 
ing, made her appear more so. But she was an attractive figure ; and as she lifted the 
veil A:om her face and discovered the fhir hair and small features of Elizabeth Ashton, 
Isobel recognized her at once, as the girl who had spoken to Bex in the Park, and drew 
a step backwards. Lizzie Ashton saw the movement, and guessed its reason. 

<* Have you ever seen me before, Mrs. Beverdon? " she asked. '' Do you know who 
lam?" 

^* Yes," fiUtered Isobel, *' I saw you once, riding in the Park. What do yon want 
with me ? I am quite alone here." 

" I know you are," she replied. " I know that your husband is in the Bench, for the 
sake of his ' friend,' Mr. Halkett." And as she said the name, she ground her teeth 
together." 

" What do you know about it? " exclaimed Isobel, forgetting her feelings of dlstate 
to the woman before her. In her surprise; *' about Mr. Halkett or my husband's 
arrest?" 

" Everything," answered Miss Ashton, shortly, " that is why I have come here to- 
day, Mrs. Beverdon. I only want you to take a message flrom me to Rex — to your 
husband, I mean." 

A shade fiitted over Isobel's fiico as the Aimiliar name escaped Lizzie Ashton's Ups. 
and the latter saw it. 
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" I beg your pardon," Bhe said, " I ought not to call him so before you, but you must 
Ibigive me, and remember for how many years I knew him before he was married." 

Years I had this been an attachment of years? Darker grew the shade on the wife's 
face, and a touch of coldness mingled itself with her next words. 

** Tes, I am aware that Mr. Beverdon has known you for some time." 

" And Mr. Halkett, also," Lizzie Ashton went on eagerly to say, '* and I was with 
them at the time that they quarrelled about the money, and heard the whole affair. 
Sometimes I have thought since that Kex — that — I really beg your pardon," she 
stammered, becoming quite uneasy under a second slip; *<I have thought that Mr. 
Reverdon might imagine /had something to do with his being cheated out of it — that 
X had some interest in that horrid bill." 

**Bnt why?" demanded Isobel, astonished. 

<<I have been very poor," said Lizzie Ashton, hurriedly, **and have sometimes 
accepted help from my ftriends ; your husband, in particular, has helped me largely. 
Oh, Mrs. Reverdon 1 you cannot think how generous he used to be to us when my 
lather was alive. I could not bear he should imagine I had anything to do with fleecing 
him in this cruel manner. Ever since he first met us on the West India steam-packet, 
now nearly five years ago, he has always been ready to " 

A look on Isobers fkce stopped her speech, and yet the former had not intended she 
should see any change there. But women are instinctive, and Lucy Ashton not only 
£aw it, but read its reason. She guessed that, in some way or other, Isobel had had 
occasion to become Jealous of her — a Jealousy for which there was no ground in the 
present, whatever tales the past might be able to tell. Lizzie Ashton was vain of the 
admiration of men, and eager to have it credited to her account, but in this instance 
generosity overcame the lower passion. She guessed the feeling which was then* 
agitating the breast of Isobel, a feeling, which in the same purity, and for the same 
h^ly cause, she should never experience, and it touched her. Hardened as her heart 
was against herself and othera, she could sympathize in the wife's righteous jealousy, 
and hastened to relieve it, even at the expense of what was strictly true. Let the action 
stand as balance to some of her great faults, like the cup of cold water given in a holy 
name I 

^* Mrs. Reverdon," she said, *'you surely do not think that your husband cared for me 
more than as a friend? He never did. I will tell you all the truth, because that man 
Halkett is sufficiently base to have poisoned your mind against his own friend." 

**No — never," Isobel commenced, but the other interrupted her. 

" Then you have taken up some foolish idea of your own — I can see you have. 
Listen to me, Mrs. Reverdon — once, I — well, I never loved Rex Reverdon, but I 
wanted to marry him. I was very poor and he was rich, and I would have married 
any man who could have raised me. He had been a kind friend to my father and myself 
for years, and I thought he could easily be brought to love me. But I was mistaken. 
When I was trying hardest for his possession he loved some one else ; and since his 
marriage I have never seenhini to speak to but once, and that when he had had more 
wine than was good for him." 

" Is this really true? "said Isobel. 

She had drawn nearer to the opposite of the table at which her visitor was standing, 
as she spoke, and waited almost breathlessly for the answer. 

" Quite true," replied Lizzie Ashton, in her usual sharp manner; " don't you believe 
me ? When I met you with him in the Park, I had no business to speak to him — I wish 
I hadn't done so now — but this indifference at the time galled me. But, for you — for 
such a woman as you — to fear my friendship with your husband, is too ridiculous." 

She laughed as she said so, as if the idea was really absurd, and she meant her words, 
and Isobel laughed with her, though very gently. 

" I have been foolish," she said, humbly, " very foolish, and very wrong. I hope 
Rex will forgive me. I will tell him what you say the first time I see him. But will 
you not go to the Bench and tell him so yourself, Miss Ashton? They will admit you, 
and he might be pleased to see an old friend." 

'*No, tlMink you," replied Lizzie Ashton, indifferently; 'Mf I am not mistaken ho 
would scarcely care to see my face there, and I shall be gone out of town by to-mor- 
row. But you will be sure to give my message. Say to Rex, with my love " 

And here she halted again — remembering. 

" Call him Rex, if you like," said Isobel, gently, " I do not mind it." 

" I think he would rather I called him Mr. Reverdon," she replied, " but I thank you 
all the same. Tell him that I never touched a penny of the money." 

♦* Do you know where that man is ? " next asked Isobel. 

*^ No," said Lizzie Ashton, with closed teeth a,a:ain, " and I do not care. I hope he 
may be dead, or dying, and not a soul near to help or comfort him." 

" Oh ! pray don't say that," exclaimed Isobel, horrified at the rancor which she dis- 
played, *'he has Injured us more than you. Yet I hope Heaven has given us strength 
to forgive him." 
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" It l8 more than Heaven itself will do," retorned Miss Asbton. " He is a Bcooudrel, 
Mrs. Severdon — an unmitigated,, cowardly, heartless scoundrel." 

« Has he injured joa, Miss Ashton?** 

"To death!" she answered, bitterly. 

But here the women were intermpted by a slight rastUng, and then a lond wail, as 
Master Reverdon, having tamed himself on his back and swallowed a draft of tresh, 
air, wished to evince his disapprobation of the dose. Of course Isobcl turned imme- 
diately to the bassinet, and Miss Ashton's attention was directed to it also. 

" Is that your baby? " she asked, as Isobel lifted the infant in her arms. 

" Yes," she replied, with all a mother's pride in her first-bom, as she settled baby*s 
cap and violently pulled down the waist of his bed-gown; "it was only three weeks 
old yesterday ; isn't it a big child for three weeks ? " 

But Lucy Ashton was no connoisseur in the relative sizes of babies of three weeks 
old, yet she gazed at Master Reverdon's inexpressive and highly colored features with 
apparent interest. 

-^ Bex Reverdon's child? — is it really? I didn't know he had one. Is it a boy? " 
she asked, suddenly. 

Isobel intimated that baby was of the nobler sex. 

" Then I may kiss it ? " said Lizzie Ashton, " mayn*t I? " and as Isobel placed the 
child in her arms, she suited the action to the word, several times. 

" He is the image of his fiither," she said, as she returned him to his mother. *' I 
am glad it is a boy. If it had been a girl I wouldn't have touched it." 

'* Don't you like girls?" said Isobel, simply ; but Miss Ashton only coughed, and 
looked out of the window, and said it was time she went. Then Isobel remembered ^ 
*the painful suspicion which this woman's visit had lifted off her breast, and all her 
heart went out in gratitude towards her, as she tried to put her feelings into words. 

*' I am so glad you came," she said. " Will you come to see me again, Miss Ashton? 
I shall always be pleased to see you." 

" I scarcely think I shall be able to do so," returned the other, confusedly. ** I had 
no intention of staying so long to-day. I only came in to give you that message for 
your husband. 

'< But you will leave me your address, in case Rex wishes to write to you, or commu- 
nicate with you, will you not ? " 

But Lizzie Ashton grew stiU more confhsed. 

** I scarcely know any address, to give you," she said, in a hurried manner; *' I am 
going into the country to-morrow with a ftiend." 

" But when you come back again? " urged Isobel. 

" I don't know when that may be," she replied. " I have no fixed plans. I don't 
think I shall see you again, Mrs. Reverdon." 

" Good-by, then," said Isobel, holding out her hand. But Miss Ashton either did 
not, or would not see it. She was fidgeting with the button of her glove, and moved 
towards the door as she did so. 

" Good-by, Mrs. Reverdon," she said, when she had reached it, " I hope baby wiU 
thrive — I hope you will be very happy — oh, you must be," she added, with a sudden 
burst of feeling, '< you seem so good and true and pure, as you stand there, that I am 
sure you must be happy." 

As she stood in the door-way, and thus apostrophized Isobel Reverdon, Lizzie Ashton 
looked, for the moment, so sadly envious, that the other could have wept to see a woman 
look so. 

" I hope yon may be the same," she replied, gently; '' your profession is a dangerous 
one. Miss Ashton, but many have pursued it safely and happily. May God bless yoa 
wherever you go 1 " 

'<Ohi say that again!" exclaimed Elizabeth Ashton, as she mshed back into the 
room and almost fell at Isobel's feet ; << say that again, dear holy woman. Don't touch 
or question me, but say those words again." 

*' God bless you, always I " repeated Isobel, softly; and she laid her hand upon the 
drooping figure as she spoke. For the first time it fiashed through her mind that here 
was a sorrow, perhaps, that no earthly consolation could reach. 

** I have never heard those words said to me," said Lizzie Ashton, presently, and in 
a low voice, " that I can remember, in my life before. I know that blessing cannot 
follow me ; but I shall like to think that you hoped it might. I shall like to think, may 
be, sometimes, when I shall wish there was no such thing as thought, that a good true 
wife prayed God might bless me, wherever I went. I would give you a blessing in 
return, Mrs. Reverdon, but that my lips could not form one. They have been too much 
tmused to holy words. Let me go now. Don't speak to me again, or your memory 
may haunt me more than I shall care to have it do. What you have said already will 
ring in my ears for many a day to come. Good-by — good-by." 

And without waiting for another word fl'om Isobel, she was gone. Gone into the 
gathering gloom and damp of the spring afternoon, with a shudder as she left the cheer* 
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All flrellglit inside, and the peaceflil matronly, flgare which she should never see again 
in this life, standing in its glow, with Rex Revcrdon's infont pressed against its breast. 

And as she thon^t of what she had left there, and of what she was hastening to, 
she wondered if it was well that Halkett's brutal attempt to rid himself of her impor- 
tunity had been Amstrated by the exertions of the man who rescued her, and those who 
received her on shore. Was it well? No! she shuddered, as she said to herself a 
dozen times, No I It would have been better for her to have been lying, at that moment, 
at the bottom of the greasy waters of Dover Harbor, with the refUse of the boats wash- 
ing over her senseless body, and entangling itself in the masses of her flaxen hair, than 
to stand where she stood that day. 

And Isobel, sitting in the warm firelight, as she had left her, lulling her infant to his 
rest, had the happy anticipation of her reunion with Rex, marred by the remembrance 
of those last words of Elizabeth Ashton's, which had struck her as the wail of an 
autumn wind might have done, whlcl^ comes up sighing over the sea, and goes sighing 
round the house, and sounds like the ciy of a departed hope. But above the melan- 
choly of these, arose a psean of praise in her grateM heart, for the consciousness that 
6he liad been mistaken. Rex was not onfisdthM — Rex was not untrue — he had never 
loved Elizabeth Ashton I 



CHAPTER X. 

A FLOOD OF SimSHINE. 

Ik the mean while, poor Rex was in the very lowest condition of penitence and depres- 
sion. His alarm at his wife's illness allayed by Miss Burnett's good accounts of her 
progress, which increased in goodness every day, and by Isobel's own letters, and as- 
surances of returning health ; another evil set in — the horrid doubt whether he had 
delayed to seek her love, to come to an understanding with her, too long; whether she 
could ever love him now as she had appeared to love him when they were first married. 
Rex's thoughts ran back to those happy days in Paris ; he had not thought them happy 
at the time, he had chafed under their dulness, and want of variety, but retrospectively, 
they appeared like paradise to him. How Isobel had loved him then ; how she had been 
used to wait upon him, to watch for him, to talk to, and amuse him, whenever he was 
dull. And latterly, though the life of her loving attentions had fled, though she had no 
longer performed them as though she expected his thaoks, or caresses in return, yet 
she had never failed in their performance, and he missed them sadly. He never knew 
till day after day went by, and the Queen's Bench saw not her shadow, how much she 
had contributed to his daily comfort even there. How cleverly she used to smuggle 
in wine for him, despite all the stern porter's pattlngs, and pinchings, and how lightly 
she used to laugh when she produced the flask fi:om some impossible nook inside her 
dress, or petticoats. How careftiUy she would hang all his linen before the fire when 
she came, for fear he might put it on damp I How cheerflilly she would talk to raise 
his spirits, how neat she always put his room, even making his bed afresh with her own 
dainty hands, because the old woman did it so carelessly. 

Oh ! how he missed those loving attentions I And then, this illness ; — suppose it was 
anything very bad, anything which should afllect her health in after years, leave her an 
invalid, and he there, shut up, unable to get to her, to nurse or to watch herl Suppose 
— suppose even — she should never get well, never return to brighten fhat dull prison 
room, never (they might be deceiving him, through mistaken kindness, as to her re- 

Sorted recovery) come back again, to hear him tell her, that for months, that ever since 
e had married her, her gentle image had been displacing all others from his heart, and 
reigned there alone, and forever. For Rex Reverdon felt now, that it was forever ; that 
his love for his wife was the love of liis life ; that no woman, even if she followed, could 
ever take the place wliich Isobel occupied there. 

The last week before she was allowed to \VA\, him again, he quite changed In both 
spirits and appearance. Lord Reckless and Sir Harry Playfair could not imagine at 
first what had come to Reverdon, and when they understood that he was fretting on ac- 
count of his wife's illness, wondered *' why the deuce Reverdon took the trouble to care 
about an old <^oman like that." 

For these gentlemen had never met Isobel fiEice to face, and the report that Mr. 
Reverdon had married a woman much older than himself was prevalent amongst the 
Bench gallants. 

** Why the deuce," he knew best himself, but Rex Reverdon did care to the extent of 
not eating, and not drinking, and not sleeping. The treachery of Halkett, and the death 
of Gabriel, had each in their turn greatly oiTected him, but nothing to be compared to 
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this, with Isobel's presence, he felt as if something of himself h«d^eft the room; as ^i^ 
if Ms existence was no longer separate flrom hers ; as though, were she never to return^ .w 
his life must fade out, his strength crumble awaj beneath him, his brain be incapable ] 
of action, henceforward and forever. d^ 

The delicate plant of love had blossomed now, and no fi-osts could kill It; it had ^i 
sprouted into a branching tree, the roots of which were struck so deep into his heart's Tii, 
core, that if they were ever uptom, i£must come with them. And this is Just what j.; 
love — real, deep, true love — ought to feel I 

One morning, my poor hero was particularly dejected, for he had expected a letter 
from Isobel to arrive for him by the early post, and no such letter had come. And he 
sat moping by himself, and chose to fancy that she had forgotten to write, or was too 
HI to write, and refused to believe that ac<5ident might have caused the delay, and that 
the next post might bring him what he wanted. His friends hod been down and slapped 
him on the back, and tried to persuade liim to Join them up stairs in vain ; the old wo- 
man, touched quite disinterestedly, and solely by his depressed air, had Urged a **hegg" 
on him for breakfast, or a slice of bacon, without any effect. Half dressed, and wholly 
unoccupied, he sat on the damask-covered conch, his elbows on his knees, his head la 
his hands, staring on the floor, and conjuring up all kinds of horrible and fiir-ibtchcd 
ideas, as reasons for his disappointment, and wonderlug how much he would give, or u» 
not give, to be, at that moment, master of his own actions. And then, as he remcm^ 
bered wfio had thrown him there ; who had been the cause of his inability to follow the ' ^ 
dictates of his will, I am afraid he cursed Halkett in his heart. 

It was an April morning, far brighter and milder than the mornings of the preceding i,^^ 
month had been. Ontside the Bench all looked chccrfbl enough, and the porter was 
sunning himself at the door of his lodge, when a cab drove up to the gate and stopped. . | 

" Well I'm blo\vied," ho said to himself, '* if there ain't that nice-looking creature come 
back again. I thought I'd missed her pretty face for a long while." And then, as Iso- "" 
bel, after descending from the cab, received a bundle from the arms of &ome one Inside, 
he became quite friendly in his welcome to her and overtures of assistance. " Shall I 
hold your bundle, ma'ani ? I hope it ain't speerits, or if 'tis, that you haven't set your !■ 
heart upon passing 'em, for it's an inconvenient size whatever it is." But when she un- 
wrapped part of the inconvenient sized bundle and gave him a peep at Its contents, he 
chuckled outright. 

" Lor' bless my heart, ma'am ! and that's what's bin a keeping you away, is it ? " 

" And a very good reason for keeping away, is it not, porter? " she answered gayly, 

** Lor* bless my soul, a babby I Well, X never ! Bless my heart 1 " and continued bless- 
ing his heart and his soul alternately, with surprise, until Isobel and her bundle had 
passed out of hearing. 

Alone — for she had begged to be left so, and Miss Burnett had driven back into the 
city, upon business of her own — alone, with that precious bundle, pressed against her 
breast — near, so near him, the beloved of her life. How would he meet her? How , 
would he receive the news she bore him? Was her courage going to ItUl at the last 
moment? 

As she reached the stone flight of steps which led to his room, her knees trembled 
nnder her, and she felt as if she could scarcely support herself, for less the child. She 
almost wished she had not allowed Miss Burnett to go back, and leave her to her task 
alone. But the air of the passage was chilly, and the baby had roused himself, and he 
might wake and cry, and then — liex hated a scene. She must press forwai'd, and reach 
the warm room as soon as she could. 

Press forward, mount bravely, drooping limbs and doubting heart, love and happiness 
and support wait you at the summit 1 As her light footsteps trod the unyielding stair- ' 
case, without a sound, he was still in the same dejected position — his head and cars 
buried in his hands. No wonder he heard nothing of her approach ; no wonder that the 
first notice he received of her advent was the opening of his door. He heard it open ; 
he thought it might be one of his friends, or that pestering old woman again, with her 
ill-timed solicitude. He was sulky, he would not even look up to satisfy himself. But 
no loud, bantering tones fell on his ear, no whining, wheedling solicitations, that ho I 

^* would be a good gentleman " and do as he was asked, broke the silence, and then ' 

he raised his eyes, just from curiosity, to know why they didn't speak, and he saw — 
standing on the threshold of his door, her lips parted with expectation, her delicate 
cheeks flushed with exertion, her eyes beaming brimihl, overflowing with love — Isobel ! 
th^ object of his thoughts, of his heart — the angel of his life! 

She stood there like a sudden presence ft'om heaven — like a bright light bursting 
from behind a cloud — with her features almost glorified, frt>m the excitement she was 
laboring under. 

And he — at first he could hardly believe his eyes : it was too great, too overwhelm- 
ing a bliss, that she was here — here, near to him, close to him, alive aad well — to re- 
ceive his self-reproaches, his penitence, and Ms love. He uttered a sound, unlike any 
sound which had ever left his lips before — not a shout nor a cry, not a sob nor a gasp. 
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u i but a long, long breath, drawn as If the relief, if it Idlled him, must be gained, and then 

Q< he was at her side, in one bound. 

le ** Isobcl, my darling ! my own, my dearest I Is it yon ? " 

Oh ! was this him ? was this Rex who was speaking ? Was it really, really tme, that 
Bex had said such words to her? 

He held out his arms, and she would have rushed into them if she could, but the bun^ 
die in hers prevented their embrace. 
** Rex, my beloved I " she faltered. " God make me grateftil." 
<< It is not too late, my wife ; you love me still? " 
" Do I not!'* she answered. 

Three words are not much to say, but the^ mean a great deal at times. Isobel's liquid 
eyes went upward as she spoke, and met her husband's glance — met them as eyes that 
^ love alone can meet — went upward with a sudden impulse, and meeting, mingled and 
- I amalgamated, until their depths were one, ai^d their souls turned outward, and opened 
' I to one another. 
' "Oh, Rexl" 
I, "Oh, Isobell" 

i I Words are not needed at a time like this. All words that I could write would sound 
I tame and foolish, compared to what these people felt. Their words lay in those mingling 
i eyes, those hands clasped in so firm a pressure, those trembling, nervous lips, which 
j longed to meet. Closer, closer, their ftices pressed towards each other, notwithstand- 
' ing the bundle in Isobel's arms — pressed and met, and fixed the sign-manual of their 
I perfected love in a kiss — a soft, trembling, lingering kiss. 

I As Rex released her lips, Isobel sighed a long deep sigh, which seemed to come from 
' the very depths of her heart — a sigh which signified the " ftdness of content." Then 
; she remembered her bundle, and her eyes flashed. 
** Rex," she said, hurriedly, ** look here." 

She opened the shawl which enveloped her child as she spoke, and his gaze fell upon 
the sleeping infknt. If Rex Reverdon had been struck he could not have started more 
violently. He positively plunged backwards. 

«' Isobel, what is it? " he exclaimed, as if he had never seen a baby before. It isn't— 
oh, it cannot be (and his face fell) ours I" 
She marked the change in his countenance, and thought he was disappointed. It 
' was a shadow across her sunny day, and her voice was less triumphant as she an- 
, Bwered. 

" Yes, it is I Oh, Rex, dearest, you will not be annoyed, will you? You will not bd 
■ sorry it has come ? You will tiy to love it for my sake ? " 

She looked timidly in his face as she spoke ; and saw love and delight break over it, 
' like the bursting forth of sunrise. 

" Annoyed I sony I try to love it I Isobel, are you laughing at me ? What, my own 
' child ! Oh, my darling I I am so happy." 

I " Rex, Rex, you are in earnest? You do not say it only to please me? You will not 
j change your mind, nor recall your words ? " she exclaimed eagerly, plucking at his shirt 

sleeves in her anxiety. 
» " No, no I why should I? What do you mean, Isobel? Why did I not hear of this 
' before ? What made yon think that I should not be glad to hear of it ? " 
" You said you should hate to have a child of your own," she filtered. 
I " Did I? When? Is6bel, how could I hate a child of y ours f Where is the little crea- 
ture ? Give it into my arms. Is it really mine, Isobel — mine and yours ? My darling I ** 
I and he stooped again to kiss her. 

" Kiss him," she said, delightedly holding their infant to her husband. " It is a boy^ 
I Rex — a son. Ought we not to be grateftil ? See, how like you he is. If he would only 
open his eyes, they are the very same blue as yours." 

She placed the sleeping child in hfs arms as she spoke, and he looked at it for some 
minutes in silence. 

'< And this has been your illness. Oh, if you had onfy told me, what miserable sus- 
pense you would have spared me I What a fool I was not to guess it; but I have been 
so wrapt up in myself, and my own selfish troubles, that I never thought of yon as I 
; ought to have done. Isobel, is that dreadftil cloud really gone firom between us for- 
ever?" 
He gave her back the chUd as he spol^e, and drew her fondly to him on the sofa. 
" Now I have all I care for in the w<^rld within my arms," he said, as he put them 
round both mother and child, and 4i*ew her gentle head down upon his shoulder, and 
bid it rest there and be at peace. 

Lying so in her husband's embrace, her child asleep upon her breast, Isobel felt as if 
the world and all M cares had retreated flrom her, and heaven had been gained before 
its time. Lying there, how small appeared the trouble, anxiety, or pain of the pastt 
how large the promise for the future I There, with her head upon Rex's breast, his 
strong arm round her, life seemed a paradise, sorrow a phantom, and perfect peace and 
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perfect happiness the lot of mortals. There, as the April morning hours were born and 
died, the wife told her husband as much of her inner life as I have repeated to you, — 
told him of her deep, deep love, never so fliily revealed as now, — her fears, her jeal- 
ousy, her conviction that another had occupied his heart, and occupied it still. She told 
him of the visit she had received rrom Miss Ashton, and the confidence with which she 
had undeceived her, the words she had used, and which had led Isobel hopeAiUy to 
her husband's presence that morning. Then it was Rex's thru for confession, and he 
did it manthlly. Henceforward there should be no more concealment between this true 
woman and himself. He felt that he had suffered enough already, that he could not 
stand in her presence, bask himself in her smiles, or receive her sincere love, unless he 
knew that there was no shadow between them, that no one could ever startle her ears 
again with disclosures that he had not already made to her, by stories with which she 
was the only one unacquainted. So he told her all — of his fhncied attachment foi Tearl 
Ashton, which dissolved into thin air directly it had an opportunity of doing so — of 
his wildness and extravagance — " but never since I have known you, dear Isobel, 
never since I took my darling's hand at the altar, and swore to keep to her alone " — 
of his debts — his "marriage de convSnance" with herself. 

" I believe no other woman," he said, when he had finished his recital, " could have 
crept into my heart as you have done, against such fearfUl odds. I believe no other 
but my Isobel — no one less pure and true and good, " could have overcome the devil 
which reigned in my heart, when you knocked for entrance there. For I have been 
terribly wild, dearest wife — more so a great deal than most men; but I have had to 
fight against terrible disadvantages as well. I have had no mother to call such —no 
home, no true friend even — until I found my home and my Mend here, in this dear 
bosom — the only home, the only friend I shall ever care to have in this world again. 
What was it Gabriel used to call you, Isobel? " 

'< Dieii'donnee,** she said, blushing. 

"Ay, God-given, that is what he said you were to him; and if to him, how much 
more so to me ? God gave you to me, my darling ! God sent you to me. You are my 
own. No one shall come between our hearts again." Then they spoke of Lady Char^ 
lotte ; of her grief for Gabriel's death, learnt through Mr. Huntley; of her antagonistic 
feeling towards Isobel, which had not decreased with her loss. '* It will all come right 
in time," said Rex, soothingly : *' she must come to love you when she knows you 
better. No one could help doing so." 

"It has all come right," replied Isobel, as her loving eyes sought his. "Dearest 
Rex, all is right for me now. I feel as if life contained no greater happiness — as if my 
heart could hold no more." 

" You are easily contented," he said, with a sad smile. " Isobel, is it possible that 
the love of such a scamp as I can make your happiness ? See how I have treated you 
from the commencement; how badly I have behaved all along; how, even when I loved 
you, I could not show my love like other men, and must wound your dear tender heart 
by my suspicions and my sulkiness, and my silence. You cannot have forgotten it, my 
Isobel." 

" I have forgotten everything," she said, " excepting that I love you, and you are 
mine." 

" But think of the difference between us. How perfectly you have done your duty in 
your married life ; how perfectly I have neglected mine. How much I have brought 
upon you, my own ; the disgrace of this Imprisonment to rest on your name for always, 
through my cursed folly ; the pain of concealing the birth of this child, our child — 
because my brutal words had made you even fear me. You cannot forget this all at 
once." 

" I have never remembered it," she answered. " If I have ever suffered during the 
last years, one hour of this happy day outweighs the pain, and would wipe out even 
the memory of it. Oh, Rex, you do not yet know how powerftd, how omnipotent is 
love 1 " 

" You are so much better than I am," he said, playfully. 

" I am so much older," she replied, moumlUily. 

But the allusion vexed Rex Reverdon now. 

" Older! " he exclaimed. «* I don't believe you are older than I am —a trifle perhaps, 
if we count by days and years ; but in heart and soul, Isobel, you are as much younger 
than myself; as much purer and better; as much more innocent, trusting, and child- 
like as that baby there Is to U9 both. Oh, I am aged compared to you, darling. I am 
old in wickedness and sin compared to my pui*c wife. You must bring this child up 
like yourself, Isobel. Don't let him Imitate me in anything." 

" He could not be better than his father in my eyes." she answered, softly. 

And so they sat, and confessed, and asked each other's pardon, for the rest of that 
April morning. 

When they had been for some hours alone. Miss Burnett arrived, as had been previ- 
ously arranged, in order to help Isobel convey home that precious bundle again, which 
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was growing rather heavy, now that it carried the tall weight of a month's existence on 
its little head. Rex Beverdon's delight at seeing the old lady was very grateM to her. 
He jumped up ttom his wife's side, and kissed her so yehemently, that he nearly 
knocked her spectacles oif. 

" Well, my dear boy," she said, as she replaced them, " are you pleased with the pres- 
ent Isobel brought you? " 

"Pleased? I'm delighted, Miss Burnett, and so grateM to you for having taken 
such care of my wife for me. The little rascal! he really is like me, I think," he said, 
as Miss Burnett relieved Isobel's arms of Master Reverdon, who was now very wide- 
awake, and making the most extraordinary and hideous fluces. 

"He really is like me," repeated Rex, stroking his beard as he looked down upon the 
child, and pretended he wasn*t proud of it, although he could scarcely walk, he was so 
puffed out with pride in its possession. 

"Of course he is. Who should he be like?" said Miss Burnett, affecting a great 
knowledge of babies, as she hoisted Master Reverdon over her shoulder, and walked 
about the room clucking like a hen, and thumping him violently on the back the while, 
to wliich operation, however, he seemed already accustomed, as he only blinked his 
eyes at every thump, and wagged his head in his endeavours to turn it, as the various 
objects in the room flitted before him. 

Then Rex rushed madly about, making preparations to give them luncheon before 
they went, and encountered Lord Reckless on the staircase, who was at a loss to im- 
agine what had happened to make such a cl^ange in Reverdon's spirits since that same 
morning at ten o'clock. 

" Holloa, Reckless I my wife's come to visit me for the first time since her illness, 
and I'm seeing about some luncheon. Where's that man gone to? and by the by. Reck- 
less, I say, just come here for a minute." 

Rex was close to his own room, and Reckless complied with his request. Then Rex 
pushed the door open, and discovered his wife, her graceful figure clothed in a tight- 
fitting dress, her delicate features and modest style making her look so much of a lady, 
and called her to him with pride, and introduced Lord Reckless to her notice. 

" And I say. Reckless, just look here." Which was a summons to admire the son 
and heir goggling over Miss Burnett's shoulder. " Not a bad specimeif that for a 
month old, eh? Jolly little chap, isn't he ? That's my son, Reckless, and heir to all 
his father's debts. What do you think of him ? " 

Lord Reckless didn't exactly know what he thought of Master Rex's son and heir, but 
he stared very much at the unexpected treat offered him of Inspecting him, and said he 
looked like a " deuced fine child." 

And then, bolted, for Lord Reckless was not much addicted to the company of ladies 
(or babies), and never felt very comfortable in their presence. But Rex continted more 
than happy — he was hilarious. I don't believe there was ever such a merry, noisy, 
laughing luncheon carried on between three people and one baby before. Everything 
served as a joke for Rex; he had been depressed for so long, poor fellow, that now the 
load was removed, he overflowed like uncorked champagne. 

But the April day was drawing in, and the drive to the West End was a long one, 
and the little baby must not be kept out late. So Miss Burnett made her adieux first, 
and discreetly withdrew with the bundle into the passage, and left the husband and 
wife to themselves. 

** Rex, I cannot bear to leave you, and in these rooms, my darling; but you will keep 
up your heart, and be brave for my sake." 

" You need not mind leaving me, dearest wife. Thinking of you, I will be good ; and 
as for happy, why, I am as happy as' a king I " and he looked a king as he said It ; " but 
you will come back to me to-^morrow." 

" Yes, darling, certainly, to-morrow and every day, unless baby should be ill. And 
if so, you would love me and think of me still." 

"Love you? To death, my dearest," he replied. " Think of you? Yes, every mo- 
ment till we meet again. I shall count the hours as they go till to-morrow's dawn. 

He released her then with a fond blessing, and she went, taldng the sunshine with 
her out of his room, but leaving a flood of it about his heart. He stood gazing after 
her as she lightly trod the staircase, looking up every now and then to see if he was 
still watching her progress, with last smiles and looks of love. He stood gazing at 
the spot she had vacated when she was fairly out of sight, and then closing his door 
with a sudden Impulse — a sudden rush of Heaven-due gratitude — Rex Reverdon sunk 
upon his knees by the sofa she had so lately pressed, and thanked God. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

HAUNTED. 

Ladt Chablotte Hxtntlet sat in her own rooms at Wimbledon, aad refused to be 
comforted. There wa3 plenty of life and light left about the house, although Gabriers 
place was vacant ; but she would not acknowledge it. This woman was harsh and un- 
yielding — she was Jealous, and occasionally vindictive; but she was mourning now 
with a true sorrow, and spectators forgot her faults in the sight of her anguish. There 
Is something very sacred — something very unlike other griefs — in the grief of a 
mother for her child ; something which keeps ns standing apart, sensible of our total 
Inability to administer comfort; something which hushes the voice of discontent In our 
oreasts, and causes our own troubles to shrivel beneath the contemplation of the trou- 
ble before us. For it is not that the surrendering alone of what was part of youi*sclf, 
is harder than other separations ; but it is more unnatural. The mother exp?/:t8 to go 
before her child ; to see him fade first, is as though one of her limbs died before the 
whole body is ready to become dust. It is part of her vitality gone, and she can never 
feel entirely whole again until the moment arrives for reunion. And the woman I 
speak of felt all this. Unamiable and unlovable as she was, she felt it all, perhaps 
more acutely for the very paucity of love which she received, than the softest, most 
yielding peach-blossomed beauty that ever returned the affection she had won, tenfold 
into the bosom of those who gave it. And with all her faults, there were excuses even 
for Lady Charlotte Huntley, as, God be thanked, in His eyes, at least, there are for all 
of us. She had not been brought up like other women, which, if you could have peeped 
into the prim nursery and starched school-room of the establishment of the Earl and 
Countess of Littletin in her early days, you would have acknowledged. The Honorable 
Hopeaways were, one and all, what is termed a reserved family — about the most un- 
fortunate of dispositions for any family to inherit ; for I have always found that being 
** rather reserved" means, in modern language, totally unfitted by nature for feeling 
any of the softer passions, which capability is the only thing which redeems our fallen 
race ftom being altogether earthy. 

" Oh I it's only her manner, she is rather reserved." Anglid, there is no hidden well 
of love in her heart, which will overflow if touched by the rod of kindness; — send the 
sweet low words of gratitude bubbling from her mouth, the light of pleasure sparkling 
In her eyes. 

" She J^ rather reserved." 

There is nothing in her mechanism; no main spring, no hidden wheels, which have 
tfhe power to set her heart palpitating at the sound of a beloved voice, her bosom heav- 
ing at the clasp of a beloved hand. She feels it all, she tells you she feels it at heart, 
or her fi-iends say so for her, but it never manifests itself. 

I suppose fishes feel, too, in a measure. Still, I should call them decidedly ** re- 
served." 

I could find no better simile for the family 1 speak of, were I to think for ages. 
They were of the fishes — fishey. The Countess of Littletin was an exemplary wife to 
the Earl ; never had other men received a look which had not been previously well iced, 
in her private refrigerator; and so well iced, too, that they generally managed to ft»eeze 
even those to whom they were directed, and decidedly disagree with them. She was 
an exemplary mother, so far as giving her children every advantage of which she was 
capable consisted. The sons grew up models of propriety, outwardly ; the daughters 
the same. The Hopeaways never quarrelled, they had not enough blood in them to do 
so. They always met and parted with perfect politeness on all sides. So for, so good. 
No family can be brought up to be too polite in the home-circle, too anxious to avoid 
anything like a quarrel. But here the goodness ended. Over all this outwardly proper 
demeanor — the etiquette observed amongst this father and mother, these brothers and 
sisters — had the seeds of love been sown broadcast, the family picture would have 
been complete. But they stopped short of that. 

They felt quite as much as other people, of course. I wouldn't cast a doubt upon the 
ajnount of their feelings for a moment, only they didn't happen to evince anything of 
the kind, and it is an awkward custom in this world, and liable to misinterpretation ; 
we are such creatures of eyesight. 

Perhaps you may recall to your mind what I said of Lady Charlotte Hopeaway, In 
the first chapter of this history, — that she married Mr. Reverdon at the instigation of 
her parents, and against her own wishes. This is my other excuse for her. The ami- 
able reserve of her family is the first, and her own love-disappointment the second. 
She had really cared for Mr. Huntley in those girlish days, as much as it was possible 
for her piscatorial nature to care for any man : and they sent him away, and would not 



HATTKTBD. 181 

let her marry him ; and forced Mr. Benjamin Reverdon, with his fifteen thousand a-yeal*, 
on her in8|:ead ; and under the circumstances, I think it was very fortunate for her that 
she had been bom flshey. You have seen how much she cared for him, or for his son. 
When, once more, it was her jftite to foil again in the way of Mr. Huntley, and to be- 
come his wife, she accepted the lot ofibred her, without hesitation. She had not for- 
gotten that girlish dream of long ago, nor her feelings then ; perhaps she hoped to 
renew them now. But here» I think, she was mistaken. The hero of a girl of eighteen, 
ox thereabouts, is seldom the hero of the same woman at thirty. Our ideas of the 
beautiful change with our youth ; and become, it is to be hoped, improved. But round 
Mr. Huntley *8 portly form clung the halo of long ago, the only sensation which Lady 
Charlotte had experienced of the magic passion, and she fancied it was the genuine ar- 
ticle. But she was a clever woman, and Mr. Huntley was a foolish man ; and the more 
separate their interests lay, the less they clashed together ; the better they clashed to- 
gether, the better they agreed. And this is, after all, but a very negative experience 
of connubial bliss. But In Gabriel, Lady Charlotte received back her early dream. It 
had not been a delusion, a mere fancy, it was here ! The man she had loved in her 
girlhood was gone; in his stead — in the stead of the slight, graceftil, dark-eyed youth 
of one-and-twenty, who had so captivated her by his looks — she saw a fat good-hu- 
mored individual, with a handsome rosy face, and a great love for good wine, whose 
wisdom not having increased with his years, would no longer pass muster as he used 
to do. But Gabriel was a renewed edition of his father's youth, and as he grew tall, 
and graceful, and dark-eyed, his mother really loved him. I can ttmcy that she did, 
that she was weary of finding herself incapable of loving, and that this new-born affec- 
tion surprised no less than delighted her ; and that she held it fast, and encouraged it 
to grow, and expended her strength upon it, to the exclusion of other loves. And 
then, the accident to his spine, and the care and attention it entailed, cemented her 
motherly love, and bound it stronger to him. The daughters which followed him were 
OS nothing to her, in comparison. You have seen how she refhsed to believe in his ill- 
ness, in h\s approaching death, and clung to what she wished to believe to the very 
last. 

I have been re-treading old ground, but I feared you might have forgotten the cir- 
cumstances, and I wanted to bring forward what excuses I could for Lady Charlotte's 
treatment of Rex and Isobel; for it must have been very bitter to have had these two 
step in, after her barren life, and usurp the tenderest thoughts and affections of her 
one ewe lamb. Then again the curse of the Hopeaways — her " reserve " — showed it- 
self, and prevented her letting either of these three know how much she felt their be- 
havior. Her doing so alone, would have been the signal for the unused wells of affec- 
tion in Gabriers breast to burst forth^ and overflow towards her. But it was her 
pride that he should not guess it, that he should never know, until the very last when 
it was too late to hope for a return, how much his mother loved him. 

Too little reserve is bad, it leads us into terrible scrapes sometimes ; but it is better 
to take the chance of the scrapes, than the certainty of nothing at all ; for too much 
reserve (forgive the slang) " docs not pay" 

Gabriel was dead, Reginald was In the Queen's Bench, Isobel driven ft-om her side 
by her unkludness, and Lady Charlotte sat in her room alone, and refhsed to be com- 
forted. Her husband was in the house, but she would scarcely speak to him. Her five 
little daughters ran about the passage in their new black frocks, but she would not 
admit them to her presence. She sat, day after day, gazing at the bed on whlcli Ga- 
briel died, from which he had been carried to the grand, dismal, ftimily vault at Barren 
Court, down in Somersetshire. It had been a splendid ftmeral. I wonder Lady Char- 
lotte liked to have him buried there. Isobel would have laid that gentle loving boy to 
rest in some grassy country church-yard or flowery cemetery, where his young bones 
should have crumbled to dust in the bosom of the same warm earth which nurses the 
little seeds until they turn to flowers, and not have mildewed to decay in a noisome 
vault, where no Joving heart could ever lay a hand and say, " Our Gabriel lies beneath 
my touch." 

Yes, he had been carried out from that room, in his gorgeous coflto, and hicjl away, 
in far off Somersetshire ; and the mother had not even his grave to console her. She 
did indeed feel that he was really and truly gone I 

Day by day she sat in her woeful trappings, looking at the pillow his head had pressed 
so restlessly in his last pains ; recalling the looks he had. ^ven, the words he had said, 
and musing over them in silent mlseiy. Thinking so deeply and so long that, as the 
spring evenings closed in, and the dusk took possession of that haunted room^ her 
fancy, ovonvrought, would almost make her believe that he stlU lay there, that she 
could hoar his l)rcathlng, his low, whispered words, — 

** Love Isobel — remember how I loved her. You will come to call her * Dieii-donnee' 
yet. Be good to Rex — dear generous Rex — remember how I loved tlicm I " 

lie had said many other sentences besides these ; for days before he died, his words 
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had all been low and whispered. Why, when Lady Charlotte recalled them, did Only 
those which related to the woman of whom she was jealous rise up in her memory and 
drown the rest? 

**I have loved her so — I have loved them both so much I " 

Yes, he had loved her. The mother was sure of it. All his acquaintanceship with 
her had proved it : his last request — his anxiety — his peace in dying. When Isobel's 
baby was born, the news was taken to Lady Charlotte by Mr. Huntley. A woman alone, 
in such distress, at such a time — what should another woman do, and a mother, but 
go to her? And yet Lady Charlotte stUl sat alone and silent. 

"Mother, I'd rather say good-by at once. Love Isobel — remember how I loved 
her I" 

Was there nothing that would shut out thought? deaden the sound of those dying 
accents ? prevent the eternal repetition of those last words ? 

** Be good to Rex — dear generous Rex — remember how I loved them 1 ** 

Remember — ay, not much need to tell her so now. Did she not remember? 

Where was Rex? " dear generous Rex?" In prison for the treachery of another^ 
for a thousand pounds ; and she, with d purse fUll. Where was Isobel? Alone in dis- 
comfort, perhaps, certainly in sickness, her new-born baby upon her bosom, no husband 
near to welcome it ; no mother to nurse and comfort her. 

"Love Isobel — you will come to call her * Dieu-donnee ' yet ! " 

Was it fancy, or was it real? The dusk had crept about the chamber and settled oH 
the bed and window hangings, and shut out the light, before she had perceived it. 
What was that soft halo lingering about her chair? What that subdaed and chastened 
light which reflised to be quenched by the closing of the day, and from which a glori- 
fied spirit, like the shadowed figure of Gabriel, seemed to look upon her earnestly — 
not smiling and not pained, but with a tender gravity and yearning silence — reproach- 
ful entreaty in its eyes, as though it would say, Mother, has what I asked been done ? 

I have no faith in spirits as sights of every day occurrence, but I have faith in manifes- 
tations of a spiritual tendency having made themselves at times apparent to mortals. 
Let the metaphysican say what he will, ascribe what Lady Charlotte saw with the soft 
halo enveloping it in that darkened room, to her over-tired brain, or eyes, to her over- 
heated fancy, or superstition— but what I have described she saw, and it was real to 
her, however to be accounted for on natural grounds. I do not vouch for what it was ; 
but the bereaved mother, sitting in that death chamber, saw what I have described, and 
believed she saw the spirit of her son. 

As she sat gazing at it in silent surprise it did not change or vanish : still it stood 
there, the same grave, reproachful look of entreaty upon its shadowy face. Lady Char- 
lotte could not stand it any longer. She read the look, she guessed the question hov- 
ering on those ghostly lips, though no sound issued from them, and instinctively she 
answered it. Spoke as mortals speak, under the presence of what they consider a 
visitant from another world — spoke in alow, subdued tone, but still with visible anxiety 
to be believed — to assure the departed that she did not lie — mingled with an entreaty, 
unexpressed but evident, in her hushed awe, that it would depart and subject not her 
trembling flesh to the awM contact of a spirit touch. 

" Gabriel, I voill love her ; I will go to her. I will love them both, for your salve.** 

Gazing still I Unable f^om very fear to remove her eyes from that misty shadow, 
Lady Charlotte saw (or thought she saw) the calm, sad lips wreath themselves into a 
bright smile which illumiuated the whole face — which, still with the smile upon it till 
the last, retreated into vacancy — grew dimmer and dimmer — misty and more misty — 
till a cloud of vapor alone filled the space it had occupied, and that dissolved itself in 
clear air. 

Not till it had quite disappeared did Lady Charlotte realize what she had seen. Then 
the fioodgates of her grief really opened — then she began to shed tears as she had 
never shed them since Gabriel died ; and, falling upon the pillow where his head had 
laid, she cried her heart out. 

" He forgives me 1 — my child has forgiven me I " She forgot his devotion to Isobel, 
his repulsion of herself, her own jealous and vindictive feelings towards her daughter- 
in-law. ' She only remembered that she had seen the last of Gabriel ; that he had come 
back to give her his farewell looks — his farewell smile. That she was forgiven I 

She would do her duty now : she would do what Gabriel had asked her to do. The 
task was not so diflicult. Her dislike to Isobel had entirely originated in her jealousy, 
and Gabriel's last smile had been for her. He had returned to his mother ; not to 
Isobel nor to any stranger. She did not stay to question if she could fUlfll her promise 
to that beatified spirit; she had given it, and Gabriel had smiled. It must be done. 
That smUe had cured her. She could rise up now, and go about her daily duties, and 
perform them. Gabriel was dead — was mouldering in tlie vault at Barren Court; but 
he had returned to smile at his mother, and there was a heaven above, and her life 
was half over already. I am sure that if that vision was only a chimera of Lady Chur- 
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lotte*s Imagination it would have been a great pity to hare nndeceived her. She 
believed in it, and it proved the salvation of her best instincts. 

She stought her husband directly. She .told him, without reserve (for once), what 
Bho had seen, what she believed, what she intended to do. Reginald must be released 
without delay. She would lend him (here the remembrance of that sweet, sad face in- 
truded itself upon the mother's mind, and she corrected herself) — no, she would give 
him the money — it was not much to them ; they would not miss it. Mr. Huntley must 
go to town at once and see about the payment of the debt. What — at once? — to- 
night ? Would not to-morrow do as well ? 

To-morrow? What I with that grave, reproachM, searching gaze fresh upon her 
mind's eye? — with the shudder still upon her with which we think of spiritual con- 
tact! 

To-morrow? No; to-day, to-night — at once. Mr. Huntley was too good-natured, 
and too pleased at the change in his wife's mind, to refuse her request. He would go 
at once, not even waiting for his dinner, which was so good in him that I think he 
deserved a better fate than to have all his trouble for nothing. For when he drove up 
to the porter's lodge of the Queen's Bench, and wanted to see Mr. Beverdon, against 
all rules, at that hour of night, the porter's answer was explicit. 

" You couldn't have got in, noways, at this time of night — not if you was the Prince 
of Wales himself; and if you could, it wouldn't have been a bit of good, for Mr. Rever- 
don went out of these here gates this afternoon." 

"Went out!" exclaimed Mr. Huntley, in his surprise. *' Released I — his debt 
paid?" 

<« That's none of my business,*' returned the porter, in far more grumpy tones than he 
ever addressed Isobel. ** I suppose it was paid, as they don't mostly let the gentlemen 
here out on a spree, without their debt is paid first. But all I know is, that that gen- 
tleman, Mr. Keverdou, is gone this afternoon, with his lady and his babby ; and I can't 
stand here talking to you any more. So, good- night." 

And the povter, who had a small convivial party inside the lodge that evening, shut 
the iron gates with somewhat of a slam, locked them, and retreated inside again ; and, 
lost in surprise, Mr. Huntley ordered the cabman to drive him to the address of Isobel's 
apartments. 

You and I ought to have been in the Queen's Bench ourselves that morning, which 
happened to be about a week after Isobel brought that flood of sunshine into it; but we 
were with Lady Charlotte Huntley, and it is impossible to be in two places at once. 

If you do not mind retracing your steps, however, we will begin again at ten o'clock 
the same day, by which time Isobel Reverdon, having actually been at the iron gates 
before they were opened to the public, had already ensconced herself and her baby in 
Rex's room, and was sitting as quietly at needle-work as if she had lived there all her 
life. She was telling him about her attempts at authorship, and how much she had 
suffered duiing that period. 

The subject had been recalled to her mind by having received a letter from Messrs. 
Courtland and Coverby that morning, to say that her MS. had been read, and pro- 
nounced to show great talent : but that it was too crude, too hastily put together, and 
too short for publication. If, however, she decided to write again, and at greater 
length, they would be glad to hear from her, &c., &c. 

A few weeks ago how much such an answer would have upset and distressed her. 
Now she just laughed the matter off as something not worth worrying herself about. 

" I cannot think now how I thought so much of it. Rex, and suffered the disappoint- 
ment to cause me such distress. It is but a trifle, after all. I was foolish ever to dream 
of success. Five months will soon go, my darling, and baby and I will take lodgings 
in Trinity Square, so that we may be with you every day, as early and as late as we 
lilte. My poor book I it is only fit to light the flre with now. How strange it seems 
that I should care so little about it as I do." 

They were still talking about the book and Its contents, when a sharp, loud rap came 
at the door of their room, which made Isobel jump and startled Master Reverdon upon 
the sofa, where his mother had made him an impromptu bassinet out of pillows and 
shawls. 

<< Come in ! " cried Rex, almost as sharply. 

The door opened and a stranger entered. A young man, bronzed and bearded, with 
little of his flEice visible but his nose and eyes. The Reverdons both looked at him la 
surprise. 

** Are you Reverdon?" demanded their visitor, abruptly; and then catching sight of 
Isobel, said, ** I know that's my sister. Isobel, don't you remember me? " 

^< Charlie I ' she exclaimed, and she v as in his arms in a moment. 

"Are you really Charles Fane?" now asked Rex, as he shook hands with the new- 
comer. 

"Really and truly Charles Fane, and no other. I only landed in England last 
night." 
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'< How did you know we were here, Charlie?" soldlsobel. "Who told yon I was 
married ? Did you ever receive my letter ? " 

" What letter ? No, Isobel, I have never heard f^om yon for yea^s past. You thought 
tohideyourself from your only brother, did you? But you see it was of no use. I 
have been talJdng of nothing but you for the last week, and to a person on the Conti- 
nent, too/' 

'*Onthe Continent? Have you come from there, Charlie? Where have you come 
from! When did you come? Tell us everything." 

Then one questioned him, and then the other, as people do question a fresh and 
unexpected arrival ; and Charles Fane told them how he had gone at once down to 
•* The Oalcs " at Wimbledon, and been directed thence by a servant to Miss Burnett's 
address, and she had told him all. Then he had come on to the Bench at once. 

There was a great deal to tell on both sides, as you may imagine. All Charles Fane's 
adventures after he had cut the service and *' located" in America, his subsequent visit 
to Australia and residence there for the last two years, during which time he had 
lived so far In the bush, and had so few opportunities of writing home, tliat he had 
come at last to miss doing so altogether, would have supplied conversation for a week» 
instead of a morning. He had never received the letter Isobel had sent to Melbourne, 
for him : his coming home had been purely a spontaneous act on his own part, and 
because he had amassed sufficient means to enable him to do so comfortably. But his 
affection, which had always been great for his sister Isobel, did not seem to have 
suffered much decrease by his long absence, as he turned every minute or so to tell her 
that, through all his silence, he had never forgotten her dear little face, and he really 
didn't think she looked a day older than when they parted. 

** Rex, is he at all like what you fancied he would be ? " asked Isobel, as she sat, her 
waist encircled by her brother's arm, her disengaged hand clasped in that of her bus- 
band. 

Bex had never taken the trouble to picture to himself what liis visionary brother-in- 
law was like, but he said, " Yes," to satisfy his wife. 

''If it wasn't for these things," said Isobel, pulling his beard, ''he would not be 
altered at all ; he was- always fair, like Fanny. Charlie, have you seen Fanny yet? " 

" No, I have not had time ; you forgei I only arrived yesterday. Reverdon, you 
mustn't stop in this place a day loi]^er. You must let me lend you the money for your 
bUl." 

" Charlie, can you really? are you rich? " exclaimed his sister. 

" Pretty well, Isobel ; quite enough so to lend a brother a thousand or two. I had a 
great share of good luck in Australia. I found one of the largest — " 

" Nuggets ever seen," interrupted Isobel, clapping her hands. "Charlie, that was 
true, then, after all ; we saw it in the papers I What have you done with It? " 

" Sold it, my dear sister, and retired on my profits. It was a little fortune in Itself, 
and I had been very lucky before that. I believe I am considered one of the most for- 
tunate gold diggers that are. But I have never told you what induced me to leave 
America for the gold fields. It was " — so and so, and so and so — being interesting 
details these to the parties concerned, and well enough to listen to, but an intense bore 
to read, so let us skip them. In a few minutes CharUe Fane returned to the charge. 

" Who am I to go to, Reverdon, about this bill? Let me know, that I may settle the 
business at once ; you must sleep at home to-night." 

" Oh ! Charlie, Charlie I " exclaimed Isobel, as she hung about his neck and began to 
cry, " how good and dear you are ! You will make us so happy." 

" Nonsense, my dear," he replied; " what is the good of money if it is not to accom- 
modate those you love ! I could put mine to no better use. I only wish I had been 
home in time to prevent your husband being arrested at all." 

He would have the address of Issachar at once, and when obtained, posted away, 
telling Isobel to pack up her husband's things in his absence. I think t^iey must have 
beert almost too happy to pack, but they managed to put Rex's property into his port- 
manteau, and by the time the bill was paid, interest and all, and the form taken out — 
or whatever it was — for Rex Reverdon's release from the Queen's Bench, and CharUe 
Fane stood once more within its wtiUs, they were ready to accompany him thence. As 
they passed through the lodge, Isobel went up to the old porter and shook his hand. , 

'* Thank you," she said, simply, " for aU you have done for me, Porter. I hope I shall 
never visit this place again, but I shall never forget how kind you have been." 

Then they all set off— happy as could be — for Isobel's apartments ; and that is the 
reason that Mr. Huntley had his trouble for nothing. 

As the cab drove away with thom, Isobel was again very curious to learn how Cliarlle 
had heard of her marriage and her husband's arrest, since he had not yet seen Fanny. 

" You will know all in time," he said, evaisely. " Isobel, I have a surprise for you 5 
I have something to tell you that you have not heard before. I am a married man. 
My wife is waiting for me at Mivart's HoteL" 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

BEFABATION. 

" Nonsense," cried Isobel, Incrednlously. 

'* And why? " he replied, ^' don't you consider me old enough to take the duties of 
xaatrimony upon myself? It's too late now, Isobel, for I am the husband of one of the 
prettiest girls in England, as you will say when you see her. Shall we stop at Mivart'a 
on our way?" 

Isobel glanced at her own careless attire and gave a decided ** No." A rusty black 
merino was all very well for the benefit of the gentlemen of the Queen's Bench, but it 
was not exactly the dress she should have chosen in order to make an impression in, 
and Isobel wished to appear her best on the first occasion of seeing her sister-iu-law. 

** Let us go home first, and bring your wife to see us at our apartments, Charlie. I 
don't know what she would think of her new sister were she to see me thus. How long 
have you been married?" 

'* Only a week, Isobel, that is the best of it. I vote we all go away somewhere and 
spend our honey-moon together." 

.A flush rose uponlsobel's cheek, and a soft glow shone in her eyes, as the giant palm 
of the man she loved stole into her little hand beneath the comer of baby's cloak, and 
clasped it firmly. How sweet a honey-moon lay before them now. She felt as if her 
happiness was too great to bear. The pressure with which her hand answered to his 
made little impression upon his muscular fist, but he felt It, soft asC it was, and it 
thrilled all through his heart." 

" Then you were not married in England? " asked Isobel of her brother. 

" Abroad," was his curt answer. 

'* Charlie, I am so curious. I am sure there is some mystery about this wife of yours, 
and connected with us, or you would not be so reticent on the subject." 

" Patience," he replied, laughing, " you shall see her soon." 

And when he had seen them to their own door he returned to the hotel where he had 
left Mrs. Fane, promising to be with them in the evening. You may picture Miss Bur- 
nett's astonishment, at seeing Rex Reverdon enter the sitting-room with his wife and 
baby, where she was preparing tea In anticipation of Isobel's expected return. Kettle 
in hand, and adroitly filling the teapot, she raised her spectacled eyes to see the nar- 
row door-way filled with his large figure. It was a dangerous trick to play her; the 
poor old lady was so taken aback that she might have seeded herself to death in her 
sudden astonishment ; as it was, she poured the hot water over half the table-cloth. Of 
course, she was soon reassured; of course. Rex and Isobel both attacked her with 
explanations at once ; until she was not certain whether the porter at the lodge had 
sent them the money or Charles Fane had married some one connected with the author- 
ities of the Queen*s Bench prison, or Isobel had found a gold nugget on her way 
through the city, and applied the profits of its sale to her husband's release. Any way 
they were here, this free-spirited, generous-hearted man, whom she had grown to love, 
and in loving whom her dear Isobel's happiness consisted. They were here, baby 
included (and the baby had almost superseded the '< Count " in Miss Burnett's affec- 
tions), safe and unharmed, and warranted to remain here for an unlimited period 
What a happy reunion that was I Of course the tea which had been supposed to bo 
good enough for poor weary Isobel returning from her day of loving ftitigue, was not 
fit to lay before this ransomed prince. Bread and butter, and perhaps a muffln, is all 
very well for tired women, but when the royal sex deign to grace our humble meals, 
we must waste our substance on riotous motton-chops, or fried ham and eggs to do 
them honor. So the damp table-cloth was whisked away, and the tea confiscated by 
the maid, and a far more sumptuons repast ordered to be ready for an hour later. And 
when Miss Burnett heard that a bride and bridegroom were likely to join the party, 
she grew visibly nervous and depressed on the subject; wondered if the clean table- 
cloth had come from the wash yet ; and asked privately for Isobel's advice on the ques- 
tion of whether marmalade or strawberry jam would be likely to agree best with newly- 
married people. And Isobel herself was not much better. While Miss Burnett was 
fidgeting about the tea and the table-cloth, she was persuading her pretty figure to go 
into a new black silk dress, which she had ordered— (oh I conceited Isobel !) — on the 
strength of the flood of sunshine she had let into her lover's heart, and which the dress- 
maker, anxious to do justice to such a model frame, had made uncommonly tight — 
*' quite wickedly tight," as Mrs. Reverdon said herself, when she had persuaded the 
buttons to marry the button-holes, and turned her figure about for her husband's inspec- 
tion, — simply his inspection, of course, nothing more. 

^* Is it ? " said unsuspecting Bex» as he clasped the dainty waist i " it makes my wil^ 
24 
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look wickedly charming^, any way. Why, Dieu-donnie, you don't look two-and-twenty 
this evening. I believe you keep a private rouge-pot, and have been laying a little on 
these cheeks to-night." 

She turned her face and laid it against his, and It was burning with excitement. 

" Oh 1 Rex,*' she said, my dearest love, if I live through to-day, happiness will never 
kill me." 

I do not know what he answered her, but it must have been something very interest- 
ing to Judge by Isobel's cheeks. 

So interesting, indeed, and engrossed them for so long, that Charlie's double knock 
sounded at the door, and he and his bride were shown into the drawing-room before 
Isobel was ready to receive them. 

'^ Oh, dear! baby's ft*ock's not changed, and there's Charlie come already. Hex, dar- 
ling, do hold him for one minute, whilst I find his blue ribbons. Here they are ! Kow, 
dear, I'll ring the bell for nurse, and when she comes, tell her to dress him nicely, and 
bring him into the drawing-room. You don't mind, do you, dear Rex? I must go to 
Charlie and his wife." 

Of course Rex would not mind, though he looked comical enough, perched on the 
outside of the bed, the tender infant laid like a doll within his stalwart arms. With a 
kiss to both of them, she was gone. He heard her light foot tread the little staircase, 
her hand open the drawing-room door, and then she gave an exclamation of surprise, 
and rushed back upon the landing-place, calling out, — 

" Rex, Rex, come here." 

Down went his son and heir upon the bed, and up he ran to join his wife. His wife ; 
yQs here she was, and in her arms — good heaven's ! Lucy Halkett. This was the bride 
that Isobel's brother had picked up abroad I This was Mrs. Charlie Fane I 

The hoic ! the* when ! the where / the which ! the words did double duty from every 
tongue, as questions and answers tumbled about in hopeless conilision, and tripped 
each other up. 

" I never dreamed of Lucy, "said Isobel, with the tears standing in her kind eyes, as soon 
as she could speak. *' I knew she had gone abroad, and was very soriy for it, but I have 
been too occupied with my own troubles to think much of others. But I am so glad 
now, — so very glad." 

"Are you really?" said Lucy, timidly. "Mr. Reverdon — are you glad? I was 
almost afi'aid, when I found out that Charlie was Mrs. Reverdon's brother, to let yoa 
know who I am." 

" Who you were," replied Rex, gravely, " my dear Lucy, surely you do not think I 
could be so unjust as to permit the ftict of your former name to remind me of events 
that should militate In the least degree against my affection for yourself. Besides you 
are Lucy Fane now. I shall never remember that you w.ere ever anything else." 

Isobel had been grave, too, during her husband's speech, but now she hastened to 
add her assurance to his. 

" How could you think us so ungenerous, Lucy, when you know how fond we always 
were of you. But how did you meet Charlie ? " 

Then the history of the rencontre In the Forest of Fontainebleau was repeated to 
them, and they learned how the acquaintanceship, thus begun, was followed up by Charles 
Fane, until about a month afterwards he obtained Mr. Halkett's sanction to his niece's 
marriage with himself. 

" I could prove to him that my birth was good and my means ample," he said, in con- 
clusion, " and the old gentleman appeared to want nothing more." 

No, indeed, and had been only too happy to get rid of his orphan niece on such easy 
terms. 

" * Happy's the wooing that's not long a doing,'" quoted Charlie Fane, " and I believe 
my little girl and I will be none the less happy because we only knew each other for a 
month before our marriage. I know the beginning has worked well. I found her a 
most miserable Uttle creature, and now she's as happy as she can be. Ain't vou, 
Lucy?" 

The girl turned upon him a look of gratitude, which said more than any words could 
have done. 

" The ftmny part of it is," she said, in her childish way, to Isobel, " that I never 
knew, till after we were married, that Charlie was your brother. He had not mentioned 
his family to me before, excepting that he had two sisters. And I never heard your 
maiden name, then when I began to tell him everything about — about — that wretched 
business, you know, and how unhappy it had made me— for it did make me veiy un- 
happy (Isobel pressed Lucy closer to her as she spoke) ; your names were mentioned 
naturally, and Mrs. Peyton's, — and then it all came out. I had been told that Mr. 
Reverdon was in the Bench, but I imagined you would be still at Wimbledon, and it 
was I who sent Charlie down there. Now you know all. Oh, I am so glad everj'thing 
has come right I " 

" I never was more surprised than when I first saw it was you," said Isobel. " I had 
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left Rex Good heavens, Rex I" she exclaimed, stnick with a sadden fhonght^ 

«* where did you leave the baby? " 

<' By Jove," said Rex, in his tnm, <' on the bed. I had forgotten all about him." 

Visions of her cherished baby lying a mangled corpse upon the ground, with all his 
limbs broken, or suffocated beneath the weight of pillows, flashed through Isobers 
mind as she darted down stairs, and she was much relieved at finding the gentleman 
in question fast asleep, where he had been left, and sucking his flst. 

'* But with his little puds as cold as ice," she said, reproachfully, as she came up 
stairs again with the child in her arms ; " and looking Just as if he had cried himself 
to sleep. Oh, Rex I I'll never trust you with my precious baby again." 

Rex pulled his yellow beard, and looked very consciously guilty, but still maintained 
that it was IsobeVs fault for having called him to go to her so suddenly. Pic imagined, 
of course, she was ill. But the baby having been discovered to be still alive and whole, 
his mother's distress was next awakened by the fact of his being in a soiled frock. 

*» Oh, Lucy ! I wish he had been dressed I If you could only see him in one of his 
best robes and a pair of blue ribbons — he is the image of Rex; " which resemblance, 
however, could scarcely have been augmented by the baby's best apparel, as Rex was not 
dressed in anything like robes or blue ribbons, at the time mentioned. But still Isobcl 
insisted that the likeness was not half so apparent In her son's present condition, there- 
fore he was despatched to the care of his nurse, to be made more like his father. 

I think they could scarcely have sat down to tea a merrier party ; Miss Burnett 
(whose awe of the bride had quite dissolved on finding she was only little Lucy Halkett 
after all) included, — 

" And fancy my putting on my new silk dress for you, Lucy," exclaimed Isobel, 
laughing; "you, who were running about last year, all over Wimbledon, in your short 
cotton dresses." 

But Rex insisted that she had put on the new silk dress for him— and him only — 
and wouldn't be gainsaid — though Isobel contradicted him until her fiice was crimson, 
under the delicate nature of the argument. 

It was at this Juncture that Mr. Huntley, having paid his unsuccessfhl visit to the 
Queen's Bench, walked in, and wanted an explanation of the turn of affairs. Then, of 
♦course, everything had to be told over again. 

<• I am almost sorry to hear it," said Mr. Huntley, though he was smiling. 

" Sorry 1 why ? " exclaimed Isobel. " What can you mean, Mr. Huntley? " 

" Because I had hoped to be the one to give you this pleasure," he answered. 

They looked at him in surprise. 

" I am an ambassador to you from your mother, Reginald. She sent me to town this 
evening with orders to see Issachar, and discharge your bill. I drove to the Bench 
first to consult you, and set your mind at rest, and heard that you had left this after- 
noon. Your mother will be disappointed when she hears it." 

"How good of her I" exclaimed generous R ox, forgetting all the past In the pres- 
ent ; " how very kind and good ! Tell her, sir, will you, tliat I said so, and thank her 
heartily. I don't know what I've done to deserve such friends." 

But isobel had sprung up ftom her seat at the tea-table, and seized the hand of her 
father-in-law. 

" Tell her ftom me," she said, in a low, trembling voice, " that I bid God bless her 
firom the bottom of my heart for her remembrance of my darling. Tell her that, though 
her kindness is not needed, it is none the less kindness on that account, and we shall 
remember, to the last day of our lives, that when we were in prison she came unto us." 

" Will you go to her, Isobel? " he asked. 

" Yes, directly, at any time, if she wishes it," she answered, eagerly. 

"Come to-morrow," he said; "come to-morrow morning, both of you, and bring 
your child. Lady Charlotte Is very low, both in mind and body, just at present. I 
think the sight of the baby might divert her. I will not stay longer now, for your lit- 
tle room is crowded enough already. We shall expect you to-morrow without fail." 

Then he withdrew, and though the rest of the evening passed pleasantly enough. 
Rex and Isobel were less talkative perhaps than they would otherwise have been, for 
they had guessed Lady Charlotte's change of feeling, and their thoughts had returned to 
Gabriel's grave. 

But when Lady Charlotte heard that It was not in her power to do what she had in- 
tended doing — to release her son fk*omhis embarrassment-^ she was almost angry; 
she was certainly vexed. She had wound herself up to the point of performing a great 
and generous duty, and lo I some one else had stepped in first and done it for her. 
Reginald was no longer in prison — Isobel no longer alone, and unhappy. There seem- 
ed nothing left for her to do ; and if so, was Gabriel's smile for her or for another? for 
the one who had made his brother and sister happy again. Conscience whispered to 
Lady Charlotte that there was yet something left to be done. Her heart told her that 
there was yet something, without which all her money would have unavailed to cement 
the peace inJier breast which Gabriel's smile had awakened-— something which costs 
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no goId» ftod but little troable, and yet to give which is harder than the opening of a 
miser's purse, and that was the humbling of her pride, the acknowledgment that she 
had been ^vrong, which is, alter all, about the hardest task which you can set a haughty 
spirit to master. Yet her boy's lost words had not been to seeure her wealth or her 
services in any way for his beloved ones ; they had been an appeal to her heart to 
"love " them — to love them instead of himself — to give them what should make up 
for the affection they should lose in him. And this no money could do. It must come 
lh>m herself. 

How could she fhM Gabriers wish best? How honestly win that smile, of which as 
yet she knew herself to be unworthy ? She would go to them — she would not wait till 
they came down to Wimbledon. She would show this son and tliis daughter that she 
acknowledged her transgressions, and that she would return to '* The Oaks," and believe 
that Gabriel still smiled, as she had seen him smile, and on her, for her alone. So she 
reprimanded poor Mr. Huntley rather sharply for having beeu so unreasonable as to ask 
Bex and Isobel to come down to Wimbledon when they must have so much to do just 
now, and avowed her intention of forstalling their plana by going to see them iu Lon- 
don the first thing the next morning. And consequently as they met at breakfast in 
their own sitting-room, with barely an announcement Lady Charlotte Huntley walked 
In. As they saw her, they both rose in surprise. 

" Mother I " exclaimed Rex. 

" Reginald, don't call me • mother,* " said the unhappy woman. •* I have never been 
a mother to you. I don't deserve the name. Isobel, I am wretched. I have been 
wretched ever since you left my house the night my angel died, and I cannot rest till 
you say that you have forgiven me* Children, can you forgive me ? I am very miser- 
able." 

And hiding her face in her hands. Lady Charlotte Huntley wept. Tears ran down 
that Arigid, unbending face. Hex had never seen such a sight in his life before, aud 
stood by almost Mghtened. But Isobel, woman-like, had no fear of grief. It was her 
province to be where it was — to disperse it if she could. She went up to Lady Char- 
lotte, and knelt by her side. 

" Dear Lady Charlotte," she said, " you must not blame yourself too much. See how 
you distress Rex. We know what you must feel ; we can feel with you now, for we* 
are parents. Pray believe that whatever you wish forgotten in the past is blotted out at 
once and forever. Indeed, indeed it is. Consider it as no more." 

" For, Gabriel's sake, Isobel, say you forgive me for that dear, dear sake." 

She saw that Lady Charlotte would not be satisfied until their pardon was formally 
extended to her, and therefore she gave her a direct answer. 

" I do, so help me God I Lady Charlotte, I forgive and forget it all, for my own sake 
and for yours." 

"He came to me," whispered the mother, in atone of awe — "he came to me last 
night, and did not speak ; but I saw the words still trembling on his lips — ' Love Iso- 
bel.* May I? Willyou love me in return?" 

" Yes, Lady Charlotte," answered Isobel, " and so will Rex.** 

She did not like the appeal to be to herself alone, and not to the more rightful recip- 
ient of his mother's penitence. Her aUusion to him roused Lady Charlotte, and she 
turned towards him. 

" My son," she said — " my only son now." 

Then he was by her side in a moment, and his arm around her. 

"Mother," he whispered, "let me be your son instead of Gabriel. lam the first- 
born. Don't rob me any longer of my heritage.** 

" Will you care to have it? " she asked, with a tearflil smile* 

" The want of it has been the curse of my life,** he said with a slight touch of bitter- 
ness ; "the want of your love, mother, drove me into much I had better have avoided 
— would have been the ruin of me, probably, had Heaven not sent one of its angels to 
my rescue in my beloved wife. Mother, this woman has been the salvation of bot'i 
your sons." 

" Reginald, don't make my self-reproaches heavier than they are." 

" But it is truth," he repeated; " but for Isobel, I had been lost. I married her, not 
knowing what she would be to me, for my own selfish convenience ; but Heaven has 
blessed me where I least deserved it. I have won the rich treasure of her love, un- 
worthily, it is true, but I did not come to the conviction of my happiness until I had 
passed through deep waters to obtain it. I was like a simple fool who picks uj) a rare 
Jewel, and plays fast and loose with it, not knowing its worth, until an accident dis- 
covers it to him. But now I know it, mother, I proclaim it to the world. This woman 
— than whom no woman ever more deserved the name my brother gave her — has 
saved me, as she did him. I owe my life — my more than life — to her alone. God 
bless her for it!" 

Over her bowed head — bowed down upon Lady Charlotte's knees in her confUsion 
and sweet pain at hearing her own praises — Rex laid his hands as he pronounced that 
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blessing, and let them rest there, and she, feeling their touch and hearing the words 
which accompanied it, thanked Heaven in her inmost soul for this complete A*uitlon of 
her brightest hopes. 

'' Dimi'donnee I " said Lady Charlotte, gently. She started at the fkmiliar name, so 
im£amiliar firom that mouth. ^^^ IHevrdonniey my dear daughter, I bless you for your 
goodness to my sons." 

Then the sweet head and tear-stained fkce were raised from their drooping position 
tmtil they reached the mother's bosom, and lay there. 

" I have never known a mother,** sighed Isobel. «* If you will let me love you as I 
feel I can, you will have the freshest feelings I possess as yours." 

There was one thing more to be done. Bex brought the infant from the next room, 
and laid it in his mother's arms. 

<< Another son for you, mother," he said; '* one that I hope will never cause you half 
the pain that Iiis father has." 

" What is his name ? " demanded Lady Charlotte. 

" He is not christened yet," replied the mother, gently; "but his name is to be, if 
youlike it— Gabriel." 

" Gabriel — really Gabriel I Oh, little Gabriel, how I shall love you I " She rocked 
the infant closer against her breast, and wetted its unconscious face with her tears. 
« Oh, Gabriel, Gabriel, my lost, my darling child I " 

Let her weep on -^ let the blessed tears descend and moisten all that is left still un- 
moistened, in that once arid heart. Out of the greatest grief her life has known — out 
i»f the loss of the greatest love her life has known — blessings are springing on every 
side of her, as many and as great as most lives know. Gabriel is gone ; but here are 
three ready to love and honor her — three here, to say nothing of half a dozen at 
home. What life has more ? From this hour the new affections which Lady Charlotte 
Huntley had found she permitted to grow as they would, and twine about her heart. 
You could never expect her to become demonstrative, for neither grief nor joy can 
change our natures ; but whatever she was to other people, and the world in general, 
there was a hallowed memory clinging about these throe ; the love of Gabriel, which 
had been so truly given to the father and mother; the name of Gabriel, which had been 
given by them from true love to the child ; a sacred memory which she could never do 
away with, and which caused every action and word of theirs to be different in her 
eyes to the words or actions of other people. 

From that time her heart commenced to beat, and though to the world she continued 
cold, formal, and undemonstrative, who shall say that Lady Charlotte Huntley had not 
in the aggregate as much affection bestowed upon her as the ^generality of us have in 
this world? 

"And what are your plans, Reginald? " she inquired, presently, when her emotion at 
sight of the infant had somewhat subsided. " Where do you intend to live now? At 
your old house, I hope." 

" Scarcely yet, mother," he replied. " Isobel and I are thinking of spending a year 
or two abroad before we settle again in England." Lady Charlotte was about to ex- 
press her disappointment ; but her son checked her. " I should scarcely dare to settle 
down in Wimbledon again just yet," he said, " where every tradesman would know 
that I had just come out of the Bench. It isn't creditable exactly, although it was not 
my own ftinlt that I went there. 

" I wish I had never let yon go," sighed Lady Charlotte, as the memory of how much 
happier the death-bed of Gabriel might have been made by such knowledge flashed 
through her mind. 

" Never mind that now, mother," he replied, " it's all over, thank God, and happily 
over. But this plan of a couple of years or so in France is not a1)ad one. You must not 
forget that I have still a debt owing to my brother-in-law, Charles Fane, which conti- 
nental living will help mo to pay off. No, no, mother," he added, seeing an expression 
come upon her face which he plainly read. " 1 would rather pay it off myself, and be 
indebted to no one, even to you. I brought this on us by my own folly, and I alone must 
be the one to suffer; except this dear one, who is part of myself, and she, thank Heaven, 
likes the idea of a residence abroad. After that, if we are all spared, we will return to 
England and live, I hope, at Wimbledon, but happily, I am sure, wherever we may be." 

" I see that the plan is good," Lady Charlotte replied, ** but I do not like it any the 
more for that. I do not like the idea of losing sight of you both for so long." 

** What is to prevent you seeing us, if you choose? " he answered, gayly. " Bring all 
the chicks over too, wherever we may be, to give them a good accent, and satisfy your 
curiosity with respect to our doings at the same time. ** There's nothing easier now- 
adays." 

" I acknowledge that," Lady Charlotte replied, ** and I will do more than acknowl- 
edge upon a condition, that you and Isobel come back with me to Wimbledon and spend 
the rest of your time at ** The Oaks." Don't reftise me, Reginald, it's the first reciuest 
your mother's love has made you." 
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He could not reftise, with the knowledge that what she sold was trae. He braved 
the open eyes of the Wimbledon shop-keepers, and the conviction that every nurse-maid 
there believed that he had been ** had up for stealing," and walked amongst them, con* 
scions of his own integrity, every inch a king. 

But it was in little less than a month afterwards, that he and Isobel took their depart- 
ure for Paris. 



CHAPTER XXXVII. 

THE LATEST DTTELLIGEKCE. 

And now to the final disposition of Henry Halkett. He has been the villain in these 
pages, the bad man who betrayed his friend's trust, led a careless woman's steps down- 
wards, and destroyed for a time much that was innocent and happy in a young glrPs 
life. He ought, by right, to be crushed in a railway accident, or drowned at sea, or die 
alone and untended of some palnfUl disease. But though to the world, were any one, 
or all of these calamities to happen to him, I acknowledge he would prove no loss, yet 
there have been men as false as Halkett walking the earth, during the last ten years, 
who walk it still. And so does he. He has not been much in England since the dis- 
graceful business which took him abroad transpired, but he is still edive. Living about 
in Paris and other places of note for dissipation, well known at the gaming-tables and 
shunned by all of honor who so know him, Henry Halkett has degenerated into the worst 
description of a roue that the gay capital can produce, notwithstanding that the Earl of 
Littletin approved of his birth and connections. You will scarcely need to ask if he is 
happy under such circumstances. Could any man be happy who lives such a life as 
his has been, and is? About the purest and best affection he has ever felt — the love 
he felt for his fresh and simple cousin Lucy — is completely barred against him now, 
for even if she could conquer the unutterable a^Tersion she has felt towards him, ever 
since the discovery of his duplicity, Charles Fane is too carefhl of his wife to allow her 
to associate with such a man. 

He is without Mends, without character, without hope. Is that not enough, without 
any railway accident or sudden death ? May I not leave him safely thus ? 

He passes from these pages, and is done with. Would that the harm his banefhl ex- 
istence shed round it could have passed away as easily, and been as easily forgotten I 

Life with the Peytons goes on much the same as it has ever done, although ten years 
see the elder children men and women, and the babies gone to school. If there is any 
difference, it is that the father of the family has rather increased than diminished the 
force of his " peppery " disposition; the mother, that of her untidy ways : for they are 
not people who are likely to improve with their years — such a word as " Excelsior" is 
unknown to them. They certainly obey the divine command so far, that if they can eat 
and drink and be clothed, they are content. Isobel Reverdon has made up the quarrel 
she had with them on the evening of her husband's arrest, but she has never tried to 
establish an intimacy between the families. The Peytons are not people to be intimate 
with, and agree ; therefore Isobel visits them occasionally, and is always ready to help 
them if necessary, but nothing more. Of course she gets a great deal of abuse in return, 
and she knows it ; but she is the same noble woman that she was of yore, and so happy 
that she can afford to take no notice of what is said behind her back. Perhaps one of 
her greatest iniquities in the eyes of Fanny Peyton, is the pertinacity with which she 
discourages anything like intimacy between her own children and those of her sister, 
*' as if our children were not good enough for hers to associate with." But Isobel has 
only two, a son and daughter, and they are too precious to be allowed to imbibe the 
flimsy notions of obedience and filial respect, which seem to be the heritage of all the 
young Pejrtons. 

She is very happy, as she deserves to be. She is a woman who would have been con- 
tented with whatever lot it pleased Heaven to send her, simply because it came thence ; 
but it has been Heaven's pleasure to make her life very sunshiny. Living at Wimble- 
don, close to " The Oaks," where she is now as welcome as once she was coldly receiv- 
ed, — idolized by her husband, and loved and honored by her children, — I suppose 
Isobel Keverdon is as happy as a woman on this earth can be. All outside of her is 
prosperity, all inside is peace ; and though she knows the first is mutable, the last will 
never fail her. She has never written another book : she has no need to do it, no time 
to do it. Those who love her so much would not renounce the pleasures of her society, 
unless it was really necessary — so she has never tried her hand at literature ; but there 
is a secret hope in Isobel's heart which makes itself felt every time she hears her 
bright, handsome boy's imaginative talk, of deeds he should wish to have done, or 
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places be losgs to ylslt. At sach moments the old wishftil feeling to be np and doing 
something in the world, which, when dictated by genius, never completely dies, will 
rise again in her breast, and she will transfer the longing from herself to her son, and 
imagine for him the honors she shall never wear. And, indeed, if he only fUlflls the 
promise of his tender years, the world will hear the name of Gabriel Reverdon yet. 

The Fanes resided on the Continent with the Reverdons for about a twelvemonth, 
and then took sail for Australia, where Charles thought, in the prospect of a family, it 
might be advisable to dig up a few more nuggets, before he finally retired from busi- 
ness. They returned to settle at home, however, about five years afterwards, with 
more babies, all worth their weight in gold, of course, but still not transferable in the 
money market. But Charlie and Lucy are very good parents, and prefer their babies 
to nuggets any day. As for '' old nurse " who accompanied her child to Australia and 
back, she considers each new-comer more beautifbl than the last, and is always sparring 
with Miss Burnett upon the relative charms of the young Fanes and the young Rever- 
dons. 

Now I have done with happiness. I have exhausted my budget of Joy, there is no 
more to tell about. I must leave the present, and wander back once more into the past, 
as I left it in my last chapter. Not a pleasant change as you will acloiowledge. 

Over the bright sunshine of my picture, there rises a cloud, thin and vapory indeed, 
not dark enough to denote a storm, or shut out light, but sufficient to dull the landscape, 
and cast a gloom upon the heart. Instead of the merry sound of children's voices, the 
noise of little pattering feet, the warmth of the. home fireside, the blessed interchange 
of love, I see the pavements of the streets of Babylon, I hear the words of strife, the 
loud call of business; I feel the rain descending on my face, the shuddering feeling 
which the closing in of a dark dismal evening gives us, tlie worse than shudder which 
proceeds flrom contact with a sorrow which we are powerless to heal. 

Rex Reverdon felt the change in the weather as he passed under the piazza of the 
Haymarliet on his way towards his home. It was their last evening in England, and he 
and Isobcl were staying at one of the London hotels, in readiness for their start upon 
the morrow. Rex had been out upon business, and it was later than he had thought. As 
some clock near at hand struck ten, he quickened his footsteps, buttoning his great- 
coat around him as he went, chilly and cold, dark and damp, but what cared Rex Rev- 
don for all this ? There in his home, where Isobel was, awaited him light and love and 
warmth,' and the cheerless night outside only made the picture in his mind's eye seem 
brighter by the contrast. He foncied her to himself, waiting for him by the pilcd-up 
fire, supper on the table, and baby, — that incorrigible baby who always would be wide 
awake at inconvenient times, that uninteresting baby, who he was beginning to love so 
much for his dear mother's sake (I think few men care for babies for their own), — 
cooing and crowing upon her lap as she warmed his naked feet at .the bright fiame. He 
could imagine to himself the sweet smile of welcome, the tender anxiety for his com- 
fort, the glow of pleasure at his greeting, which had naver failed to be his portion yet. 
A lonely walk is a grand time for thinking, and Rex Reverdon had qultalost himself In 
contemplation of the vivid picture he had drawn, when, as he traversed the piazza of 
the Haymarket, something touched his arm, which he shook off impatiently. It was 
not the first touch he had shaken off that night, and loyal Rex was beginning to feel 
impatient now at things which once served him only for a laugh. But this touch was 
persevering. It returned to the attack with a firmer pressure, and a voice said, — 

"Rex I" 

He turned like magic at the sound of it, and Elizabeth Ashton's fiftce and figure were 
before him. He looked at her for a moment, scarcely realizing It was she, and when 
he did so he retreated a few steps backward. He had cared for this woman once ; he 
had believed she cared for him, but he was going home to his wife, home to the touch 
of that pure hand, thcetouch of those pure lips, and — he stepped backward. 

"Are you afirald I shall hurt you?" she said. In a would-be careless manner, " that 
you look as if you would like to run away. I am so glad to see you are out again. I 
thought you would be pleased to speak to me, too. Rex." 

** So I am," he replied, ashamed of the betrayal of his aversion; "very glad to see 
you, Lizzie, but what are you doing here alone ? It is not fit that you should be out so 
late, and on such a night." 

He glanced upwards to the drizzling sky as he spoke, and then upon her dress, which 
was of some light gay material, and looked but ill fitted to brave bad weather in. She 
took no notice of his question, but plied him with another. 

" Did your wife give you my message. Rex? " 

** She did," he answered, curtly, scarcely liking even so slight an allusion to Isobel 
fix)m Elizabeth Ashton's lips. " I was glad to hear it, Lizzie, but I never suspected you 
of wishing to rob me." 

" I saw your wife. Rex; I suppose she told you that I saw her. I saw her, but I 
never touched her. Oh I she looked so pure and holy and good. The thought of her 
has bunted me ever since. You are a happy fellow to have such a wife." 
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" Thank yon,** was all he said. 

"I told her to tell you, what I say now, that I had no hand In the trick that scoun- 
drel Halkett played on you. I would have prevented it, if I could. I would have made 
him give back the money, if I could. I followed him to Dover with that intention, but 
I got nothing ftom him but ill treatment." 

" Did he dare to ill treat you Lizzie ? " said Bex, his natural gallantry overcoming his 
dislike of all things connected with that business ; *^ did he strike you? " 

"Not he," exclaimed Lizzie Ashton, scornftilly ; " not but what he would have done 
it, had it answered his purpose. But he had a better game to play than that. Stand 
closer, Bex," she added, drawing deeper within the shade of the colonnades, "and I will 
tell you what he did : he tried to murder me." 

"Good God I" exclaimed Bex, in his surprise; "the villain — the unmitigated vil- 
lain I — I only wish I had his throat beneath my hand at this moment. How did he do 
it, Lizzie?" 

She looked too worn and weary even to be able to feel excited under the relation 
of her wrongs. Her eyes neither kindled nor flashed ; her delicate nostril was quies- 
cent ; her hand unclenched. She merely gave a kind of half laugh, as she replied, — 

" Pushed me into the water, as I was following him into the steamboat; for I was 
determined 1^ cross with him to Calais, if I could not get money out of him any other 
way. But Mr. Halkett was clever enough to get rid of me by another plan. He push- 
ed me backwards into the water ; and, I suppose, I struck my head falling ; for when I 
became sensible I was in the hotel, and the steamer miles upon its way." 

" Have you written to him since ? " said Bex. 

" Written to him ! no," she replied. " I do not know his address ; and if I did, what 
would be the use? such a man must be frtghtened or worried into doing right, and let- 
ters wouldn't frighten him. No, no ; I have left him alone for the present, my time for 
revenge may come yet." 

" And where are you living now, Lizzie? " 

" Not at my old lodgings. It signifies nothing to you where." 

" You haven't left the stage ? " 

" Left the stage ! " she exclaimed, shrilly, and this time she really appeared roused : 
" and how should I keep on the stage, as that man left me? Look here, Bex, he had 
run me into debt on every side. He had persuaded me, that, in my profession, it would 
pay in the end for me to have the same luxuries that actresses highef up on the boards 
indulge^in. I told him that my salary would not cover it: that I should go in debt. 
But he induced me to do as he proposed, and promised to become liable for what I 
could not afford. The very day he took his flight for Calais, he had engaged to meet 
mc at my house and settle all my bills. I knew he was lying at the time. I guessed, 
after that interview with you (which I overheard) what his next step would be. I fol- 
lowed him him to Dover as I have told you ; and the result of our interview was that 
he refused to give me a penny ; that he ended — on my importunity — by trying to drown 
mc in Dover harbor. That's your Mend, Bex Beverdon. Has he behaved worse to 
you than to me?" 

He was Silent, and the woman went on, hurriedly, — 

" I was obliged to leave the Prince's Theatre : my salary would not disburse my 
debts, and after Halkett's flight, and your arrest, the trades-people would trust me no 
longer." 

" And how are you living now, Lizzie ? " 

His voice was stern ; his eyes were yery grave ; and he looked her steadily in the 
face as he spoke. Then she cowered beneath his glance — at first laughed lightly, and 
with a fi'ee recklessness — and then turned her eyes uneasily ftom side to side, and 
finally clasped both her hands upon his arms with a tight grip as if he was the sole 
good thing to which she clung. 

*' Rex," she said, "you have always been good to me — you loved me once, Bex — 
don't ask me that question again. If I had been drowned that night in Dover harbor, 
it would have been the best thing for me ; if the blow my head received had dashed my 
brains out, it would have been happiness compared to what this is ; to stand thus be- 
fore 3'oar searching gaze, and not be able to meet it." 

Her head, with its light covering of lace and flowers, bowed itself upon her clasped 
hands on his arms, and rested there for half a moment ; and yet passers-by scarcely 
turned to look at them a second time ; a woman in distress is not so unusual a sight in 
the gay streets of London. He was going to speak to her, but she feared what he 
might say, and forestalled his intention. 

" Don't speak to me," she exclaimed, raising her head; and the remembrance of her 
sharp thin features, and her sad gray eyes, haunted Bex Beverdon for many a day after- 
wards: "don't say what you think— or curse me — for having forgotten I once had 
your love, until you hear one thing : your wife bid * God bless me ' — she laid her hand 
here, upon my shoulder (I didn't touch her, mind," she said, with a strange earnest- 
ness, " it was of her own tree will). She laid her holy blessed hand upon me here, and 
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said, * God bless you always.* Always — she made no condition — she stipulated fb. 
no time ; she said always. It rests upon me now, Bex Heverdon, I think of it some-> 
times in the night, or when I ou^ht to pray, and try to believe it still speaks to God for 
me. Don't say what you think — don't tell me what I am — until you still well remem- 
ber that your wife bid, God bless me always." 

" And so do I," he said. " I will do more. I will give you the means of seeking His 
blessing for yourself, Lizzie. I did love you once — with a false, spurious love, per- 
haps, but at the moment, real to me. By that love, let me rescue you now. Let me 
search out the means for placing you where you can earn your own living. I was go- 
ing abroad to-morrow, but I will delay my departure for that reason only, if you will 
let me do it." 

" Too late I " she exclaimed, with her half bitter, careless laugh, the serious mood 
gone from her in a moment, ** altogether too late, my dear Rex. Thank you all the 
same for your good intentions. Ilave I been talking nonsense ? The recollection of 
that man's falsehood towards us both, does occasionally make me say more than I 
ought or intend to do ; but the worry of it is a past worry, not worth thmking about — 
no use thinking about any way. Could thinking undo his work, undo the work of others 
like himself, it might be worth spending one's life in thought. But now ; / am his 
work, Kex — I and a thousand others with me — the work of Halkett and men of Ilal- 
kett's stamp. Could any thiuking unmake me ? Pshaw I But I didn't stop you for this. 
I only w^anted to congratulate you in person on your reappearance in society, and to re- 
peat my message to you in person also. Kow, you say that you are going to leave Eng- 
land to-morrow, so I am just in time, then, to give you my farewell." 

" Lizzie, don't talk like that," he said, distressed at her apparent levity; "I have 
money, as you know. Halkett's treachery only caused me a temporary embarrassment. 
Let me send you some. I cannot leave England, and feel I leave you in want. Where 
shall I address to you? " 

"My dear Ilex," said Lizzie Ashton, her face reassumlnga serious look, "do you 
know, you are really a very kind fellow ; but I am in no want. I have no need of money. 
I am rich in everything except peace I " 

The last word came out with a bitter intonation, which thrilled through him. 

** Lizzie, my money might purchase you even that." 

"Do j'ou thinkso?" she said. "No; I'm afraid you're mistaken. I told you be- 
fore, it's too late. Kow, I won't keep you longer. Go back to your happy home, and 
forget you met me. Good-night ! " 

" But I cannot I " exclaimed Rex, the memory of old times rising in his heart, and 
thickening tlie tones of his voice. "Lizzie, let me help you — let me at least know 
where to find you." 

" It's too late I " she answered, with the same laugh that had made him shudder be- 
fore. " My dear fellow, don't be foolish ; it's altogether too late." 

She passed from him as she spoke — passed from under the colonnades and dark 
piazza into the blackness of the gathering night ; the last he saw of her, the fluttering 
folds of her light raiment; the last he heard, the echo of her bitter, reckless laugh. 

Home and Isobcl were before him, and yet he stood under those colonnades, and 
watched the place where she had disappeared from his view ; home and Isobel, the 
crowing child, the blazing lire, were all before him, and he loved them, and looked for- 
ward to them, as loyally as ever faithfhl heart anticipated the delights of Its own hearth 
— and yet he stood spellbound, awe-struck, and gazed after the woman who had once 
been dear to him — stood between the old love and the new — the woman he had loved, 
the woman who loved him — the bad and the good angels of his life; and as he stood 
and thought, and then woke up with a start, to find the fluttering raiment had totally 
disappeared — the echo of the careless, bitter. Heaven-forsaken laughter died away in 
silence — he lifted his hat from off his head, and said, reverently, " God have mercy on 
her ! " 

I wish that every man and woman who reads this book would Join the prayer, and 
make it general, — 

" God have mebcy on all suchI ** 
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